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I 

To  Her  GRACE  the 

DUCHESS 

O  F 

/ 

MARLBOROUGH. 


MADAM, 

ADDRESSES,  unauthorifed  by  merit,  are  too  fre 
quent,  and  (whatihould  be  more  furprifmg)  often 
fuccefsful. 

I  would  willingly  approach- in  what  I  think  the  beft 
{hape,  and  choofe  rather  to  appear  drefied  in  the  opinion 
of  the  town,  than  my  own. 

J  have  been  favoured  with  the  general  approbation,  yet 
am  ftill  conicious  of  weaknefs,  and  know  not  where  to  fue 
more  properly  for  prote6tion,  than  to  your  Grace :  be 
lieve  this,  Madam,  when  I  allure  you,  that  I  will  always 
facrifice  my  intereft — to  my  lincerity. 

I  am  an  enemy  to  flattery  ;  and,  therefore,  to  be  fure 
to  be  thoroughly  difengaged  from  it,  apply  to  a  peribji 
who  wants  it  not. 

The  greatnefs  of  mind  I  have  constantly  confidered  be 
yond  that  of  the  perfon  ;  and  when  I  fay  that  you  are  a 
good  woman,  I  think  J  fay  more  than  J  fhould  by  {tiling 
you  a  great  ducheis.  By  confirming  yourfelf  the  firft, 
you  have  eminently  proved  yourfelr  the  latter.  In  this 
laft  opinion  I  apply  myfeif  to  the  world — not  to  your 
Grace,  confcious  that  you  are  the  only  perfon  that  will 
not  join  in  it. 

I  have  little  title  to  addrefs  your  Grace,  more  than  in 

the  aflurance  that  the  fmalleil  merit  does  not  go  uure- 
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garded  by  you.  I  confefs  myfelf  obfcure  ;  but  fhall  not 
think  fo,  if  your  Grace  looks  upon  me  with  the  eye  of  fa 
vour  :  for,  believe  me,  I  have  more  ambition  to  merit 
your  Grace's  efteem,  than  any  other  conlideration  that 
may  be  fuggefted  ;  and  {hall  ever  think  myfelf  honoured 
in  fubfcribing  myfelf, 

Your  Grace's  moft  devoted, 
Moft  obedient, 

And  moft  humble  fervant. 
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THE 

PREFACE. 


TO  obviate  any  criticifm  that  may  jirftly  fall  upon 
the  inaccuracy  of  this  play,  I  judged  it  neceflary 
to  publifh  a  few  lines  as  an  apology  for  the  liberties  I  have 
taken  with  the  hiftory,  and  the  faults  that  may  appear  to 
the  judicious  reader.  And  though  the  uncommon  and 
general  applaufe  it  has  met  with  in  the  reprefentation 
may  feem  to  make  it  unneceflary,  yet,  without  it.  I  could 
not  acquit  myfelf  to  my  own  judgment. 

And  firft,  as  to  the  liberties  I  have  taken  with  hiftory, 
I  hope  I  may  be  forgiven  my  introducing  the  queen,  who) 
was  in  France  at  the  time  I  have  laid  the  aeYion  of  the 
play  ;  but  it  being  a  ftory  barren  of  female  characters,  I 
was  induced  to  make  her  appear  ;  and  becaufe  I  thought 
there  would  very  naturally  arife  a  plealing  diftrefs  at  their 
parting,  which  I  have  introduced  at  the  beginning  of  the 
fourth  aft. 

Again,  to  heighten  the  diftrefs  in  the  laft  a&,  and  to- 
bring  on  one  fuppofed  to  receive  and  convey  the  advice 
better,  that  the  king  fends  by  him  to  his  eldeft  fon,. 
Charles,  James  appears,  who,  at  that  juncture,  was  in 
Holland.  I  have  made  an  excufe  for  CromwelPs  coming 
to  the  king,  becaufe  I  thought  an  interview  between  them: 
was  neceflary,  and  would  add  to  the  fpirit  of  the  whole. 

I  am  not  confcious  of  any  other  liberties  I  have  taken,, 
except  heightening  the  characters  of  Fairfax  and  his  lady  ; 
which  has  added  a  warmth  to  the  piece,  and  in  fome  mea- 
fure  fupplied  the  want  of  real  matter  to  conftitute  five 
a»fts.  The  other  perfons  in  the  drama  are  as  ftrongly 
characlerifed,  and  as  impartially,  as  I  had  ability,  and 
the  Ihortnefs  of  the  time  would  permit. 

A  3  There 


[   «    3 

There  were  fome  fpeeches  omitted  in  the  reprefenta- 
tion,  which  I  have  reftored  in  print ;  and  the  reader  may 
particularize  them,  if  he  thinks  it  worth  while,  by  re 
marking  a  comma  prefixed  to  each  line. 

I  inuft  now  do  myfelf  the  pleafure  to  addrefs  thofe  gen 
tlemen  of  known  judgment  and  great  candour,  whofe  cor 
rections  (though  in  fo  fhort  a  time  for  making  them) 
have  done  me  honour,  and  given  reputation  to  the  piece. 
Some  I  h&ve  not  an  opportunity  of  thanking  perfonally  ; 
and  therefore  do  it  thus  publicly,  and  declare,  that  no 
thing  could  equal  the  juftnefs  of  their  remarks,  but  their 
lincerity  and  humanity  in  delivering  them. 

I  now  throw  the  piece  before  the  reader  ;  and  hope  it 
will  prove  as  agreeable  an  entertainment  in  the 
it  feemed  to  be  upon  the  ftage. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Written  by  a  FRIEND. 


N  former  times,  when  wit  was  no  offence, 
And  men  fubmitted  to  be  pleas  'd  with  fenfe—» 
Then  was  tie  ftage  fair  'virtue's  fav'rite  fchool^ 
Scourge,  of  the  knave,  and  mirror  of  the  fooL 
Here  oft  the  villain's  confcious  bluJJ}  would  rife^ 
And  fools  become,  by  viewing  folly,  wife, 
Our  bard,  as  then,  defpifes  fong  and  dance  -, 
The  notes  of  Italy,  and  jigs  of  France  : 
With  home  diftrefs  he  nobly  hopes  to  move, 
And  fire  each  bofom  with  its  country's  love     •  •• 
So  much  a  Briton      •  "-that  he  f  corns  to  roam 
To  foreign  climes,  to  fetch  his  hero  home- 
Confdous,  that  in  thefe  fcenes  is  clearly  Jhown 
Britain  can  boajl  true  heroes  of  her  own, 
Murder  avow'd  by  law  he  boldly  paints, 
Heroes'and  patriots,  hypocrites  and  faints  ; 
Rebellion  fighting  for  the  public  good, 
And  Treafon  fmiling  in  a  monarch's  blood, 
Party,  be  dumb  -  in  each  pathetic  fcene^ 
Our  mufe,  to-night,  ajjerts  an  honejl  mean  ; 
Shews  you  a  prince  triumphant  o'er  his  fatet 
Glorious  in  death,  as  in  misfortu?ics  great  ; 
By  nature  virtuous,  tho  mijlcd  by  Jlaves, 
By  tools  of  power,  by  Jycophants  and  knaves, 
When  Charles  fubmits  to  faftiorfs  deadly  blow* 
What  loyal  heart  but  Jbares  the  monarch's  woe? 
Nor  lefs  Maria's  grief,  ye  gentle  fair^ 
Claims  the  fad  tribute  of  a  tender  tear, 
From  Britijh  fcenes  to-night  we  hope  applaufe9 
And  Britons  fure  will  aid  a  Britijb  caufe, 
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KING    CHARLES    I. 


The  lines  marked  ivitb  inverted  commast  '  thusj  are  omitted  In  ibt 
reprefentation.  \ 


ACT        I. 

Enter  Btfbop  Juxon  and  Duke  of  Richmond. 

JUXON. 

f~**  OOD  day,  my  Lord,  if,  in  a  time  like  this, 
VJT  Aught  that  is  fortunate  or  good  can  happen; 
When  Defolation,  wedded  to  Defpair, 
Strides  o'er  the  land,  and  marks  her  way  with  ruin : 
Plenty  is  fled  with  JufUce  \  Rage  and  Rapine 
Have  robb'd  the  widow'd  matron,  England,  quite, 
And  left  her  now  no  dowry — but  her  tears. 

Rich,  Is  it  then  certain  that  the  lawlefs  Commons 
Have  form'd  a  court  of  juftice  (Co  they  call  it) 
To  bring  the  King  to  trial  ? 

Jux.  °Tis  moil  true ; 

And  tho*  the  Lords  refus'd  to  join  the  bill, 
Yet  they  proceed  without  them.    Lawlefs  man  ! 
Whither,  at  laft,  will  thy  impieties, 
Thy  daring  infolence  extend,  when  kings 
Feel  from  a  fubjedt-hand  the  fcourge  of  pow'r  ? 
Where  may  an  injur'd  monarch  hope  for  fafety, 
If  he  not  find  it  in  his  people's  hearts  ? 

Rich.  Oh,  Nafeby,  Nafeby,  what  a  deadly  ftroke 
Was  thy  ill-fated  field  to  royalty ! 
On  thy  fuccefs  depended  monarchy  ; 
The  tate  of  rebels,  and  the  fateot  kings 
Hung  on  thy  battle  ;  but  thou,  faithleis  too, 
Conipir'd  with  faction  to  o'erthrow  us  all, 
And  bring  to  fight  thefe  more  than  bloody  times. 
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Jux.  To-morrow  does  the  black  tribunal  fit ; 
When  majefty  is  cited  to  appear 
Before  his  tyrant  fubjects.     Oh,  prepofterous  ! 
Is't  not  as  bad  as  if  thefe  rebel  hands 
Should  from  their  feats  tear  forth  their  ruling  eyes, 
Whofe  watch  directs  the  body's  ufe  and  fafety  ? 

Rich.  It  cannot  be  !  'Tis  not  in  cruelty 
To  think  of  fpilling  royal  blood.     Mercy,  fure, 
And  the  pretended  juitice  of  their  caufe, 
Will  fave  them  from  the  weight  of  fo  much  guilt. 

Jux.  WJiat  added  guilt  can  that  black  bofom  feel, 
That  has  fhook  off  allegiance  to  its  king  ? 
Whole  feas  of  common  and  of  noble  blood 
Will  notfuffiee;  the  banquet  muftbe  crown'd, 
And  the  brain  heated  with  the  blood  of  kings. 
But  fee  where  Cromwell  comes !   Upon  his  brow 
Dilli  mutation  flamp'd.     If  I  can  judge 
By  lineament  and  feature,  that  man's  heart 
Can  both  contrive  and  execute  the  worit 
And  the  moft  daring  actions  yet  conceived. 
Ambitious,  bloody,  refolute  and  wife, 
He  ne'er  betrays  his  meaning  till  he  acts, 
And  ne'er  looks  out  but  with  the  eye  of  purpofc. 
His  head  fo  cool,  that  it  appears  the  top 
Of  Alpine  hill,  clad  with  flow-wafting  fnow  ; 
His  execution  rapid  as  the  force 
Of  falling  waters  thund'ring  down  its  bafe. 
Let  us  avoid  him  ;  for  my  confcious  foul 
Fears  him  in  wonder,  and  in  praife  condemns  him. 

[Exeunt, 
Enter  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Now  thro*  the  maze  of  gloomy  policy 
Has  fire-ey'd  Faction  work'd  her  way  to  light, 
And  deck'd  ambition  in  the  robe  of  power. 
Our  fears  in  Charles's  fafety  are  remov'd, 

And  but  one  blow  remains  to  fix  our  ftate 

The  lopping  off  his  head.     No  more  the  royal  tree 
Shall,  from  legitimacy 's  root,  prefu me 
To  fprout  forth  tyrant  branches.     Commonwealths 
Own  no  hereditary  right,  uniefs  our  worth 
Shine  equal  to  our  birth.     Wherefore,  at  once,, 
Down  with  nobility — the  Commons  rule  I 
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Avaunt  prerogative  and  lineal  title, 
And  be  the  right  fuperior  merit. 

Enter  Fairfax. 

Fair.  I  was  to  feek  you,  Sir ;  iome  lab'rmg  doubts, 
Which,  in  thj  uncertainty  of  thefe  ftrange  times, 
Call  for  the  ray  or  clearnefs,  make  me  prefs 
(Perhaps  unleafonabiy)  to  your  ear. 
You  will  tor  give  th'  impatience  of  a  man, 
Who  labours  to  be  right — by  your  example. 

Crom.  Good  Fairfax,  fpare  me  ;   I  am  ill  at  words, 
And  utter  badly  where  I  mean  refpect: 
Uncouth  my  anlwers  are  to  truth  and  plainne'fs  ; 
But  to  a  compliment  I  ne'er  could  fpeak  : 
Yet  could  you  look  into  my  fecret  mind, 
There  my  foul  fpeaks  to  Fairfax  as  to  one 
Book'd  in  the  faireft  page  of  my  efleem, 
And  written  on  my  heart But  to  your  doubts. 

Fair.  You  may  remember,  Sir,  when  firft  my  fword, 
My  fortune,  life,  and  flill,  yet  more — my  honour, 
Were  all  engag'd  to  fight  the  caufe  of  juftice  ; 
You  thought,  with  me,  the  wrongs  to  be  redrefs'd, 
Were  the  attempts  upon  the  fubjecls*  right, 
The  unregarded  laws,  and  bold  defign 
To  flretch  prerogative  to  boundlefs  rule. 
Defign  full  fair  and  noble  !  and  th'  event 
Has  crown 'd  our  utmoft  withes.     England  owns 
No  arbitrary  fway ;  the  King's  adherents 
Are  all  difpers'd,  or  the  remains  fo  few, 
They  are  not  worth  a  fear ;  the  Kinghimfel£ 
In  clofe  confinement.     Now,  let  reafon  judge, 
And  blend  difcretion  with  fuccefs. 
Let  us  be  juft — but  let  us  flop  at  juftice, 
Nor  by  too  hafty  zeal  o'erfhoot  the  mark. 
The  Roman  fpirits,  favage  as  they  were, 
When  they  determin'd  to  abolifti  kings, 
Shed  not  the  blood  of  Tarquin,  but  expell'd  him  ; 
And  mail  we,  owners  of  the  Chriftian  law, 
Where  mercy  mines  the  foremoft  attribute, 
Be  harder  to  appeafe  ?  If  not  more  mild, 
Let  us  not  be  more  cruel  than  barbarians. 
Charles  grafp'd,  we  own,  at  arbitrary  fway, 
And  would  have  been  a  tyrant — for  which  crime, 
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The  kingdoms  he  was  born  to  we  have  feiz'd. 
But  let  us  not  defpoil  him  of  his  life. 
Crowns,  as  the  gift  of  men,  men  may  refume  ; 
But  life,  the  gift  of  Heaven,  let  Heaven  difpofe  of. 

Crom.  Well  have  you  weigh'd  each  growing  circum- 
And  held  difcretion  in  the  niceft  fcale.  [ftance, 

Our  fears  remov'd,  the  fubject  right  reftor'd, 
What  have  we  more  to  do,  than  to  fit  down, 
And  each  enjoy  the  vineyard  of  his  toil  ? 
'Tis  true — but  yet  fome  clamours  are  abroad; 
Petitions  daily  crowd  the  parliament, 
That  loudly  call  for  juilice  on  the  King,          •     . 
Imputing  to  his  charge  the  guilt  of  murders, 
The  deiblation  that  has  bared  the  land, 
And  fwept  the  crops  of  plenty  from  our  fields. 

Fair.  What,  (hall  the  rabble  judge  ;  thofe  fervile  curs, 
Who,  as  they  eat  in  plenty,  fnarl  fedition  ? 
Are  thefe  to  be  regarded  ? 

Crom.  You  miilake  me. 
'Tis  not  their  outcries  only  ;  but,  indeed, 
Thofe  who  fee  farther,  and  with  better  judgment, 
Fear,  while  he  lives,  his  friends  will  never  die  j 
But,  by  fome  foreign  force  or  home  defign, 
May  fometime  fhake  the  fafety  of  the  ftate. 
Betides,  they  fpeak  of  an  approv'd  good  maxim, 
Remove  the  caufe,  and  the  effect  will  ceafe. 
Oh,  worthy  Fairfax,  thou  art  wife  and  valiant ! 
I  have  feen  thee  watch  occafion,  till  advantage  ^ 
Camefmiling  to  thy  arms,  and  crown'd  thy  patience: 
And  then,  in  fight,  I  have  beheld  thy  fword 
Out-fly  the  pace  of  peftilential  air, 
And  kill  in  multitudes. 

Fair.  Good  Sir,  forbear. 

Crom,  Blulh  not  to  hear  a  truth,  when  Cromwell  fpeaks 
My  uncouth  manner,  ill  at  varniming,  [it ; 

Beggars  my  will,  anddrefies  praife  uncomely. 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  in  the  rage  of  battle, 
When  Nafeby's  field  confefs'd  thy  victor  arm, 
And  thy  deciiion  was  the  fate  of  kings. 
Methinks  I  view  thee  in  the  buiUing  ranks, 
Where  danger  was  the  neareft— (for  you  brought  it) 
Unhelm'd,  encounter  armies,  and  defpife 
The  fafety  that  the  meaneft  foldicr  wore ; 
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And  when  a  private  man,  with  bold  afTertion, 
Challenged  a  conqueft  which  your  arm  had  gain'd, 
And  was  reprov'd  ;  methinks,  I  hear  you  fay, 
I  have  enough  of  glory,  let  him  own  it. 

Fair*  Whither  does  all  this  tend  ?  I  pray  forbear—* 
I  never  fought  in  hopes  to  have  it  told  : 
The  man  whofe  actions  fpeak,  expects  no  anfwer. 

Crom.  I  do  but  barely  tellthee  what  thou  art, 
And  what  the  world  may  yet  expect  of  Fairfax. 
'  The  diamond,  Merit,  in  the  quarry  hid, 
Being  unknown,  unfeen,  attracts  no  eyes, 
But  digg'd  up  by  the  lab'rer's  curiofity, 
And  polifti'd  by  the  hand  of  gratitude, 

It  fliines  the  ornament  of  human  life. 

Think  therefore  what  you  are,  and  what  this  juncture  : 

The  faireft  lock,  of  fortune  is  difplay'd, 

And  (hould  be  feiz'd  on  by  the  bold  and  worthy. 

Fair.  You  talk  in  clouds  above  my  purpofs  quite  ; 
Which  was  but  to  enforce  the.caufe  of  mercy, 
And  {hew  how  much  is  gain'd  by  flopping  he  e; 
To  tell  you  what  my  conference  makes  opinion, 
And  ftrengthen  that  opinion  by  your  voice. 

Crom.  'Tis  true  indeed — I  had  forgot  myfelf ; 
But  whither  was  I  hurried  in  my  zeal  ? 
E'en  I  can  defcant  on  a  pleafing  theme  : 
Can  you  forgive  me  ?  though  'tis  hard  indeed ; 
Exalted  virtue  can  with  eafe  forgive 
A  calumny,  but  not  a  praife.         No  more, 
Heav'n  can  witnefs  for  me,  with  what  true  accord 
My  thoughts  meet  yours !    How  willing  I  would  flop 
The  arm  of  violence,  and  make  the  law, 
Stern  as  me  is,  arTume  a  face  of  fmiles. 
The  death  of  Charles  is  far  from  my  defign— 
And  yet  the  general  outcry  is  for  jullice  : 
He  has  been  much  to  blame,  you  know  he  has ; 
And  (but  I  foften  thofe  unruly  thoughts) 
Were  I  to  fpeak  the  di6tat.es  of  my  heart, 
I  could  not  fiijd  a  punifhment  too  great 
To  fall  upon  the  man,  who  fhould,  like  Charles, 
Forget  all  right,  and  wafle  with  lavifh  hand 
The  rich  revenue  of  his  people's  love. 
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Fair.  Dearly  he  differs  for  mifguided  fteps, 
And  knows  that  mifery  he  meant  to  give  ; 
He  feels  the  bondage  he  defign'd  for  us, 
And  by  the  want  of  freedom  .counts  its  value. 

Crom.  I  pity  him  ;  and  would  the  commons  think  with 
He  were  as  fafe  as  Cromwell ;   and,  brave  Fairfax,  [me, 
We  will  endeavour  it ;  and  may  that  power, 
Whofe  arm  has  fought  the  battle  of  our  caufe, 
Incline  Jem  all  to  think  like  you,-— or  me ;  [A/Me* 

I  will  about  it.     Yet  remember,  Fairfax, 
The  pofture  of  thefe  times  :  confider  too, 
How  great  your  expectations  ought  to  be : 
Would  Fairfax  liften  to  the  voice  of  Cromwell, 
He  fhould  have  nearer  hopes  than  Charles's  life : 
Somewhat  as  great  as  your  defert  fhould  crown  you, 
And  make  you  partner  of  the  high  eft  honours.       [Exit. 
Fair.  The  highefl  honours !  what  can  Cromwellmean? 
Acquit  me,  Heav'n  !  I  fought  not  but  for  juftice,     ^'  ,  t 
Rage  fir'd  me  not,  nor  did  ambition  blind ; 
No  party  led  me,  and  no  interefl  bound  : 
My  tie  was  conscience,  and  my  caufe  was  freedom. 
When  Fairfax  liftens  to  another  call, 
May  his  next  ftroke  in  battle  be  his  laft. 

Enter  Ireton. 

Ire.  Fairfax,  I  come,  commiffion'd  by  the  army, 
To  know  your  pleafure,  if  you  think  it  meet 
That  they  fliould  march  and  quarter  nearer  London  : 
The  public  fafety  makes  it  requifite : 
But  they  attend  your  orders  ere  they  move. 

Fair.  The  public  fafety  !  Say  what  new  alarm, 
What  danger  fo  awakes  fecurity, 
That  in  her  fright,  (he  thus  lays  hold  of  caution? 
Ire.  The  fafety  of  the  commons,  of  yourfelf, 
Of  the  high  court  of  juftice ;  who  to-morrow 
Againft  a  tyrant  proves  the  people's  pow'r, 
And  brings  offending  majefty  to  juftice  : 
This  may  excite  his  yet  remaining  friends, 
Arm'd  with  defpair,  to  fome  attempt  of  danger. 
Who  can  be  too  fecure  ?  The  man  whofe  pillow 
Prevention  guards,  may  fleep  in  eafe  and  fafety. 
Fair.  To  bring  offending  majefty  to  juftice  ? 
Ire.  To  the  fcaffold, 

Fair* 
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Fair.  Ha  ! 

Ire.  Why  do  you  ftart  ? 

Fair.  Your  zeal  too  much  tranfports  you. 
Ireton,  farewel, — and  let  me  gain  belief, 
When  I  affirm  this  moral  to  thy  ear : 
Conference  than  empire  more  content  can  bring, 
And  to  be  juft,  is  to  b*e  more  than  king.  [JE*/X 

Enter  Cromwell. 

Crom.  It  is  enough,  goodkinfman,  let  him  go  -  •  ~ 
And  yet  I  could  well  wifh  that  he  was  ours— 
But 'tis  no  matter— You  began  to  warm, 
And  the  good  caufe  fat  burning  on  thy  cheek  ; 
Thou  haft  a  well-turn'd  tongue  :  but  lift  rher,  Ireton, 
Hear  my  defign  (for  dill  my  heart  is  thine) 
The  commons  moft  are  ours  :  the  weeder's  care 
Has,  from  the  garden  of  our  enterprize, 
Thrown  out  the  rubbifh  that  difgrac'd  the  foil : 
And  now  our  growth  looks  timely.     This  you  faw, 
When  by  my  means  a  hundred  doubted  members 
Were  by  the  army  feiz'd  upon  their  entrance, 
And  fince  expell'd  the  boufe.    Independency 
Roots  itfelf  raft  ;  while  prefbytery  force 
Withers  unfeen.     Would  Fairfax  had  been  ours  ! 

Ire.  I  cannot  fee  that  his  adherence  to  us 
Could  profper  much  our  caufe,  or  his  defection 
Make  us  decline  one  moment  from  our  purpofe. 

Crom.  You  miftake,  Ireton,  Fairfax  ftands  the  firft 
In  intereft  with  the  very  men  I  hate : 
Therefore  his  joint  endeavour  would  be  found 
The  eafieft  means  to  bring  my  point  to  bear ; 
Eefides,  he  ftands  the  faireft  in  the  love 
Of  our  whole  party.    Were  we  link'd  together, 
The  army  too  were  ours ;  and  their  keen  fwords 
Are  powerful  arguments.     We  fhall  thrive  however — 
I  have  it — He  fhall  hence,  and  on  an  expedition 
Not  the  moft  juft ;  I  know  his  fquoamiih  honour, 
If  it  furmife  an  aftion  the  leaft  tainted, 
Will  throw  up  this  employment :  then  'tis  mine : 
And  while  I  have  Dame  Fortune,  fhe  (hall  pleafe  me. 

Ire.  But  the  main  turn  of  all  your  enterprize 
Hangs  on  to-inono\v,  on  the  death  of  Charles : 

B  z  'Ti« 


i&  KING    CHARLES    I.:* 

'Tis  from  his  fcaffold  only  you  muft  mount 
To  what  your  willies  aim  at. 

Crom.  Fear  not  that. 

I  have  to  do  with  men,  upon  whofe  tempers        t 
I  know  to  work — Thofe  who  love  piety, 
I  with  the  vehemence  of  prayer  encounter, 
And  through  the  fpirit  pracllfe  on  their  paffions. 
Thofe  who  are  crafty,  I  fubdue  with  fraud, 
And  wile  them  to  my  purpofe.     To  the  bloody 
I  promife  (laughters,  deaths  and  executions : 
Gold  gains  the  covetous  ;  and  praife  the  proud. 
There  is  another  fort — but  they  are  eafy  j 
Your  honeft  men,  who  never  weardiftruft ; 
For  honefly's  the  jaundice  of  the  mind, 
That  makes  us  think  our  neighbours  like  ourfelyes : 
Let  us  together.     Ireton,  here  it  lies ; 
When  fools  believe,  wife  men  are  fure  to  rife.      [Exeunt. 

END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT    II. 

Eater  Fairfax. 

Oil,  glory  !  how  deceitful  is  thy  view  ! 
Such  are  thy  charms,  that  o'er  th*  uncertain  way 
Of  vice' or  faction,  thou,  to  hide  the  danger, 
3)ott  to  the  outward  eye  fhew  fair  appearance  : 
Which  when  the  follower  fleps  on,  down  he  finks, 
And  then  too  late  looks  backward  to  the  path 
Of  long  neglected  virtue. 

Enter  Lady  Fairfax. 

Latfy  Fair.  My  deareft  Fairfax,  call  not 'this  intrufion  ; 
Long  has  obedience  combated  with  love, 
Ere  I  would  prefs  upon  your  privacy  : 
If  love  has  conquer'd,  love  may  be  forgiven. 
The  faults  of  tendernefs  (if  faults  they  are) 
E'en  in  offending  wear  the  feal  of  pardon. 
Why  are  you  thus  alone  ;   and  why  thus  chang'd  ? 

Fazr.  My  gentle  lady,  thoughts  of  deep  concern, 
That  to  the  lait  recefles  of  my"  foul 

Travel 
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Travel,  with  pain  and  penitence  their  guides, 
At  length  have  found  the  company  they  like ; 
Bufy  Reflection,  moping  Melancholy, 
And  Silence  the  fure  guard  that  keeps  the  door. 

Lady  Fair.  I  cannot  blame  your  griefs ;  but  come  to 
Indeed  the  caufe  is  juft  :  but  good  my  Lord,    [fhare  'em» 
Let  not  defpair  take  hold  of  that  brave  heart, 
And  boaft  a  conqueft  which  your  foes  ne'er  could. 
If  (as  I  long  have  thought)  the  King  be  wrong'd, 
Seek  to  redrefs,  and  not  lament  his  fortunes. 
I  am  a  woman,  not  defign'd  for  war, 
Yet  could  this  hand  (weak  as  you  think  its  grafp) 
Nerv'd  by  my  heart's  companion,  refolution, 
Difplay  the  royal  banner  in  the  field, 
And  fhame  the  ftrength  of  manhood  in  this  caufe. 
Forgive  this  warmth  :  I  ne'er  till  now,  my  Lord, 
Gave  you  unaik'd  my  thoughts,  but  I  perceive 
Your  heart  is  wounded,  and  I  came  to  heal  it : 
To  offer  you  the  balm  of  wholefome  counfel, 
And  temper  my  perfuafion  with  my  love. 

Fair.  Thou  halt  been  more  than  I  could  hope  in  woman  : 
Thy  beauty,  thy  lead  excellence.     Thou  appear'ft 
Like  a  fair  tree,  the  glory  of  the  plain, 
The  root  thy  honour,  and  the  trunk  thy  friendfliip, 
(That  {lands  the  rudeft  blaft  of  cold  adverlity) 
From  whence  branch  out  a  thoufand  different  boughs; 
Candour,  humility,  and  angel  truth,         r 
And  every  leaf  a  virtue.     True,  my  love, 
While  I  conceiv'd  our  liberties  in  danger, 
1  fought  in  their  defence  ;  but  cannot  bear 
This  bold  defign  upon  the  life  of  Charles. 
We  took  up  arms  to  keep  the  law  entire, 
Not  to  defend  its  open  violation. 

Laity  Fair.  I  know  thy  honeft  heart,  it  hates  a  wrong  t 
'Tuas  principle,  not  party,  urg'd  thee  on 
To  fight  their  caufe  :  but  Cromwell's  fpecious  wiles 
pervert  the  juftice  of  thy  fair  defigns, 
And  make  thy  virtue  pander  to  his  will. 

Fair.  Cromwell  has  art — but  {till  I  think  him  honeflj 
Yet  in  our  late  difcourfe  his  fpeech,  methought, 
Appear'd  disjointed  ;  and  he  wav'd  the  theme 

I  i'poke  about — The  farety  of  the  King 
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At  parting  too,  his  words  betray 'd  a  purpofc 
Beyond  the  limits  of  a  commonwealth  ; 
And  talk'dof  higheft  honours — but  I  hope 
That  my  fufpicions  wrong  him. 

Lady  Fair.  No,  my  Lord  ; 
Rather  increafe  'em,  keep  'em  dill  alive 
To  arm  againft  his  black  defigns :  difcretion, 
At  ihe  furmife  of  danger,  wakes  inceffant ; 
Nor  drops  the  eye-lid  'rill  (lie  fleeps  in  fafety. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  The  duke  of  Richmond  and  a  reverend  bifhop 
Defire  to  fee  you. 

Fair.  Wait  upon  them  hither  ; 
I  guefs  at  their  delires,  and  wou'd  to  Heav'n 
My  pow'r  could  grant  'em  what  my  wifh  confirms  ! 
Lady  Fair.  And  wherefore  not,  my  Lord  ?  The  army 

yours, 

Who  can  difpute  your  will?  Command  them  hither. 
And  be  their  threats  the  fafety  of  the  King.  [nefs. 

Fair.  Betray  my  ttuft  !  Thou  canfl  not  mean  fuch  bafe- 
Should  I  (which  much  I  doubt,  for  Cromwell's  fadion 
Equals  my  pow'r,  arid  more,  among  the  foldiers) 
Make  'em  revolt,  what 'would  my  confcience  fay  ? 
'Twould  be  a  mountain  crime,  a  molehill  good. 
Thewhitcnefs  of  my  fair  defign  to  Charles, 
Spread  o'er  the  vifage  of  the  means  that  gave  it ; 
Like  thinneft  lawn  upon  an  .££thiop  face, 
Would  cover,  not  conceal  the  blacknefs.  No,  my  love, 
Virtue  andbafenefs  never  meet  together. 

Enter  Bijbop  Juxon  and  Duke  of  Richmond. 
Juxon.  A  mournful  errand,  good  my  Lord  of  Fairfax, 
Makes  us  thus  rude.     My  gentle  Lady, /lay  ;—— 
Your  voice  will  help  the  muficof  our  plaint, 
Arid  fwell  the  notes  to  moving  melody : 
Ill-fated  Charles,  deferted  as  he  is, 
Lives  in  your  fair  report  (or  fame  has  err'd) 
Join  in  our  concert,  as  you  are  next  his  heart, 
You  know  to  touch  the  firing  that  founds  to  pity. 

Fair.  My  Lords,  I  guefs  your  purpofe,  and  allure  you 
If  my  perfuaiion  or  my  wilh  avail, 
Charles  feels  no  ftroke,  'till  nature  gives  the  blow. 
Long  may  the  fruit  of  health  adorn  the  tree, 
Arid  ripen  with  his  years  in  warmer  times ! 
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Rich.  'Tis  truly  fpoke,  my  Lord,  and  worthy  Fairfax  ; 
Whom  I  have  ftill  confidcr'd  in  this  light ; 
As  nobly  juft,  and  but  at  worft  mifled. 

Juxon.  How  would  this  man  adorn  the  royal  caufe/ 
Who  makes  rebellion  wear  the  face  of  virtue  ! 

\_dfide  to  Richmond. 

How  I  am  pleas'd  to  find  you  feel  this  woe, 
And  ftrive  for  its  prevention — Let  thefe  fpeak 

\Weeps. 

Thefe  eyes  muft  elfe  have  known  the  difmal  office 
To  fee  the  widow's  and  the  orphans'  forrows : 
Complaint  had  been  my  language,  Cdre  my  bed, 
And  contemplation  my  uneafy  pillow. 
Now  by  your  hopes  of  mercy  plead  this  caufe  ; 
Know  it  a  labour  that  will  pay  itfelf, 
E*en  in  this  world — and  when  you  mount  above, 
You  will  behold  it  of  fo  vaft  a  value, 
It  will  out-weigh  th'  offences  of  your  life. 

Fair.  Without  this  interceffion,  good  my  Lord^ 
I  had  done  all  within  my  feeble  pow'r  j 
Yet  think  what  outcries  din  the  parliament, 
How  many  zealots  call  aloud  forjuilice  1 
Then  think  what  you  may  hope,  and  what  not  fear. 

Lady  Fair.  No  matter,  Fairfax  ;  'tis  a  virtuous  caufe, 
And  Heav'n  will  blefs  the  purpofe  with  fuccefs. 

Juxon.  There  mercy  fpoke,  and  in  her  fofteft  voice  : 
And  Heaven,  I  doubt  not,  iigns  the  prophecy. 
Enter  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Indeed  !  Does  Fairfax  keep  fuch  company  ? 
Shame  on  his  pitying  heart !  His  foul's  unmann'd, 
His  refolution  dwindled  to  a  girl's: 
Now,  in  the  name  of  fight,  is  this  the  man 
Whom  armies  fled  from,  and  whom  conqueit  lov'd  ? 
Behold  him  now  crept  to  a  private  corner, 
Counting  out  tears  with  prieits  and  women.  [^Ajitk* 

Fair.  See 

Where  Cromwell  comes,  I  will  once  more  aflail  him, 
And  be  yourfelves  thewitaefsof  his  anfwer. 
Good  Cromwell,  welcome  !  And  let  rny  petition, 
Join'd  with  thefe  lords,  prevail  upon  your  pity  ; 
Let  Charles  have  life  :  is  that  fo  hard  a  boon  ?  rf 
In  lieu  of  three  fair  kingdoms,  give  him  life. 

Crom, 
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Crom.  Why  this  add  re  fs  to  me  ?  Am  I  the  parliament? 
'Tis  they  who  juftly  call  him  to  account, 
And  form  this  high  tribunal. 
Juxon.  Juftly,  Cromwell  ! 
Crom.  Ay,  good  bifhop,  juftly  ! 
I  cry  you  mercy  !  By  the  good  old  caufe ! 
It  is  but  gratitude  in  you  to  plead : 
Epifcopacy  was  the  rock  he  fplit  on ; 
And  he  has  ventur'd  fairly  for  your  lawn  : 
How  learnedly  did  he  uphold  your  caufe, 
When  Henderfon  inveigh 'd  againft  your  miters, 
Did  he  not  write  full  nobly  ?  Say'ft  thou,  bifhop  ? 

Jnxon.  His  confcience  prompted  him  to  what  did  ; 
His  zeal  for  us  can  never  be  forgotten. 

Crom.  His  confcience !  you  fay  true — his  confcience 
He  would  have  ftretch'd  to  arbitrary  fway,  [did  it : 

And  fwallow'd  down  our  liberties  and  laws  : 
His  confcience  would  have  foon  digefted  them. 
Fair-  Let  us  not  iato  infult  turn  our  pow'r ; 
Good  fortune  is  not  wedded  to  our  arms : 
Conqueft,  like  a  young  maiden  with  her  lover, 
If  roughly  treated,  turns  her  fmiles  to  frowns, 
And  hates  where  once  fhe  lov'd. 

Crom.  I  ftand  corrected. 
To  me  then  you  apply  in  Charles's  favour, 
And  wait  my  anfwer,  which  is  briefly  thus : 
I  am  but  one,  and  (as  the  weaker  muft) 
Flow  in  the  current  of  majority  : 
My  fingle  voice  be  it  againft,  or  for, 
Avails  him  little  :  if  the  reft  incline 
To  think  of  mercy  and  of  Charles  together, 
'Tis  fairly  done,  and  e'en  to  Cromwell's  wilh  : 
This  is  the  fum  of  all  I  can  deliver     - 
Fairfax,  I  have  matter  for  your  private  ear. 
Juxon.  We  humbly  take  our  leaves. 
Fair.  My  lords,  farewel ! 

{Exeunt  Jux.  Rich,  and  Lady  Fairfax. 
Crom.  How  can  you  wafteyour  time  on  trafti  like  this  ? 
Were  Fairfax' honour  to  be  doubted,  this  might  make 
The  child  fufpicion  grow  to  certainty  ; 
But  we  are  confident  in  you  :  your  aftions  fpeak, 
Yet,  Fairfax,  do  not  let  thy  noble  eye 
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Catch  the  contagion  of  weak -judging  pity, 
And  fympathize  with  beggars.     To  my  purpofe  : 
The  council,  at  whofe  head  your  wifdom  fits, 
Weighing  fome  depolirions  'gainft  the  King, 
Would  have  your  judgment's  fancYion  :  they  requeft 
Your  prefence  there  ;   I  bear  their  will  with  pleafure. 

Fair.  It  is  no:  needed,  Sir. 
As  to  the  purpofe  of  their  meeting,  fay, 
If  they  incline  to  mercy,  let  their  charge 
Be  weaker  than  it  is ;  but  if  to  rigour, 
They  have,  I  fear,  too  much  of  that  already  : 
Let  'em  (if  friendly  Fairfax  may  advife) 
Judge  with  that  candour,  they  expect  of  Heaven. 

Crom.  You  will  not  go  then  ? 

Fair.  Say  I  cannot  go. 
My  reafon  pleads  againft  fo  bad  a  deed, 
And  inclination  holds  me  j  nay,  yet  more, 
A  fecret  impulfe  ftrikes  upon  my  foul, 
Which,  though  I  had  the  will,  would  yet  detain  me. 

Crom.  Folly  and  fuperftition  !  Drive  'em  hence ; 
And  in  exchange,  wear  honours  and  renown  : 
Of  this  I've  faid — And,  noble  Fairfax,  believe  me, 
That  when  the  wind  of  promife  and  of  hope 
Stretches  the  canvafs  out  of  refolution, 
The  bark,  Defign,  flies  fwift  before  the  gale, 
And  quickly  anchors  in  Good-fortune's  bay  ; 
Then  we  unlade  our  freight  of  doubts  and  fears, 
And  barter  'em  for  happinefs  and  glory.  [Exit. 

Fair.  He  who  embarks  himfelf  in  Cromwell's  (hip, 
Out-fails  fair  truth  and  ev'ry  honeft  purpofe. 
'Tis  now  too  plain — How  could  I  doubt  fo  long  ? 
My  honefty  has  made  me  Cromwell's  tool  : 
His  arts  have  turn'd  my  virtue  to  a  fword, 
And  now  'tis  bared  againft  me. 
But  fay,  (hall  Fairfax,  who  in  open  field 
An  army  could  not  conquer,  fall  a  prey, 
To  the  ambitious  profpe&s  of  one  man  ? 
No,  Fairfax,  roufe  up  thy  refentmept's  force, 
And  refcue  thy  renown  from  infamy.  [Exit. 
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SCENE,  a  Chamber. 

King  Charles  dif covered  reading. 

King.  What  art  thou,  life,  fo  dearly  lov'd  by  all  ?— 
What  are  thy  charms,  that  thus  the  great  defire  thee, 
And  to  retain  thee  part  with  pomp  and  titles  ? 
To  buy  thy  prefence,  the  gold-watching  mifer 
Will  pour  his  bags  of  mouldy  treafure  our, 
And  grow  at  once  a  prodigal.     The  wretch 
Clad  with  difeafe  and  poverty's  thin  coat, 
Yet  holds  thee  faft,  though  painful  company. 
Oh,  life  !  thou  univerfal  with,  what  aft  thou  ?— 
Thou'rt  but  a  day — a  few  uneufy  hours : 
Thy  morn  is  greeted  by  the  flocks  and  herds, 
And  every  bird  that  flatters  with  its  note, 
Salutes  thy  rifing  fun  ;  thy  noon  approaching, 
Then  hafte  the  flies  and  every  creeping  infect 
To  bafk  in  thy  meridian  ;  that  declining 
As  quickly  they  depart,  and  leave  thy  evening 
To  mourn  the  abfent  ray  :  night  at  hand, 
Then  croaks  the  raven  confcience,  time  mifpent  j 
The  owl  Pefpair  fcreams  hideous,  and  the  bat 
Confufion  flutters  up  and  down- 
Life's  but  a  lenghthen'd  day  not  worth  the  waking  for. 

Enter  Queen. 
My  dearefl  Queen  ! 

I  have  been  fumming  up  th*  amount  of  life, 
But  found  no  value  in  it,  'till  you  came. 

Queen.  Do   not  perplex  yourfelf  with  thoughts  lik£ 
111  fortune  at  the  worft,  returns  to  better,  [thofc : 

At  leafl  we  think  fo,  as  it  grows  familiar. 

King.  No,  I  was  only  arming  for  the  worft. 
I  have  try'd  the  temper  of  my  inmofl  foul, 
And  find  it  ready  now  for  all  encounters : 
Death  cannot  fhake  it. 

Queen.  Do  not  talk  of  death  : 
The  apprehenfion  (hakes  my  tender  heart ; 
Ages  or  love,  I  hope,  are  yet  to  come, 
Ere  that  black  hour  arrives :  fuch  chilling  thoughts 
Difgrace  the  lodging  of  that  noble  breaft. 

King.  What  have  I  not  to  fear  ?  Thus  clofe  confm'd  ; 
To-morrow  forc'd  to  trial.     Will  thofe  men, 

Who 
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Who  infolently  drag  me  to  the  bar, 

Stop  in  the  middle  of  their  purpofe  ?  No. 

I  muft  prepare  for  all  extremities  : 

And  (be  that  Pow'r  adord,  that  lends  me  comfort) 

I  feel  I  am — Oh,  do  not  weep,  my  Queen ; 

Rather  rejoice  with  me,  to  find  my  thoughts 

Outflretch  the  painful  verge  of  human  life, 

And  have  no  wifti  on  earth — but  thee  !  'Tis  there 

Indeed  I  feel :  peace  and  relignation 

Had  wander'd  o'er  the  rooms  of  every  thought, 

To  fliut  misfortune  out,  but  left  this  door 

Unclos'd,  through  which  Calamity 

Has  enter'd  in  thy  (hape  to  feize  my  heart. 

^uecn.  Be  more  yourfelf,  my  Lord  ;  let  majefty 
Take  root  within  thy  heart,  nor  meanly  bend 
Before  ill  fortune's  blaft. 

King.  Oh,  doubt  me  not ! 
'Tis  only  on  the  fide  where  you  are  plac'd, 
That  I  can  know  a  fear.     For  Charles's  felf, 
Let  fierce  encounter  with  the  fword  of  danger 
Bring  him  to  bloodiefl  proof;  and  if  he  fhrinks, 
Defpife  him.     Here,  I  glory  in  my  weaknefs. 
He  is  no  man  whom  tendernefs  not  melts, 
And  love  fo  foft  as  thine.     Let  us  go  in. 
And  if  kind  Heav'n  defigns  me  longer  flay 
On  this  frail  earth,  I  lhall  be  only  pleas'd, 
Becaufe  I  have  thy  prefence  here  to  crown  me. 
But  if  it  deftines  my  immediate  end ; 
(Hard  as  it  is,  my  Queen,  to  part  with  thee) 
I  fay,  farewel,  and  to  the  blow  refign, 
That  flrikes  me  here— to  make  me  more  divine. 
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ACT      III. 

Enter  Cromwell  aW  Bradfhaw. 

CROMWELL. 
'T  fliall  be  better,  Bradfhaw  :'  do  not  think 


i 


Defert,  though  lowly  plac'd,  efcapes  our  eye ; 
To  me  it  is  as  precious  in  the  valley, 
As  glittering  on  the  mountain's  top  :        - 
I  praife  myfelf  that  I  have  found  thee  out : 
'Tis  not  my  favour,  Bradfhaw,  but  thy  worth 
Brings  thee  to  light ;  thou  doit  not  owe  me  aught. 
Now,  Bradfhaw,  art  thou  our  high  prefident. 
Thou  haft  a  heart  well  temper'd  to  the  caufe  : 
Thou  look'ft  on  monarchy  in  a  true  light : 
And  where  the  caufe  is  juft  wilt  fhut  out  pity. 
Pity! 

The  fool's  forgivenefs  and  the  mother's  tear : 
The  indifcretien  of  th'unpraclis'd  maid, 
Who  through  that  organ  hears  her  lover's  plaint, 
And  liftens  to  her  ruin. 

Brad*  My  good  Sir, 

Think  not  of  Bradfhaw  thus.    My  foul  is  firm  ;. 
The  melting  eye  and  the  relenting  heart 
Ne'er  wrong'd  my  refolution.     As  to  kings, 
To  monarchy,  and  to  fuperior  ftate, 
That  I  difclaim'd;  'till  your  exalted  merit 
Alter'd  my  purpofe  in  my  owndefpite, 
And  when  I  meant  to  level,  rais'd  you  high. 

Crom.  Spoke  in  a  hearty  zeal  for  our  good  caufe. 
That  I  have  the  fame  thoughts  of  thee,  let  this, 
Thy  prefent  weighty  office,  fpeak,  which  fhould, 
If  Cromwell's  nature  bent  to  partiality, 
Have  fallen  upon  my  kinfman,  Ireton  ;  one 
Of  good  regard  and  hearty  in  the  fervice  : 
But  Cromwell's  heart  points  only  to  defert, 
The  north  of  all  his  purpofe.     Thou  art  ours  j 
And  though  thy  modefty  at  firfl  declin'd  " 
To  fit  our  Jiead,  and  lead  our  counfels  right, 

Yet 
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Yet  I  determined  not  to  lofe  thy  worth, 
If  importunity  could  win  it. 

Brad.  True,  Sir  ; 

I  own  I  thought  myfelf  unequal  to  it ; 
Nor  am  I  yet  convinced  :  yet  what  I  want  in  meritj 
I  will  make  out  in  rigour  on  the  King. 
In  juftice  to  the  people  and  to  Heaven. 

Crom.  Bradfhaw, 

Thou  art  the  very  finewof  ourcaufe  ; 
The  fpirit  of  delign  and  warmth  of  zeal 
Glow  in  thy  purpofe.     I  adore  that  man, 
Who,  once  refolv'd,  outflies  e'en  expedition. 
Thou  art  the  glory  of  our  brotherhood  ! 
And  fpare  not  to  reproach,  to  taunt  and  blacken, 
T*  infult  their  party;  nay,  the  King  himfelf.: 
Mindful  that  all  his  dignity  is  loit, 
And  he,  for  monftrous  crime,  brought  forth  to  jitftica. 
Seek  an  occafion  too,  to  talk  with  Fairfax, 
And  urge  to  him  the  flrong  neceflity 
Of  the  King's  death — Perhaps  he  may  prove  angry— 
But  do  not  thou  regard  it.     The  time  prelTes  j 
And  thou  haft  liv'd  too  long  to  fquander  that. 

Brad.  Good  Sir,  farewel !  my  love  would  offer  more, 
But  my  hafte  wrongs  it.  [Exit. 

'  Crom.  Go  too,  Bradfliaw, 

Such  are  the  tools  with  which  the  wife  mufl  work  s 
And  yet  he  too  is  wife,  and  might  cajole 
A  weaker  than  himfelf,  and  does*. 
He  is  my  proper  inurnment 
To  operate  on  thofe  below  my  notice. 
Thus  by  comparifon  are  all  things  known ; 
Andl>y  fuch  under-ftepsas  him,  and  low^r, 
Do  the  ambitious  mount  to  fame  and  hono«r. 
Befides,  I  choofe  me  thofe  whom  zeal  inflamed, 
Who  failing  to  convince  you,  will  compel : 
Such,  prompted  by  sathufiafin's  force, 
And  in  predeili nation's  armour  cas'd, 
Will  to  the  mouth  of  danger  plant  their  breads, 
And  out-fight  frenzy  and  defpair.     But  lo  \ 
Where  Ireton  comes ! 

C  £nt;r 
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Enter  Ireton. 
My  trufly  friend, 
What  look  wears  our  defign  ? 

Ire.  Such  as  a  bride, 

The  morning  after  blifs ;  fhe  fmiles  upon  us, 
And  laughs  at  what  (he  fear'd.     Petitions  call 
For  juftice  on  the  King — Our  faction  thrives  ; 
Murmur  increafes  to  a  public  outcry. 
All  are  'gainft  Charles,  fave  a  few  pitying  hearts, 
Who  melt  with  Fairfax,  and  incline  to  mercy. 

Crom.  'Tiswell.    Send  poft  unto  the  army,  Ireton, 
And  let  thofe  fums  of  money  I  have  order'd, 
Be  fecretly  difpers'd  among  the  foldiers  ; 
It  will  remind  them  of  their  promifes : 
Gold  is  fpecific  for  the  memory. 

0  gpld  !  wer't  not  for  thee,  what  great  defign, 
What  bold  ambition,  that  outftretches  juftice, 
Could  have  fuccefs  ?  Thou  buy'fl  our  very  prayers  : 
Thou  art  the  heart  of  oppofition, 

And  the  tooth  of  faction.     Wer't  not  for  thy  aid, 
Succefs  would  vary  like  the  uncertain  wind, 
And  honefty  might  profper  !  Hie  thee,  Ireton  ; 

1  m.uft  to  the  King  ;   I  have  fome  bills  to  offer  him, 
Which  for  the  life  of  Charles,  Charles  would  not  fign  ; 
And  his  refufal  turns  to  our  advantage. 

Thou  flialt  know  more  hereafter — Now  difpatch. 

Ire.  Good  Sir,  I  fly.  [Exit. 

Cram.  Ha  !  who  have  we  yonder  ? 
O  !  'tis  the  wife  of  Fairfax  :  once  as  hearty, 
As  zealous  for  the  caufe,  as  Cromwell's  felf, 
And  wrought  her  lord  to  think  fo.    Now,  O  woman, 
Such  is  thy  varying  nature,  that  the  waves 
Are  not  more  fluctuating  than  thy  opinions, 
Nor  fooner  are  difplac'd.     To  her  is  owing 
The  wayward  pity  of  her  vaffal  lord. 
Oh,  'tis  certain  danger  to  havefuch  a  woman, 
•  Who,  when  man  leaves  himfelf  to  toy  with  her, 
Knows  how  to  win,  and  pra&ife  on  his  weaknefs. 
But  let  me  think — All  women  may  be  won. 
The  dame  of  Ephefus,  the  Anne  of  Richard, 
Shew  us  a  woman's  grief  and  refolution. 

Wky 
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Why  may  not  (lie  be  wrought  up  to  my  purpofe, 
I  can  approach  in  what  they  like,  in  flattery  ? 
Enter  Laiy  Fairfax. 

Lady  Fair.  Stay,  worthy   Cromwell,  and  attend  my 
Hear  me,  and  may  thy  anfwer  be  propitious,        [prayer* 
As  this  kind  hour  that  favours  my  addrefs. 
O  may  my  falling  tears  that  plead  for  mercy, 
Drop  on  thy  heart,  and  melt  it  to  compliance, 
Nor  difregard  the  fuit  becaufe  a  woman's* 
Cromwell  is  noble  ;  and  the  noble  foul 
Grants  the  mod  free  indulgence  to  the  weak, 
Becaufe  its  generous  nature  pleads  their  caufe. 

Crom.  Such  is  a  woman's  weaknefs,  that  (he  thinks 
T'  impofe  on  us,  by  what  allures  herfelf  : 
But  I  muft  turn  this  project  upon  her, 
And  fairly  put  it  to  an  equal  proof, 
Who  befl  diflembles,  Cromwell — or  a  woman.        \Afilt* 
Lady,  I  muft  efteem  a  compliment, 
When  from  a  tongue  that  ieldoms  errs  that  way. 
From  what  I  know,  and  what  I  oft  have  heard, 
You  can  drefs  praife  like  truth  :  that  praife  I  mean, 
Which  from  our  liking  to  the  theme  we  fpeak  of, 
Swells  to  extravagance  (tho*  ftill  our  thoughts) 
Such  warmth  is  virtue's  fault ;  and  fuch,  I  hope, 
May  be  your  kind  excufe  for  praifing  me. 

Lady  Fair.  Talk  not  of  praife,  good  Sir,  your  merit 
When  from  a  Woman's  mouth.  [{names  it, 

Crom.  Well  turn'd  again.  \Afidc* 

O  lady,  were  I  but  to  fpeak  my  thoughts 
Of  you,  and  your  brave  lord,  you  would  conclude 
'Twere  praife  indeed — for  virtue  looks  within 
For  her  faults  only,  not  for  her  perfe&ions. 
Hearfome  of  thofe  :  you  once  efpous'd  our  caufe, 
E'en  with  perfuafion's  warmth  ;  and  well  you  fu'd. 
We  have  not,  fure,  o'erlook'd  defert  fo  far 
To  merit  oppofition  ! 
The  Hate  is  bufy — but  the  time  will  come 
When  her  befl  office  (hall  be  pleafing  you. 

Lady  fair.  You  mock  me,  Sir  ;    I   do  not  wifli  that 
Vain  as  you  think  my  fex.  I  came  to  fay [time, 

Cront.  E'en  to  that  purpofe,  to  the  life  of  Charles. 
It  cannot  be,  the  people  cry  forjuflice  : 

C  •*  Would 
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Would  I  could  flop  its  courfe  !  But,  gentle  lady, 

Think  it  more  wife  to  fiy  a  falling  pile, 

Than  ftrive  to  prop  its  ruin.     Charles  muftdie. 

Lady  Fair.  O  gracious  Cromwell !— - 

Crow.  Nay,  but  hear  me  on. 
Why  will  you  thus  employ  your  eloquence, 
Which  our  whole  council  would  with  liking  hear, 
To  help  impoffibilities  ?  Good  lady, 
Rather  employ  it  (and  you  know  the  way) 
To  teach  your  lord  to  value  riling  fortune, 
And  make  his  fame 

•t.ady  Fair.  As  black  as  yours  will  be. 
Sha  me  on  thy  dark  defigns,  and  the  whole  caufe, 
If  only  fuch  a  deed  can  make  it  profper. 
Be  the  heart  bloodlefs  that  conceives  the  ad, 
The  tongue  accurft  that  dares  avow  the  purpofe, 
And  the  hand  blafted  that  obeys  the  order  ! 
May  his  life  here  be  all  the  hell  we  think  of, 
Yet  find  a  greater  in  the  other  world.  \Exlt. 

Crom*  How  wayward  and  pervefe  a  thing  is  woman  1 
How  much  unlike  the  foftnefs  we  expecl, 
When  rage  and  trifles  vex  'em.    In  the  heat 
And  the  fall  vigour  of  their  firft  enjoyment, 
IXftruft  fucceeds  their  love ;  and  he  who  pleafes} 
Is  hunted  by  their  jealoufy  to  hate. — 
Fairfax  and  Brad(haw  earneft  in  difpute  ! 
I  will  not  interrupt  them,  but  to  Charles.  [Exit* 

Enter  Fairfax  and  Bradlhaw 

Brad.  Why  all  this  heat,  my  Lord  ;  becaufe  I  faid 
That  Charles  deferves  to  die  ?  Why,  I  repeat  it : 
And  would  you  mafter  this  unmanly  rage, 
I  might  to  reafon  prove  it,  but  not  frenzy, 

Fair.  Well,  I  am  calm— Speak  out  your  bloody  pur- 
What  hell  devifes,  and  what  Bradftaw  thinks.  [pofe, 

Brad.  Caft  your  eye  backward  then,  and  let  us  view- 
E'en  the  beginning  of  this  Charles's  reign ; 
In  the  firft  year  a  raging  plague  deftroy'd  us, 
And  was  prophetic  of  our  woes  to  come  : 
Did  it  not  fweep  whole  multitudes  away 
Faftas  the  fword,  which  Charles  has  fince  unflieath'd  ? 
*  Did  he  not  follow  flill  his  father's  Heps, 
c  Retain  his  mimftry,  purfue  his  aims  ? 

«  WouM 
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*  Would  he,  tho'  pray'd  and  threaten'd  by  the  parliament, 
'  Give  up  thofe  men,  whofe  counfels  had  mifledhim  ? 

*  And  is  not  that  prince  weak—to  fay  no  more— • 
4  Who  from  a  general  outcry  guards  the  man, 

'  Whofe  bold  ambition  ftrikes  at  liberty, 

*  At  native  freedom,  and  the  fubjec"t.s  right  ?' 
fair.  You  but  this  moment  blam'd  my  warmth, 

And  art  thyfelf  tranfported. 

Brad.  Grant  I  be  : 

*Tis  in  the  caufe  that  liberty  approves, 
And  every  honeil  Englifhman  muftown  it: 
But  to  proceed — Thofe  men  he  ftill  held  faft, 
Or  parted  with  'em,  as  the  heart  drops  blood  : 

*  Witnefs  the  earl  of  StraiFord  :'  tax'd  the  land 
By  grievous  impofitions ;  levy'd  war 

Againft  the  commons,,  and  the  kingdom 's  peace. 
But  I  forget  me  that  I  {peak  to  Fairfax, 
Who  has  fo  often  fought  againil  his  arms, 
And  taught  fuccefs  to  know  the  caufe  of  right. 

Fair.  I  fought  for  reparation  of  our  wrongs 
But  cannot  think  that  it  confiits  in  murder. 
I  would  not  have  him  die. 

Brad.  By  the  good  caufe, 

It  does  portend  fome  more  than  common  change, 
When  generals  plead  for  mercy  !  Shame  it  hence,. 
And  let  your  vifage  wear  the  glow  of  rage ; 
3Let  Prynn's  undaunted  foul  inform  thy  breaft,. 
And  drive  weak  pity  thence, 

Fair.  I'll  hear  no  more  : 

Thy  fervile  tongue  may  fpare  its  hireling  office,, 
It  roots  my  purpofe  firmer  :  In  thy  fpeech 
I  read  defign,  tho'  oratory's  flowers 
Strive  to  conceal  the  rancour  of  the  heart;. 

0  Eloquence  !  thou  violated  fair, 

How  art  thou  woo'd,  and  won  to  either  bed 
Of  right  or  wrong  !  O  when  Injuflice  folds  thee, 
Doft  thou  not  curfe  thy  charms  for  pleafing  him, 
Andblufh  atconqueft  ?  But  the  juncture  calls, 
Nor  will  I  leave  one  moment  unemploy'd, 
'Till  the  King's  fafety  be  confirm *d.  [Exiti 

Brad.  'Tis  well. 

1  muft  to  other  folk,  here  time  is  loft.. 
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This  man  has  ftep'd  into  theflream  of  mifchief, 

Ju-ft  like  the  boy,  who  tries  the  water's  cold, 

And  fhrinking  pulls  his  foot  to  land  :  men,  like  me,     - 

Plunge  boldly  in,  and  weather  to  their  point.          [£*//. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  King's  apartment. 

Enter  King  and  Bijhop  Juxon. 

Juxon.Why  does  your  highnefs  feeni  fo  loft  in  thought? 
Confider  not  fo  deeply,  good  my  Lord. 

King.  The  purport  of  my  dream  this  afternoon, 

Has  fet  this  vifage  on.     I'll  tell  thee,  Juxon 

Finding  my  fpirits  faint,  I  laid  me  down, 

And  courted  lleep  to  eafe  me  ;  to  my  wifli 

Itquicksly  feiz'd  my  eye-lids,  and  methought 

(So  fancy  painted)  former  times  return'd, 

Grandeur  encircled  me,  and  regal  flate  j 

My  people's  love  flew  round  about  my  throne, 

On  acclamation's  wing  ;  'twas  glory  all, 

And  fuch  a  reign  as  Charles  has  pray'd  for.    Homage, 

The  bond  of  friendfhip,  and  the  oath  of  truft,, 

Were  all  before  me  :  flraight  the  pleafing  fcenev 

Quick  as  the  fearful  eye  can  wink,  was  chang'd  i 

And  in  its  room,  a  vail  and  dreary  plain, 

Com fortlefs,,  wild,  without  inhabitant, 

Stretched  out  a  difmal  length  that  tir'd  the  eye  ;, 

I  was  about  to  go,*—when  kind  Adverfity 

PulL'd  me  behind,  and  as  I  turn'd  around, 

SJiew'd  me  where  Innocence  flood  weeping  by  ; 

Hewhifper'd  in  my  ear,,  that  fhe  alone 

Of  all  my  boating  friends,  had  ftaid  witl*  me. 

The  thought  ftruck  deep,  I  wak'd,  and  good  my  Lord^.; 

1  found  my  weeping  queen  within  my  arms.. 

Enter  Cromwell.. 

Crcm.  If  I;  difturb  you,  Sir,  I  aflc  your  pardon : 
Neceffity  wjil  fometimes  be  importunate, 
And  out-go  cpmpliment. ^ 
King.  Your  bulinefs,  Sir  ?- 

Grom*  Know  then,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  Crom-. 
He  pays  this  vifit  to  approve  his  love>,  [well,. 

His  fair  deiign  and  honeily  of  heart 
To  Charles— Solicitous  to  bring  you  goodj 
Bcfeold  two  bills,  in,  tenor  much  the  fame 

z  With* 
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With  thofe  before  prefented  ;  I  prefume, 
The  eye  in  danger  more  diftin&ly  Tees, 
Freed  from  fecurity's  thick  film  :  Thefe  fign'd, 
Rigour  may  break  her  fvvord,  and  concord  join  us. 

King.  Can  the  low  peafant  mount   his   thoughts  with 
The  fervile  judge  of  all  men  by  themfelves.         [kings  ? 
But  know,  miftaken  man,  the  noble  mind 
Rifes  above  diftrefs ;  and  terms,  perhaps, 
Which  in  the  day  of  power  I  might  accept, 
Mult  be  refused  in  this :  but  thefecan  never. 
There  is  no  good  that  equals  the  exchange 
Of  peaceful  thoughts  and  an  untainted  mind. 

Crom.  Where  were  thofe  thoughts  in  Charles's  former 
When  to  defpotic  fway  you  ftretch'd  your  view,     [days, 
And  would  have  pull'd  up  laws  ?  When  to  that  end 
You  fo  carefs'd  your  fav'rite  Buckingham, 
The  tool  of  your  defigns.     What  were  your  thoughts 
When  from  the  fair  impeachment  of  the  public, 
You  fhelter'd  up  that  monfter  miniiter, 
And  hid  him  in  the  bofom  of  your  fondnefs  ?    [fpeak'jft ; 

Juxon.  Infolent  Cromwell  !     Know   to   whom   thou 
Think  what  adiftance  Heaven  has  let  between  you; 
And  be  your  words  as  humble  as  your  ftate. 

Crom.  Diftance  !  good  bifhop  !  But  I  cry  you,  mercy  ? 
*•  For  thus  the  clergy  will  ftill  argue  on, 
4  Deny  from  pique,  affert  from  prejudice  ^ 
4  Shew  us  the  leflbn,  feldbm  the  example, 
*  And  preach  up  laws  which  they  will  ne'er  obey  :' 
But  thou  art  traih  below  the  note  of  Cromwell : 
To  thee  I  fpeak,  prote&or  of  black  Buckingham.. 
4  What  mull  that  monarch  be,  who  lets  one  man. 
4  Ingrofs  the  offices  of  place  and  pow'r, 
4  Who,  with  the  purloin'd  money  of  the  flate^. 
4  Buys  popularity,  and  whofe  carelefs  eye 
*•'  Sees  our  fair  trade  deftroy'd  by  corfair  force,. 
4-  And  pirate  violence  :  who  merchandifes  trufls,, 
4  And  higheft  pofts— and  whofe  unbounded  pow'r 
4  Does  on  hisworthlefs  kindred  lavifh  titles  ?' 

King.  Were  I  theperfon  that  thy  malice  fpeaks, 
I  mould  delerve  this  treatment.     Thy  bafe  charg 
Strikes  at  my  honefty  as  King  and  man, 
And  forces  me  to.anfwer.    Well  I  know., 

That 
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That  for  my  actions  here,  toHeav'n  alone 
I  {land  accountable  ;  yet  Hooping  thus, 
(Low  as  to  thee)  I  thus  avow  my  juftice  ; 
Have  I  not  ilill  maintained  the  fubjeds  rights,. 
Preferv'd  religion  pure ;  nay,  ftruggled  for  it,, 
E'en  to  this  hour,  the  witneis  of  thy  infolence  ? 
What  would  your  faction  have  ?  If  monarchy  j 
Muft  I  not  govern  by  the  ads  of  {late  ? 
I  am  a  monarch  elfe  without  a  council. 
Would  you  reduce  the  {late  to  anarchy  ? 
You  are  a  council  then  without  a  pow'r. 

Cront.  You  feel  our  power  (as  flightly  as  you  term  it.) 
•  King.  Such  as  a  robber's,  by  furprife  and  force : 
Where  is  your  right  from  Heav'n  ? 

Cront.  Power  1 
The  right  of  nature  and  the  free-born  man. 

King.  Leave  me. 

Crom.  You  fpeak  as  if  you  {till  were  king. 

King.  If  not :  what  am  I  then  ? 

Crom.  Charles  Stuartj  nothing  more. 

King.  Well  may  the  fervile  herd  infult  and  threaten,. 
When  they  behold  the  lion  in  the  toils. 

Crom.  You  may  complain  as  much  as  fuits  your  will, 
You've  flill  that  comfort  left — So  fare  you  well.     [Exit* 

Juxon.  Thus  is  good  Fortune  treated  by  the  bafe  :, 
O  did  fhe  know  how  much  they  fhame  her  favours,. 
She  would  confer  'em  only  on  the  great ! 
Be  chearful,  Sir  ;  he  is  not  worth  a  thought. 

King.  O  Juxon  !  think  whatmajefty  mufl  fee],. 
Who  bears  an  infult  from  a  fubject  tongue  : 
But  let  him  hence — I  am  compos'd  again, 
And  fqr  the  worfl  prepar'd.     All-gracious  Heav'n  ! 
You  gave  me  power,  and  you  may  take  it  back  j, 
You  gave  me  life,  and  may  reclaim  the  gift ; 
That  as  you  pleafe — But  fpare  this  lucklefs  land, 
And  fave  it  from  misfortune's  rugged  hand  ! 
My  ev'ry  wifh  is  for  its  joys  increafe, 
And  my  laft  pray'r  fhall  be  my  people's  peace,    [Exeunt 'A. 

END.  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT    IV. 

Enter  King  Charles,  the  Queen  and  Lady  Fairfax* 

QUEEN. 

IS  it  like  love  thus  to  perfuade  me  hence  ? 
Is  it  like  love,  alas !  in  me  to  go  ? 
Can  flie  be  faithful  to  her  lucklefs  Lord, 
Who  will  be  abfent  in  affliction's  hour  ? 
Is  it  not  then  the  lenient  hand  of  love 
Proves  its  beil  office  ?  Then  the  virtuous  wife 
Shines  in  the  full  meridian  of  her  truth, 
And  claims  her  part  of  forrow  :  O,  my  Lord, 
Have  I  been  fo  unthrifty  of  thy  joy, 
That  you  deny  me  to  partake  your  woe  ? 

King.  No,  my  beft  Queen You  wrong  my  heart's 

'Tis  not  my  wifh  advifes — but  my  fear,  [deiigri. 

My  fears  for  thee,  the  tendered  part  of  Charles ; 
When  thou  art  fafe  beyond  their  barbarous  pow'r, 
I  cannot  feel  misfortune. 

$ueen.  But  I  {hall, 

More  than  to  ftiare  e'en  death  with  thee  { 
My  forrows  will  be  doubled  if  I  go ; 
The  pangs  of  feparation  muft  be  great, 
And  my  conceit  of  what  my  Charles  may  feel 
Exceed  reality — O  let  me  flay—- 
I  was  prepared  to  fufter  all  things  with  you, 
But  not  the  fhock  of  parting. 

Lady  Fair.  Welcome  tears  ! 
Who  that  have  virtue  can  behold  this  fcene, 
And  not  be  actors  in  it  ? 

King  Now  'tis  pafl. 

I  would  Have  fooner  fpoke,  but  pow'rful  Nature 
Firfl  claim'd  my  tears,  ere  fhe  would  lend  me  words  i 
It  muft  not  be,  my  love  ;  thy  pray'r  to  flay 
(The  growing  proof  of  thy  eternal  love) 
Argues  againfi  thee  to  my  tender  heart, 
And  forces  thee  away  :  this  worthy  Lady 
Has  found  the  means,  and  made  the  generous  offer, 
Her  care  prepares  your  flight ;  the  prefent  hour 

That 
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That  forces  me  before  their  black  tribunal, 
Will  hold  all  eyes  regafdlefs  of  your  fteps, 
And  make  fecurity  thy  guide  : — farewel ; 
'Till  we  fliall  meet  again,  thy  dear  idea 
Shall  in  my  waking  fancy  ftill  revive, 
And  fill  up  every  dream. 

Queen.  My  deareft  Lord, 
Can  you  fo  ealily  pronounce— farewel, 
When  that  farewel  may  be  perhaps — for  ever  ? 

O  can  you  leave  me  thus  ? 

Methinks  our  parting  fhould  affect  the  World, 
And  nature  fympathize  with  griefs  like  ours 

0  let  me  ftay,  at  leaft,  till  this  black  day 
Be  pafl,  that  I  may  know  the  worfh 

To  be  in  doubt  is  worfe  than  to  be  certain  ; 

My  apprehension  will  increafe  my  woe, 

And  bring  the  blackeft  fcenes  of  death  before  me. 

King.  No  more,  my  queen  !  that  were  to  rifk  thy  fafe- 
And  make  me  more  unhappy  in  thy  danger  ;  [ty, 

Farewel. 

Queen.  O,  yet  a  little  longer ! 
Each  moment  now  is  worth  an  age  before. 
Thou  never-refting  time  !  'tis  only  now 

1  count  thy  value.    O,  my  dearefl  Lord  ! 
Who  could  believe  when  firfl  we  met  in  love, 
That  we  mould  know  a  parting  worfe  than  death  ? 
Do  not  go  yet. 

King.  Heav'n  knows  I  would  not  go 
But  dire  neceffity  muft  be  obey'd  : 
And  fee  where  he  appears  in  his  worfl  form. 

Keep  in  thy  tears,  my  love,  left  he  fufpeft - 

And  teach  thy  heart  to  fay  farewel  at  once. 
Enter  Colonel  Tomlinfon. 

Tom.  My  Lord,  I  have  orders  to  attend  your  Majefly 
To  Weftminfter. 

King.  A  moment  fpent  in  private, 

And  I  am  ready.  {Exit.  TomU 

Do  not  droop,  my  queen, 
Exert  the  flrongeft  vigour  of  thy  foul, 
Call  up  thy  piety,  thy  aweful  virtue, 
Thy  refolution,  and  thy  fex's  pride, 
And  take  their  friendly  counfel ;  they  will  foon 

Deter* 
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Determine  you  to  think  of  Charles,  as  one 

Beyond  the  power  of  iartiou  in  this  world, 

And  ready  ior  another  —Fare  thee  well  ; 

I  have  this  compliment  to  pay  thy  worth, 

That  now  I  leave  thee  with  more  tender  thoughts 

Than  firft  I  met  thy  love— this  tear — adieu  ! 

Now,  Sir,  lead  on.  [To  Col.  Toml.  entering, 

Queen.  O  flay  ;  my  deareft  Lord  ! 

[£««•*/ King  and  Col.  Toml. 
Let  me  allure  thee  of  my  faith  and  love 
Witnefs  thou  aweful  Ruler  of  the  world, 
How  much  I  feel  in  parting — how  my  heart 
Labours  to  break  to  prove  its  conftancy  ; 
How  my  affection  ftill  has  call'd  thee  dear  ; 
Never  unkind,  '(ill  in  this  parting  moment. 
What  do  I  fay  ?  Alas !  my  Charles  is  gone 
Fancy  prefented  him  before  my  eyes, 
And  my  tears  wrong'd  my  fight — he's  gone  for  ever. 

Lady  Fair.  Good  Madam,  think  your  fafety  calls  upon 
Your  very  forrows  are  not  here  fecure  ;  [you  ; 

Tho*  you  neglect  your  own,  yet  think  his  eafe, 
The  eafe  of  Charles,  depends  upon  your  flight ; 
I  have  provided  every  proper  means, 
They  wait  your  will.- 

Queen.  Kind  Lady,  I  will  go— 
But  Oh,  be  juft  to  nature,  and  to  pity, 
And  own  'tis  hard — I  thank  your  friendly  tears, 
They  fpeak  my  meaning — but  I  weary  you. 
The  wretch  who  feels  misfortunes  will  complain, 
And  I  have  won'drous  reafon — O,  my  Charles  ! 
Since  I  muft  go,  may  every  adverfe  ftar 
Dart  on  my  wand'ring  head,  and  leave  thy  fky 
Deck'd  with  propitious  planets  only. — May  thy  life, 
Clear  as  thy  innocence,  adorn  the  world, 
And  be  the  theme  of  wonder. — O  my  heart  !      [Exeunt. 
Enter  Marquis  of  Lindfey,  meetingtbe  Duke  ^/"Richmond. 

Lind.  Saw  you  the  King  pafs  by  ? 

Rich.  I  did,  my  Lord : 
As  to  his  coronation,  not  his  trial  : 
Such  was  his  look — fuch  aweful  majefty 
Beam'd  out  on  every  fide,  and  flruck  the  gazer. 
No  mark  of  forrow  furrow'd  up  his  face, 

Nor 
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Norftopp'd  his  fmilesto  his  faluting  friends ; 
Clear  as  his  confcience  was  his  vifage  feew, 
The  emblem  of  his  heart.     As  I  approach'd, 
Richmond,  faid  he,  commend  me  to  my  friends ; 
Say,  tho'  my  pow'r  is  gone,  my  wifhes  reach  'em, 
And  ev'ry  prayer  that  rifes,  breathes  their  welfare, 
"Tis  not  in  faction  to  fubdue  the  fpirit, 
Or  break  the  noble  mind  :  his  fpeaking  eyes 
Repeated  his  commands,  and  pierc'd  my  heart : 

E'en  the  bafe  rabble licens'd  to  infult, 

Struck  with  the  dignity  of  kingly  awe, 

Forgot  their  hire,  and  rofe  from  praife  to  wonder. 

Lind.  Will  you  not  follow,  Sir  ?  'twere  worth  remark, 
How  he  deports  himfelf. 

Rich.  O  fear  not  Charles  : 
Let  fiirn  encounter  with  a  hofl  of  kings, 
And  he  (hall  ftand  the  Ihock  without  a  terror  : 
Will  he  then  ihrink  beneath  a  fubject-brow, 
Tho*  wrinkled  with  rebellion  ? — No,  good  Lindfey, 
The  lion  cannot  lofe  his  kingly  nature, 
The  fun  its  heat,  nor  Charles  his  noble  firmnefs ; 
Perhaps  indeed,  his  generous  heart  may  feel, 
Not  for  himfelf,  but  for  his  tyrant  judges  ; 
He  may  lament  deprav'd  humarTity, 
And  blufh  to  be  miftaken  in  his  people. 
See,  what  a  mournful  vifage  Fairfax  wears, 
The-fun  of  pleafantry  eciips'd  by  thought : 
Now  judgment  combats  inadvertency, 
And  makes  him  curfe  fuccefs — but  thus  'tis  ever 
When  courage  wildly  flans  out  by  itfelf, 
Nor  afks  contideration's  friendly  aid  ; 
Confufion  joins  him  ;  then  he  wanders  thro* 
The  thicket  Doubt,  the  maze  Perplexity, 
And  finds  at  laft  Repentance. 

Enter  Fairfax. 

fair.  Now  the  fcene 

Of  bloodieft  purpofe  is  on  foot,  and  acling  ; 
Now  Murder  mounts  the  bench,  array'd  like  Juftice, 

And  points  thefword  at  Charles ill-fated  man  ! 

Ha  !  who  are  thofe  ?  The  friends  of  Cromwell's 'faction  ? 
No,  they  are  with  their  huntfmenon  thefcent 
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Of  royal  blood,  uncoupled  for  definition,        •' 

If  forrow  blinds  me  not the  duke  of  Richmond. 

Rich.  Good  Sir,  how  fare  you  r 
Fair.  Wond'rous  ill,  my  Lord. 

Could  I  but  tell  you  what  I  feel, yet  live, 

You  would  conclmje  me  danger-proof O,  Sir  ! 

Refle&ion  (hews  me  the  vaft  tra&  I've  pail, 
And  ftem  Impoffibility  denies 
•One  ftep  return — yet  (be  my  witnefs  Hcav'n) 
This  dreadful  day  was  never  in  my  wi(h. 

Rich.  We  do  not  think  it  was.    But,  gentle  Lord, 
Think  of  fome  means  to  ward  this  fatal  blow, 
And  fave  the  King.     Would  you  but  go, 

Your  ftruggle  might - 

Fair.  Alas  !  what  can  I  do  ? 
Was  ever  army  routed  by  one  man  ? 
I  have  an  army  there  to  combat  with. 
Should  I  go  there  in  order  for  prevention, 
Failing,  my  prefeace  would  be  made  confent, 
And  I  ftill  more  unhappy.    O  the  change ! 
Thisisthecurfeof  independent  povv'r, 
For  prefbytery  never  meant  it.     Yet,  my  Lords, 
You  (hall  not  fay,  that  Fairfax  only  talks; 
He  will  approve  his  honefty  by  deeds ; 
Somewhat  he  will  attempt  to  fave  his  honour, 
And  clear  it  to  the  view  of  future  times. 

Rich.  We  do  not  doubt  you  will,  nor  yet  your  power. 
My  Lord,  farewel.  [Exeunt  Rich,  and  Lind* 

Fair.  My  powrr  ! fay,  what  is  pow'r  ? 

The  vain  extent  of  title  and  of  land  ; 

The  barbarous  impulfe  to  the  infulting  wretch, 

To  ufe  his  fellow-creature  like  a  Have ; 

The  woman's  idol,  arid  the  man's  misfortune, 

As  it  too  often  robs  him  of  humanity. 

This  is  the  vvorft  degree behold  the  befl, 

And  now  'tis  lovely;  the redrefs of  wrongs, 
Hunger's  repaft,  and  the  large  draught  of  thirft, 
The  poor  man's  riches,  and  the  rich  man's  wealth, 
When  thus  apply'd — The  means  to  flop  the  death, 

The  death  of  Charles This  is  my  wifh  for  pow'r. 

[Exit. 

O  SCENR 
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SCENE  draws,  and  dif covers  tie  High-Court, 

King,  Bradlhaw,  Cromwell,  Ireton,  £fV. 

King.  Sir,  were  my  perfon  all  the  danger  here, 
I  Ihould  not  think  it  worth  the  pain  of  fpeech  -9 
Your  charge  'gainft  me  is  of  the  fmalleft  force, 
But  'tis  my  peopled  liberties  I  prize, 
At  which,  through  me  you  ftrike  :  impeachments  run 
In  the  King's  name,  and  therefore  cannot  lie 
Againft  the  King  him (elf;  what  earthly  pow'r 
Can  juilly  call  me. to  account  ?     By  what  law 
Have  you  erected  this  pretended  court  ? 
The  houfe  of  commons  ?  -  Say,  is  that  alone 
A  court  of  judicature  ?  Where  are  the  lords 
To  lend  their  aid  ?  the  King  to  lit  fupreme, 
And  pafs  the  nation's  laws  ?  Are  thefe  your  means   . 
To  bring  the  King  to  meet  his  parliament  ? 
To  force  him  hither  like  a  criminal  ? 
I  lately  did  require,  and  prefs'd  it  warmly, 
Stoop'd  alinoit  tointreaty,  to  be  heard 
Before  both  houfes  in  the  painted-chamber ; 
I  told  you  what  I  had  to  offer  there 
Concern'd  the  kingdom's  fafety  more  than  mine  : 
I  was  refus'd— Is  this  your  boafted  juflice  ? 
Confider  of  it  yet — and  hear  your  King ; 
If  you  do  not,  remember  where  it  lies, 
The  weight  of  this  day's  guilt ;  if  you  refufe, 
Do  as  you  pleafe — I  hare  no  more  to  fay. 

Brad.  The  court  has  fomething  then  to  fay  to  you, 
Which,  though  it  may  not  pleafe  you,  mult  be  fpoke : 
You  have  been  charg'd  with  tyranny  and  murder, 
With  levying  arms  againft  the  commonwealth, 
And  joining  in  rebellion  'gainft  the  people. 

King.  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak,  ere  fentence  pafies, 
Againft  thofe  imputations — 

Brad.  By  your  favour, 
Your  time  is  paft,  and  fentence  now  approaching. 

King.  Am  I  not  to  be  heard  ? 

Brad.  'Tis  now  too  late  ; 
You  have  di'fown'd  us  for  acourt  of  julHce  ; 
We  have  too  long  been  trifled  with  already  j 
And  mull  proceed — Attend  your  fentence,  Sir : 

The 
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The  commons,  in  behalf  of  the  whole  people, 

Have  conftituted  this  high-court  of  juftice, 

To  try  Charles  Sru.irt,  lately  king  of  England. 

He  has  thrice  heard  his  charge,  and  thrice  deny'd 

The  pow'r  and  jurifdiclion  of  the  court ; 

For  which  contempt,  and  proof  of  his  high  crimes, 

It  does  pronounce  him  tyrant,  traitor,  murderer, 

Adjudging  him  to  death,  by  fevering 

His  head  and  body — This  is  the  joint  aft, 

The  fentence,  judgment,  and  the  refolution 

Of  the  whole  court. 

[The  whole  court  rife  tin  token  of  their  ctflent* 

King.  Will  you  hear  me,  Sir  ? 

Brad*  Not  after  fentence. 

King.  No,  Sir? 

Brad.  It  is  too  late.  Withdraw  your  prifoner. 

King.  '  May  I  not  fpeak  ? — I  may,  Sir,  after  fentence. 
*  Your  favour,  Sir,  I  may,  Sir,  after  fentence, 

*  Brad.  Adjourn  the  court. 

[The  King  is  brought  forward;  the  Scene  clafes* 

King.  Deny'd  to  fpeak  !  —  Why  have  I  lived  to  this  ? 
When  I  had  power,  the  meaneft  of  my  fubjefts, 
Not  heard  by  me,  would  itraight  arraign  my  juftice, 
And  brand  me  with  the  hated  name  of  tyrant. 
Will  future  ages,  looking  back  to  this, 
Credit  the  record  ?     They  will  rather  deem  it 
The  black  inveclive  of  a  partial  pen, 
And  curfe  his  memory  that  libell'd  England. 
Sir,  I  am  ready  to  attend  your  will, 
Do  your  worft  office ;  if  'tis  your  commiflion, 
Then  lead  me  down  this  inftant  to  the  block  ; 
'Twill  be  a  joyful  hearing,  for  believe  me 
I  would  not  live  in  longer  fellowfhip 
With  men,  whom  my  beft  thoughts  muft  call  ungrateful. 

Tom.  Sir,  my  commands  are  to  attend  you  back; 
I  have  no  more  in  charge. 

Kingt  I  follow  you. 

[As  he  goes  out,  Fairfax  en  few* 

Fair.  Sir,  let  me  trefpafs  for  a  word  or  two, 
Ere  you  remove  your  prifoner,  [To  Tomlinfoiu 

Tom.  I  obey,  Sir. 

King,  Your  pleafure,  Sir  ?  If  you  come  here  t'infult, 
D  2  Spare 
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Spare  not  the  taunt,  nor  the  opprobrious  fmilc  r 
I  have  to-day  already  borne  fo  much, 
That  an  addition  will  be  fcarcely  felt. 

fair.  Wrong  me  not  fo ;  I  bear  a  fairer  purpoft : 
My  heart,  detefting  this  accurfed  day, 
Comes  to  approve  its  honefty  to  Charles : 
If  I  have  often  fought  againft  thy  arms, 
My  confcience  dictated,  and  not  my  hate ; 
Acquit  me  to  thyfelf  of  this  laft  aft, 
And  judge  the  former  as  you  pleafe. 

King.  Good  Fairfax, 
The  prefent  times  are  liable  to  error, 
I  am  a  fatal  inftance  ;  then  forgive  me. 
I  had  forgot  how  lately  I  had  caufe 
To  think  you  now  no  enemy  to  Charles ; 
But  forrow  forc'd  down  her  lethargic  draught, 
Which  had  clos'd  up  the  eye  of  memory. 

Fair,  Ill-fated  prince  !  how  does  thy  firmnefs  fhine^ 
And  make  affliction  glorious :  Oh,  'tis  thus, 
The  truly  great  exert  their  refolution, 
And  make  calamity  a  virtue  :  Cromwell  now 
Lofes  the  barb'rous  joy  of  his  delign, 
To  fee  misfortune's  arrow  fail  to  pierce  thee. 

King.  Believe  me,  Fairfax,  'tis  not  innate  firmnefs, 
The  dame  morality,  the  Stoic  patience, 
That  furnifh  true  ferenity  of  mind  : 
I  had  try'dall  thefe  helps,  but  prov'd  'em  weak, 
And  found  the  beft  philofophy  in  virtue. 
Can  the  fond  teacher's  leffon,  conn'd  by  rote, 
Change  the  dark  lodging  of  the  murderer's  breafl, 
To  the  fun-lighted  rooms  of  innocence  ?  Oh,  no  ! 
As  to  the  agents  of  my  prefent  fate, 
J  look  upon  them  with  the  eye  of  thanks  ; 
Who  from  this  life  of  forrow  wing  my  parting, 
And  fend  mefooner  to  an  happier  throne. 

Fair.  Such  refignation  wears  the  noble  mind, 
And  triumphs  over  death  :  but,  gentle  Charles  ! 
Think  not  of  death  fo  foon,  live  long  and  happy 
Fairfax  will  try  his  utmoil  ftretch  of  power, 
But  you  lhall  live,  though  this  black  day  has  happen'd ; 
Perfuafion,  pray'r,  and  force,  lhall  all  be  us'd, 
To  m-.i  »  mv  promlfe  good. 
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King.  Good  Fairfax,  hear  me ; 
Nor  indifcreetly  throw  thyfelf  away, 
To  fave  the  man  whofe  vviflies  are  to  die. 
I  had  remov'd  my  thoughts  from  earth,  and  now 
'Twill  be  iuch  pain  to  call  'em  back  again 
Life  is  not  worth  the  trouble:  yet  I  thank  thee. 

Pair.  This  was  but  half  my  purpofe  :  hear  me  on— 
If  in  the  hurry  of  imemp'rate  zeal, 
I  have  outgone  the  juflice  of  the  caufe, 
And,  erring  in  my  judgment,  fought  in  wrong, 
Let  this  in  treaty  win  thee  to  a  pardon. 

King.  If  to  have  my  forgivenefs,  makes  theeckar, 
Thou  art  as  white  as  virtue. 

Fair,  Glorious  Charles  ! 
But  I  will  haften  to  preferve  his  life, 
And  make  my  gratitude  my  thanks;  farewel ! 
It  is  the  common  hut-reft  of  mankind 
To  let  him  live,  to  fhine  out  an  example. 

King.  Who  drefies  in  good  fortune's  gorgeous  ermine, 
Looks  not  fo  comely  to  a  virtuous  eye, 
As  he  who  clothes  him  in  repentant  black. 
I  tire  your  patience.  Come,  Sir,  lead  the  way  ; 
Lighter  than  fancy  does  my  bofom  feel, 
My  thoughts  are  mercy,  and  my  quiet  confcience 
Tranquility's  ftill  Calm  ;   no  anxious  fear 
Beats  in  my  pulfe,  or  ruffles  me  with  care : 
If  ^the  bare  hope  of  immortality 
Knows  peace,  like  this,    what  muft  the  full  enjoyme 
be  ? 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


A  C  T    V. 


WHY  did  I  conquer  —  to  repent  of  conqueft  ? 
Who,  though  I  fought  for  liberty  alone, 
Will  yet  acquit  me  of  the  guilt  that  follows  ? 
Will  future  ages,  when  they  read  my  page, 
(Though  Charles  himfelf  abiblves  me  of  the  deed) 
Spare  me  the  name  of  regicide  ?  Oli,  no  ! 
I  ftiall  be  blacken'd  with  my  party's  crimes^ 

D  5  And 
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And  damn'd  with  my  full  (hare,  though  innocent. 
In  vain  then  'gainll  oppreflion  have  I  warr'd, 
In  vain  for  liberty  uprear'd  the  fword  ; 
Pofterity's  black  curie  (hall  brand  my  name, 
And  make  me  live  in  infamy  for  ever. 
Now,  valour,  break  thy  fword,  thy  flandard  victory, 
Furl  up  thy  enfigns,  bold  hoftility, 
And  fink  into  inaction  :  fince,  alas ! 
One  tainted  heart,  or  one  ambitious  brain 
Can  turn  the  current  of  the  noblefl  purpofe, 
And  fpoil  the  trophies  of  an  age's  war. 
But  fee  where,  to  my  wifli,  ftern  Cromwell  comes ; 
Now  urge  him  ftrongly  for  the  life  of  Charles, 
And,  if  intreaty  fails,  avow  thy  purpofe. 
Enter  Cromwell. 

Cront.  Fairfax  in  thought !  My  noble  Lord,  good  day. 

Fair.  To  make  it  good,  let  Cromwell  grant  my  prayer> 
So  mercy  and  the  fun  fhall  fhine  together. 

Crom.  Still  on  this  paltry  fubjecl !  Fairfax,  why, 
Why  will  you  wrong  intreaty  by  this  caufe  ? 
Fairfax  is  wife,  and  fhould  not  alk  of  Cromwell 
To  grant  what  juftice  flops ;  yours  are  not  years 
When  childhood  prattles,  or  when  dotage  mopes :— — 
Pardon  the  expreflion. 

Fair.  I  forgive  you  all, 
AH  you  can  think,  but  rigour  to  the  King. 

Crom.  Pr'ythee  no  more :  this  mercy  that  you  pray  for, 
As  ill  becomes  the  tongue,  as  my  feverity  ; 
Nay,  worfe.    Would  you  obftruft  the  law 
In  its  due  office ;  nor  permit  the  axe 
To  fall  upon  offenders,  fuch  as  Charles  ? 
Would  you  fee  tyranny  again  arife, 
And  fpread  in  its  foundation  ?    Let  us  then 
Seize  on  our  general,  Liberty,  who  ilill 
Has  in  the  front  of  battle  fought  our  cairfev 
And  led  us  on  to  conqueft ;  let  us  bind  him 
In  the  ftrong  chains  of  rough  prerogative, 
And  throw  him  helplefs  at  the  feet  of  Charles  : 
He  will  abfolve  us  then,  and  praife  our  folly. 

Fair.  This  is  a  fqphiftry  too  weak  for  reafon  t 
You  would  excufe  the  guilt  of  Charles's  deathf 
By  fcewing  me  the  oppofite  extreme ; 

But 
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But  can  you  find  no  mean,  no  middle  courfe, 
Steering  between  the  danger  of  the  laft, 
And  horror  of  the  firft  ?  I  know  you  can. 

Crom.  It  is  not  to  be  done  :  would  Fairfax  now. 
When  he  has  labour'd  up  the  fteep  afcent, 
And  wafted  time  and  fpirits ;  would  he  now, 
When  but  one  (lep  exalts  him  to  the  fummit, 
Where  to  his  eye  the  fair  horizon  flretches, 
And  ev'ry  profpedt  greatnefs  can  command  ; 
Would  he  now  flop,  let  go  his  fearful  hold, 
And  tumble  from  the  height  ? 

Fair.  I  aim  at  none  ; 

Damn'd  be  all  greatnefs  that  depraves  the  heart, 
Or  calls  one  blufh  from  honefly— no  more. 
I  fliall  grow  warm  to  be  thus  trifled  with  : 
Think  better,  Cromwell — I  have  given  my  promife 
That  Charles  fliall  live. 

Crom.  A  promife  may  be  broke ; 
Nay,  flart  not  at  it— 'Tis  an  hourly  practice  ; 
The  trader  breaks  it — yet  is  counted  honeft  ; 
The  courtier  keeps  it  not— yet  keeps  his  honour; 
Hufband  and  wife  in  marriage  promife  much, 
Yet  follow  fep'rate  pleafures,  and  are— virtuous. 
The  churchmen  promife  too,  but  wifely,  they 
To  a  long  payment  itretch  the  crafty  bill, 
And  draw  upon  futurity  :  a  promife  ! 
'Tis  the  wife  man's  freedom,  and  the  fool's  reftraint ; 
*  It  is  the  fliip  in  which  the  knave  embarks, 
4  Who  rigs  it  with  the  tackle  of  his  confcience, 
'  And  fails  with  ev'ry  wind  :  regard  it  not.' 

Fair.  Can  Cromwell  think  fo  bafely  as  he  fpeaks  ? 
It  is  impoffible,  he  does  but  try 
How  well  fair  fpeech  becomes  a  vicious  caufe, 
But,  I  hope,  fcoms  it  in  the  richeft  drefs. 
Yet  hear  me  on,  it  is  our  intereft  fpeaks, 
And  bids  us  fpare  his  life ;  while  that  continues, 
No  other  title  can  annoy  our  caufe, 
And  him  we  have  fecure ;  but  grant  him  dead, 
Another  claim  ftarts  up,  another  king, 
Out  of  our  reach— this  bloody  deed  perhaps 
May  roufe  the  princes  of  the  continent, 
(Who  think  their  perfons  ilruck  at  in  this  blow) 
To  lhake  the  very  iafety  of  our  caufe* 
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Crom.  When  you  confult  our  int'reft,  fpeak  with  free- 
It  is  the  turn  and  point  of  all  defign.  [dorn  ; 
But  take  this  anfwer,  Fairfax,  in  return  ; 
Britain,  the  queen  of  ifles,  our  fair  pofleffion, 
Secur'd  by  nature,  laughs  at  foreign  force  ; 
Her  (hips  her  bulwark,  and  the  fea  her  dike, 
Sees  plenty  in  her  lap,  and  braves  the  world. 
Be  therefore  fatisfy'd  ;  for  Charles  muft  die. 

Fair.  Wilt  thou  be  heard,  tho'  at  thy  utmoft  need^ 
Who  now  art  deaf  to  mercy  and  to  pray  "r  ? 
Oh,  curs'd  Ambition,  thod  devouring  bird, 
How  doft  thou  from  the  field  of  honelty 
Pick  ev'ry  grain  of  profit  and  delight, 
And  mock  the  reaper,  Virtue  !  Bloody  man  \ 
Know  that  I  {till  have  pow'r,  have  ftill  the  means 
To  make  that  certain  which  I  Hoop  to  aft  ; 
And  fix  myfelf  againtl  thy  black  delign, 
And  tell  thee,  dauntlefs,  that  he  (hall  not  die. 

Crom.  Will  Fairfax  turn  a  rebel  to  thecaufe, 
And  fliame  his  glories  ? 

Fair.  I  abjure  the  name  ; 
I  know  no  rebel  on  the  fide  of  virtue. 
This  I  am"  Cure  of,  he  that  ads  unjuftly, 
Is  the  woril  rebel  to  himfelf ;  and  tho'  now 
Ambition's  trumpet^and  the  drum  of  pow'r 

May  drown  the  found,  yet  confcience  will,  one  day, 

Speak  loudly  to  him,  and  repeat  that  name. 

Crom.  You  talk  as  'twere  a  murder,  not  a  jiiiHce. 

Have  we  not  brought  him  to  an  open  trial  ? 

Does  not  the  general  cry  pronounce  his  death  ? 

Come,  Fairfax  dares  not. 

Fair.  By  yon  Heav'n,  I  will 

I  know  thee  reiblute  ;   but  fo  is  Fairfax. 

YouTee  my  purpofe,  and  fhall  find  I  dare.  [Go/;/^. 

Crom.  Fairfax,  yet  flay.     I  would  extend  my  pow'r 

To  its  full  ftretch,  to  fatisfy  yourwifli ; 

Yet  would  not  have  you  think  that  I  mould  grant 

That  to  your  threats,  which  I  deny'd  your  pray'r— • 

Judge  not  fo  meanly  of  yourfelf  and  me. 

Be  calm,  and  hear  me -What  is  human  nature, 

When  the  intemperate  heat  of  paffion  blinds 

The  eye  of  reafon,  and  commits  her  guidance 
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To  headlong  rafhnefs  ?  He  directs  her  fteps 
Wide  of  fuccefs  to  error's  pathlefs  way, 
And  difappointments  wild  ;  yet  fuch  we  are, 
So  frail  our  being,  that  our  judgment  reaches 

Scarce  farther  than  our  light Let  us  retire, 

And,  in  this  great  affair,  intreat  his  aid, 
Who  only  can  direct  to  certainty. 
There  is  I  know  not  what,  of  good  prefage, 
That  dawns  within,  and  lights  to  happy  irfue. 

Fair.  If  Heav'n  and  you  confider  it  alike, 
It  muft  be  happy. 

Crom.  An  hour  or  two  of  pray'r 
Will  pull  down  favour  upon  Charles  and  us. 

Fair.  I  am  contented ;  but  am  ftill  refolv'd 
That  Charles  fball  live — I  fliall  expect  your  anfwcr 
With  the  impatience  of  defiring  lovers, 
Who  fwell  a  moment's  abfence  to  an  age.  \Exti* 

Crom.  This  was  a  danger  quite  beyond  my  view, 
Which  only  this  expedient  could  prevent. 
Fairfax  is  weak  in  judgment  j  but  fo  brave, 
That,  fet  determination  by  his  fide, 
And  he  afcends  the  mountain  top  of  peril. 
Now  time  is  gain'd  to  ward  againft  his  pow'r, 
Which  muft  be  quickly  thought  on — To  my  wifh— 
Enter  Ire  ton. 

Ire.  I  but  this  inftant  met  the  general,  Fairfax, 
Who  told  me  his  intreaty  had  prevail'd 
To  fave  the  life  of  Charles — 'Tis  more  than  wonder— 

Crom.  Ireton,  thy  prefence  never  was  more  timely. 
I  would  difclofe ;  but  now  each  moment's  lofs, 
Is  more  than  the  neglect  of  future  years. 
Hie  thee  in  perfon  to  St  James's,  Ireton, 
And  warn  the  officer,  whofe  charge  leads  forth 
The  King  to  execution,  to  be  fuctden  : 
Let  him  be  more  than  punctual  to  the  time  j 
If  his  refpecl  to  us  forerun  his  warrant, 
It  fhall  win  greatnefs  for  him  ;  fo  inform  him 
That  done,  repair  o'th'  inftant  to  the  army, 
And  fee  a  cholen  party  march  dire&ly, 
(Such  as  can  well  be  trufted)  pofl  them,  Ireton, 
Around  the  fcaffold— -My  bell  kinfman,  fly. 

[Exit  Ireton* 
Why 


46  KINGCHA.RLESI. 

Why,  now,  I  think  I  have  fecur'd  my  point ; 

I  fet  out  in  the  current  of  the  tide, 

And  not  one  wind  that  blows  around  the  compafs, 

But  drives  me  to  fuccefs.     Ambition,  now, 

Soars  to  its  darling  height,  and,  eagle-like, 

Looks  at  the  fun  ofpow'r,  enjoys  its  blaze, 

And  grows  familiar  with  the  bnghtnefs  -,  now  I  fee 

Dominion  nigh  ;  Superiority 

Beckons  and  points  me  to  the  chair  of  ftate  ; 

There  Grandeur  robes  me.     Now  let  Cromwell  boaft 

That  he  has  reft  the  crown  from  Charles's  brow, 

To  make  it  blaze  more  awful  on  his  own.  [Exit* 

SCENE,  the  King  difiovered  on  a  couch* 

King.  Kind  Sleep,  farewel ! 
Thou  haft  been  loyal  in  the  nightly  care, 
An<!  'always  fmooth'd  my  pillow  :  at  our  parting, 
As  to  a  faithful  friend,  I  fay,  farewel, 
And  thank  thee  for  thy  fervice.     Here's  another, 

Enter  Bijbop  Juxon. 

Whofe  better  care  gives  quiet  to  the  mind  ; 
Who  gives  the  rich  opiate  of  content, 
That  makes  us  deep  in  hope,  and  wake  to  mercy ; 
Him  too,  the  bankrupt  Charles  can  only  pay 
As  he  has  done  the  former  j  no  return, 
But  the  poor  gratitude  of  thanks,  warm  from  the  heart- 
Say,  my  good  Lord,  have  you  fo  foften'd  rigour, 
That  I  may  fee  my  children  ere  I  <Jie  ? 

Jux.  It  is  permitted,  Sir ;  they  wait  withcoit ; 
I  would  not  let  them  enter,  till  I  knew 
You  were  prepar'd,  and  ready  for  the  interview. 

[Exit  Juxor*. 

King.  Good  Juxon,  lead  them  hither.  Now  the  father, 
Spite  of  my  firmnefs,  fteals  into  my  eye, 
And  melts  my  manhood.     Heart,  thou  haft  no  temper 
Proof  againft  nature,  fpeaking  in  a  child ! 
Enter  Bijhop  Juxon,  James,  Glo'iter,  and  Elizabeth*. 

James.  My  royal  father  ! 

King.  Good  Juxon,  make  them  rife  ; 
For  if  I  look  that  way  I  (hall  kneel  too, 
And  join  with  them  in  tears.  A  chair,  good  Juxon. 

[  Juxon  "brings  a  chair  forward^  and  rafts  tie  children. 

Com* 
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Come  hither,  James ;  nay,  do  not  weep,  my  boy ; 
Keep  thy  eyes  bright  to  look  on  better  times. 

James.  I  will  command  my  nature  if  I  can, 
And  flop  thefe  tears  of  forrow ;  for,  indeed, 
They  drown  my  fight ;  and  I  would  view  thee  well, 
Copy  my  royal  father  in  his  death,  „ 

And  be  the  Ion  of  his  heroic  virtues. 

King*  Thou  art  the  child  or  duty ;  hear  me,  James, 
And  lay  up  this  laft  leflbn  in  thy  heart : 
When  I  am  dead,  look  on  thy  brother  Charles 
Not  as  thy  brother  only,  but  thy  king; 
Pay  him  fraternal  love,  and  fubjedt  duty; 
Nor  let  ambition,  or  the  thirft  to  reign, 
Poifon  thy  firm  allegiance.     When  thou  feeft  him, 
Bear  him  my  bleffing,  and  this  laft  advice : 
If  Heav'n  reftores  him  to  his  lawful  crown, 
Let  him  wreak  no  revenge  upon  his  foes, 
But  think  it  his  beft  conqueft  to  forgive  ; 
With  kindnefs  let  him  treat, Succefs,  fo  (hall  (he  be 
A  conflant  gueft  ;  his  promife,  when  once  given, 
Let  no  advantage  break  ;  nor  any  view 
Make  him  give  up  his  honefly  to  reach  it : 
Let  him  maintain  his  pow'r,  but  not  increafe  it; 
The  firing,  prerogative,  when  ftrain'd  too  high, 
Cracks  like  the  tortur'd  chord  of  harmony, 
And  fpoilsthe  conceit  between  king  and  fubjeft : 
4  Let  him  regard  his  people  more  than  minifters, 
'  Whofe  interefl  or  ambition  may  miilead  him.' 
Thefe  rules  obferv'd,  may  make  him  a  good  prince, 

And  happier  than  his  father Wilt  thou,  James, 

Remember  this  ? 

James.  Oh,  doubt  not,  royal  Sir! 
Can  what  my  father  fays  efcape  my  memory  j 
'And  at  a  time  when  he  fhall  fpeak  no  more  ? 

King.  Come  to  my  arms,  my  boy. 

James.  Would  I  could  weep  the  blood  that  warms  my 
For  water  wrongs  my  forrow.  [heart ; 

King.  My  dear  Elizabeth, 
Draw  near,  and  take  thy  dying  father's  blefling. 
Say  to  thy  mother,  (if  thou  e'er  flialt  fee  her) 
That  ray  thoughts  never  wander'd  from  her ;   that  my 
Holds  her  as  dear,  ev'n  in  this  hour  of  death,  [heart 

i  As 
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As  when  my  eyes  firft  languiuYd  on  her  beautie*? 

Tell  her,  that  Charles  is  only  gone  before 

T*  inherit  an  immortal  crown,  and  fhare  it  with  her, 

Farewel,  Elizabeth  j  and  let  thy  love 

And  thy  obedience  wait  thy  brother  Charles. 

£//£.  Alas,  my  father,  I  but  now  have  found 
A  paflage  for  my  words,  and  yet  you  fay, 
Farewel,  already  ! 

•-King.  Come,  my  little  Glo'fter, 
Come  to  my  arms,  and  let  me  kifs  thy  cheek. 

Glo'Jter.  Alas,  my  Lord,  tis  cold  and  wet  with  tears ! 
I'll  wipe  it  dry,  and  warm  it  with  my  hand, 
That  it  may  meet  your  kindnefs  as  it  ought 

King.  Glo'fter,  when  I  am  dead,  your  brother  Charles 
Is  then  your  King  and  matter— ?Love  and  obey  him. 
Thefe  men  who  (hall  cut  off  thy  father's  head, 
When  I  am  dead,  perhaps,  may  make  thee  King ; 
But  do  not  thou,  I  charge  thee,  on  my  bleffing, 
Accept  the  crown  while  thy  two  brothers  live ; 
Confider,  Glo'fter,  they  were  born  before  rhee, 
And  have  an  elder  title — Wilt  thou,  Glo'iler  ? 

Glofter.  A  King  !  No,  they  mall  tear  me  firft  in  pieces. 
King.  Oh  j  Nature,  Nature,  do  not  ilrike  fo  deeply  ! 
This  fcene  is  worfe  than  death         I  am  ready,  Sir. 

[Tomlinfon  at  the  door* 
•  James.  Oh,  Sir  ! 
£//*.  My  Lord ! 
Gb'Jter.  My  father! 
King.  Oh  ! 

Glo\fter.  I  cannot  part  from  you,  my  deareft  father. 
Would  not  thofe  bloody  men  that  cut  your  head  off, 
If  I  mould  beg  it,  cut  off  mine  ? 

King.  Heart,  thou  art  marble,  not  to  break  at  this— 
Yet  I  muft  go ;  for  dire  neceility 
Has  ftruggled  long  with  my  paternal  fondnefs, 
And  has  at  length  prevail'd.    Farewel,  at  once. 

[Going,  returns* 

I  thought  I  had  taken  my  laft  leave  of  them  ; 
But  find  that  nature  calls  me  back  again, 
And  afks  another  look,  another  parting  kifs. 
Be  virtuous,  and  be  happy.  [Emir Ace. 

Gleffter.  Oh,  my  poor  father ! — —      [They  are  led  off. 

King. 
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King.  So,  now  'tis  over — Let  thy  friendly  aid, 
Good  Juxon,  bear  me  company  to  death— 
Now,  Sir,  lead  on  ;  ere  long  I  hope  to  fee 
A  world  more  glorious ;  where  no  difcord  lives, 
Nor  error  rifes,  and  no  faction  thrives : 
There  the  unfettered  mind  perfection  knows, 
And  looks  with  pity  upon  human  woes.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Duke  ^Richmond,  and  Marquis  of  Lindfey, 

Rich.  Oh,  fatal  day  !  now  horror  is  on  foot 
In  her  worft  garb,  and  flern  calamity 
Can  do  no  more  to  England  :  Charles's  fun 
Sets  in  his  blood,  and  blufhes  for  his  people. 

Llnd.  What  aweful  majefty  his  vifage  bears,, 
Nor  deigns  the  tribute  of  one  forrowing  look, 
To  grace  misfortune ! 

Rich.  Look  where  Fairfax  comes ; 
His  motion  wild,  and  his  diftemper'd  eye 
Shoots  fire  around,. and  fpeaks  fome  ft  range  emotion. 
Enter  Fairfax. 

Fair.  CursM  be  the  villain'^  arts,  and  every  wile 
That  wrought  me  to  believe  him :  Oh,  Credulity, . 
Thou  haft  as  many  ears  as  Fajne  has  tongues^ 
Open  to  every  found  of  truth  and  falfhood  ! 
*Tis  now  too  late,  impoffible  tofave  him  : 
Fool  that  I  was,  I  knew  him  for  a  villain, 
Yet  truftedto  him,  to  the  monfter  Cromwell. 

Rich.  Fairfax,  the  world  acquits  thee  of  the  deed  $: 
Thy  povv'r  has  laboured  ftrongly  for  his  fafety : 
Behold  where  Juxon,  the  good  bifliop,  comes,. 
Return'd  from  his  laft  fervice  to  his  mailer. 

Fair.  I  will  not  flay  to  hear  the  fad  relation* 
But  think  on  my  revenge  on  Cromwell ; 
May  the  mercy  which  he  deny'd  to  Charles's  mortal  part, 
Ne'er  light  upon  his  foul,  though  at  his  laftintreaty. 
Enter  Juxon. 

Rich.  Charles  is  at  peace. 

Juxon.  He  is,  my  gentle  Lord ; 
And  may  we  all  meet  death  with  equal  firmnefs ! 
Patience  fate  by  him  in  an  angel's  garb, 
And  held  out  a  full  bowl  of  rich  content, 
Of  which  he  largely  quaff'd  :  then  came  Charity, , 
And  in  behalf  of  Charles,  with,  haity  hand, 

E.  Dealt 


$•  KING    CHARLES    I. 

Dealt  round  forgivenefs  to  the  world  :  his  pray'r 

Was  for  his  foes  more  earned  than  himfelf, 

Becaufe  their  wants  were  greater.     Thus  fell  Charles 

A  monument  of  (name  to  the  prefent  age, 

A  warning  to  the  future.     His  example 

May  prove  this  maxim's  truth  to  all  mankind  ; 

The  fubje&'s  reverence,  and  the  prince's  love, 

Grafping  and  grafp'd,  walk  hand  in  hand  together, 

Strengthened  by  union  :  then  the  king's  commaad 

Is  loft  in  the  obedience  of  the  fubject : 

The  king,  unafk'd,  confirms  the  people's  rights, 

And  by  the  willing  gift  prevents  the  claim. 

Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  endear  a  king, 

Adorn  a  people,  and  true  greatnefs  biing. 


END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  a  FRIEND. 

AT  length  our  lard  has  told  his  difmal  ftory  ; 
"^•*  He  thinks — without  offence  to  W'hig  or  Tory% 
He  writes  not  from  a  fpirit  of  contention, ; 
And  only  on  third  night  experts— his  penfeon. 
Ladies,  when  civil  dudgeon  firft  grew  high. 
And  the  good  folks  fell  out — they  knew  not  ivby     '    • 
Aftulibom  race,  no  doubt  on't,  were  thofe  Round-beads, 
Rebels  at  once  to  female  power  ,  and  crown' d-heads: 
But  now,  kiefs' d  change  !  our  heroes  give  their  votes 
For  government  of  kings ,  and  petticoats. 
Had  we  then  liv'd—W~hat  crowds  of  volunteers  / 
Down  with  the  Rump,  and  high  for  Cavalien  / 
In  thofe  prim  times,  our  grandmothers  of  yore  ^ 
Preferred  a  prayer -book  to  a  matadore  : 
At  court,  each  turtle  only  lov'd  her  mate^       .} 
And  no  intrigues  went  on— but  thofe  of  ft  ate* 
What  odious  Salique  law  ('twas  none  of  nature) 
Excludes  us  women  from  the  legiflature  f 
Could  we  affcmblc  once  in  convocation, 
HOW  purely  would  we  fettle  all  the  nation  / 
Lovers  and  op* rasjbould  employ  our  careSy,     » 
Cards,  mafquerades,  and  fucb-like  ft  ate -affairs: 
Debates,  like  a  male-fenate,  we  could  handle ; 
And  move,  as  well  as  they,  to—fnuffa  candle  : 
Our  ay's  a?td  no's  with  one  for  ill  voice  declare  ; 
And  none  be  mutes,  but  all,  all  fpeakcrs  there. 
Now,  on  our  ft  age,  while  Charles  once  more  is  try*d% 
He  hopes  none  here  can  prove  a  regicide  ; 
A  milder  fentence  to  receive,  his  truft  is, 
Tremendous  pit \  hi  your  high  court  of  jujlice. 
If  bravely  you'd  fupport  the  good  old  cawfe, 
Atone  your  fathers  crimes  by  your  applaufe  ; 
Lay  not  a  harb'rous  tax  on  your  good-nature, 
Nor  raife  in  fpken  the  funds  of  w//,  by  fatirt* 


Jcene 


8  E  L  L'S     EDITION. 
THE 

GAMESTER, 

A     TRAGEDY. 
A$  written  fy   Mr.    M  O  O  R  E, 

DISTINGUISHING    ALSO    THE 

VARIATIONS  or  THE  THEATRE* 


AS    PERFORMED    AT    T II B 


n 

Regulated  from  the  Prompt-Book. 

By  PERMISSION  of  the  M4N4GERS, 

By   Mr.    HOPKINS,    Prompter. 


LONDON: 
Printed  for  JOHN  BELL,  near  Exeter-  Excla *get  in  .-the 


MDCCtXXVlI, 


L 


[    3    3 

T  O    T  H  E 
"RIGHT     HONOURABLE 

HENRY     P  E  L  H  A  M. 

S  I  R, 

IT  was  a  very  fine  piece  of  oratory  of  a  young  lawyer 
at  the  bar,  whd,  as  council  againft  a  highwayman,  ob- 
ferved  that  the  profecutor  had  been  robbed  or  a  certain 
quantity  of  ore,  which  being  purified  by  fire,  cut  into 
circular  pieces,  and  imprefled  with  the  image  of  a  king 
and  the  arms  of  a  Hate,  brought  with  it  the  neceflaries, 
the  conveniences,  and  the  luxuries  of  life.  I'll  be  hanged, 
fays  an  honeft  country  gentleman  who  was  (tending  by, 
if  this  flourifliing  fool  does  not  mean  money.  But  if  he 
had  (aid  it  in  one  word,  would  not  all  the  reft  have  beer. 
implied  ? 

Juft  fuch  a  cenfure  as  this  fhould  I  defervc,  if  in  an 
addrefs  to  Mr.  Pelham,  I  endeavoured  to  enumerate  the 
qualities  he  pofiefles.  The  characters  of  great  men  are 
generally  connected  with  their  names ;  and  it  is  impof- 
iibie  for  any  one  to  read  the  name  of  Mr.  Pelham,  with^ 
out  connecting  with  it,  in  his  own  mind,  the  virtues  of 
humanity. 

It  is  therefore  fufficient  that  I  defire  his  acceptance  of 
this  play  ;  that  I  acknowledge  the  obligations  I  owe  him, 
and  that  I  fubfcribe  myfelf 

His  moft  grateful, 
And  mofl  obedient  fervant, 

EDW.  MOORE. 
A   2  PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  and  fpoken  by  Mr.  GARRICK. 

T  IKEfam'd'  La  Mancha*s  knight,  who  launce  In  hand 
*—*  Mounted  his  Jleed  to  free  thy  enchanted  land ^ 
Our  Quixote  bardfets  out  a.  monftcr  taming, 
Arnfd  at  all  points,  to  fight  that  hydra— Gaming*. 
Aloft  on  Pegafus  he  wave's  his  pen, 
And  hurls  defiance  at  the  caitiff's  den  : 
Thefirft  on  fancy* d giants  fpent  his  rage, 
But  this  has  more  than  windmills  to  engage.*  , 

He  combats  pajjion,  rooted  in  the  foul, 
Wljofe  powers  at  once  delight  ye  and  controul ; 
Whofe  magic  bondage  each  Iqftjlave  enjoys, 
Nor  vjijhcs  freedom,  though  the  f pell  deftroys. 
Tofave  our  land  from  this  magician**  tharmr^ 
And  refcue  maids  and  matrons  from  his  firms,,   • 
Our  knight  poetic  comes— And,  -Oh, ye  fair  !    — 
This  black  Enchanter's  wicked  arts  beware  f  • 
His  fubtle  poifon  dims  the  brightejl  eyes, 
And  at  his  touch,  each  grace  and  beauty  dies.. 
Love,  gentlenefs  and  joy  to  rage,  give  wayy 
And  the  f  oft  dove  becomes  a  bird  of  prey. 
May  this  our  bold  adventurer  break  the  f  pell, 
And  drive  the  daemon  to  his  native  hell. 
Tejlaves  of  pajion,  and  ye  dupes  of  chance, 
Wake  all  your  powers  from  this  deftruttive  trance  f. 
Shake  off  thejbacklcs  of  this  tyrant  vice : 
Hear  other  calls  than  thofe  of  cards  and  dice,  t 
Be  learned  in  nobler  arts  than  arts  of  play, 
And  other  delfts  than  thofe  of  honour  pay* 
No  longer  live  infenjible  tojhame, 
Lojl  to  your  country,  fa?nilies  and  fame. 
Qould  our  romantic  mufe  this  work  achieve, 
Would  there  one  honejl  heart  in  Britain  grieve  f 
I'h*  attempt,  though  wild,  would  not  in  vain  be  made+ 
Trf  exfry.  honejl  hand  would  lend  its  ai& 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONA. 
M    E  .N. 


JBevertey, 

Lewfon, 

Stukely, 


Drury-Lane. 

Mr.  Reddini. 
Mr.  Brereton. 
Mr.  Palmer. 
Mr.  Aickin. 
Mr.  Packer. 
Mr.  Norris. 
Mr,  Everard. 


Mrs.  Severity 

Charlotte, 

Lucy, 


W    O    M    E    N, 
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Mifs  Younge. 
Mifs  Hopkins, 
Mifs  Platt, 
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The  litiet  tfiftinguijbtd  by  inverted  comas, '  thus*  are  omitted  in  tie 

representation* 
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Enter  Mrs.  Severely  and  Charlotte; 

MRS.  BEVERLEY. 

E  comforted,  my  dear ;  all  may  be  well  yet.  And  now, 
methinks,  the  lodging  begins  to  look  with  another 
face.  Oh,  lifter!  fitter  !  if  thefe  were  all  my  hardships  ; 
if  all  I  had  to  complain  of  were  no  more  than  quitting 
my  houfe,  fervants,  equipage,  and  fhew^your  pity  would 
be  weaknefs. 

Char.  Is  poverty  nothing,  then  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Nothing  in  the  world,  if  it  affe&ed  only  me* 
While  we  had  a  fortune,  I  was  the  happieft  of  the  rich  : 
and  now  'tis  gone,  give  me  but  a  bare  fubfiftence  and  my 
hufband's  firTiles,  and  I'll  be  the  happieft  of  the  poor.  To 
me  now  thefe  ledgings  want  nothing  but  their  matter* 
Why  do  you  look  at  me  ? 

Char.  That  I  may  hate  my  brother. 

Mrs.  B.  Don't  talk  fo,  Charlotte. 

Char.  Has  he  not  undone  you  ?—— Oh,  this  perni 
cious  vice  of  gaming!  But  methinks  his  ufual  hours  of 
four  or  five  in  the  morning  might  have  contented  him  ; 
'twas  mifery  enough  to  wake  for  him  till  then.  Need  he 
have  flaid  out  all  night  ?  I  fliall  learn  to  deteft  him  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Not  for  the  firil  fault.  He  never  flept  from 
me  before. 

Char.  Slept  from  you!  No,  no,  his  nights  have  no 
thing  to  do  with  fleep.  How  has  this  one  vice  driven 
him  from  every  virtue  !  Nay,  from  his  affections,  too  ! 
•——The  time  was.  fitter —• — 

Jfr/v 
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Mrs.  B.  And  is.  I  have  no  fear  of  his  affections. 
Would  I  knew  that  he  were  fafe  ! 

Char.  From  ruin  and  his  companions— But  that's 
impoffible.  His  poor  little  boy,  too  ?  What  muft  become 
of  him  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Why  want  (hall  teach  him  induftry.  From 
his  father's  miftakcs  he  fliall  learn  prudence,  and  from 
his  mother's  refignation,  patience.  Poverty  has  no  fuch 
terrors  in  it  as  you  imagine.  There's  no  condition  of 
life,  ficknefs  and  pain  excepted,  where  happinefs  is  ex 
cluded.  The  hufhandman,  who  riles  early  to  his  labour, 
enjoys  more  welcome  reft  at  night  for't.  His  bread  is 
fweeter  to  him ;  his  home  happier ;  his  family  dearer ; 
his  enjoyments  furer.  The  fun  that  roufes  him  in  the 
morning,  fets  in  the  evening  to  releafe  him.  All  fitua- 
tions  have  their  comforts,  if  fweet  contentment  dwell  in 
ihe  heart.  But  my  poor  Beverley  has  none.  The  thought 
of  having  ruined  thofe  he  loves,  is  mifery  for  ever  to 
him.  Would  I  could  eafe  his  mind  of  that ! 

Char.  If  he  alone  were  ruined,  'twere  jaft  he  mould 
be  punifhed.  He  is  my  brother,  'tis  true;  but  when  1 
think  of  what  he  has  done ;  of  the  fortune  you  brought 
him ;  of  his  own  large  eftate  too,  fquandered  away  upon. 
this  vileft  of  paffions,  and  among  the  vilefl  of  wretches ! 
Oh,  I  have  no  patience  !  My  own  little  fortune  is  un 
touched,  he  fays.  Would  I  were  fure  on't. 

Mrs.  B.  And  fo  you  may — 'twould  be  a  fin  to  doubt  it. 

Char.  I  will  be  fure  on't — 'twas  madnefs  in  me  to  give 
it  to  his  management.  But  I'll  demand  it  from  him  this 
morning.  I  have  a  melancholy  occafion  for'u 

Mrs.  B+  What  occafion  ? 

Char.  To  fupport  a  fifter. 

Mrs.  B.  No;  I  have  no  need  on't.  Take  itr and  re 
ward  a  lover  with  it.  The  generous  Lewfon  deferves 
much  more.  Why  won't  you  make  him  happy  ? 

Char.  Becaufe  my  filler's  miferable. 

Mrs.  B^  You  muft  not  think  fo.  I  have  my  jewels 
left  yet.  I'll  fell  them  to  fupply  our  wants ;  and  when 
all's  gone,  thefe  hands  £hall  toil  for  our  fupport.  The 

poor  fhould  be  induftrious Why  thofe  tears^  Char* 

lotte  ? 

Ckar.  They  flow  in  pity  for  you. 
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Mrs.  B.  All  may  be  well  yet.  When  he  has  nothfng  to 
lofe  I  fhall  fetter  him  in  thefe  arms  again ;  and  then  what 
is  it  to  be  poor  ? 

Char.  Cure  him  but  of  this  deftructlve  paffion,  and  my 
uncle's  death  may  retrieve  all  yet. 

Mrs.  B.  Ay,  Charlotte,  could  we  cure  him*  But  the 
difeafe  of  play  admits  no  cure  but  poverty  ;  and  the  lofs 
of  another  fortune  would  but  encreafe  his  fhame  and  his 
affliction.  Will  Mr.  Lewfon  call  this  morning  ? 

Char..  He  faid  fo  laft  night.  He  gave  me  hints  too, 
that  he  had  fufpicions  of  our  friend  Stukely. 

Mrs.  B.  Not  of  treachery  to  my  hufband  ?  That  he1 
loves  play,  I  know  ;  but  furely  he's  honeft. 

Char.  He  would  fain  be  thought  fo ;  therefore  I  doubt 
him.     Honefty  needs  no  pains  to  fet  itfelf  off. 
Enter  Lucy. 

Mr*.  B.  What  now,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Your  old  fie  ward,  Madam.  I  had  not  the  heart 
to  deny  him  admittance,  the  good  old  man  begged  fo  hard 
fbr't.  [Exit  Lucy, 

Enter  Jarvis. 

Mrs.  B.  Is  this  well,  Jarvis  ?  I  defired  you  to  avoid 
me. 

Jar.  Did  you,  Madam  ?  I  am  an  old  man,  and  had 
forgot.  Perhaps,  too,  you  forbad  my  tears ;  but  I  am 
eld,  Madam,  and  age  will  be  forgetful. 

Mr**  B.  The  faithful  creature !  how  he  moves  me. 

[To  Chap. 

Char.  Not  to  have  feen  him  had  been  cruelty. 

Jar.  I  have  forgot  thefe  apartments,  too.  I  remem 
ber  none  fuch  in  my  young  matter's  houfe ;  and  yet  I: 
have  lived  in't  thefe  five  and  twenty  years.  His  good 
father  would  not  have  difmified  me* 

Mrs.  B.  He  had  no  reafon,  Jarvis. 

Jar.  I  was  faithful  to  him  while  he  lived,  and  when 
he  died,  he  bequeathed  me  to  his  fon.  I  have  been 
faithful  to  him,  too. 

Mrs.  B*  I  know  ity  I  knew  it,  Jarvis. 

Char.  We  both-  know  it. 

Jar.  I  am  an  old  man,.  Madam,  and  have  not  a  long 
time  to  live.  I  alked  but  to  have  died  with  him,  and  he 
difmiiTed  me.. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  B.  IVythee  no  more  of  this  !  Twas  his  poverty 
that  difmifTed  you. 

Jar.  Is  he  indeed  fo  poor,   then  ? — Oh  !  he  was  the 

joy"  of  my  old  heart But  mull  his  creditors  have  all  ? 

— And  have  they  fold  his  houfe  too  .3  His  father  built  it 
when  he  was  but  a  prating  boy.  The  times  that  I  have 
carried  him  in  thefe  arms  !  And,  Jarvis,  fays  he,  when  a 
beggar  has  afked  charity  of  me,  why  fhould  people  be 
poor  ?  You  (han't  be  poor,  Jarvis ;  if  I  was  a  king,  no 
body  iliottid  be  poor.  Yet  he  is  poor.  And  then  he  was 
fo  brave  !— Oh,  he  was  a  brave  little  boy  !  And  yet  fo 
merciful,  he'd  not  have  killed  the  gnat  that  flung  him. 

Mrs.  B.  Speak  to  him,  Charlotte;  for  1  cannot. 

4  Char.  When  I  have  wiped  my  eyes.' 

Jar.  I  have  a  little  money,  Madam ;  it  might  have 
been  more,  but  I  have  loved  the  poor*  All  that  I  have 
is  yours. 

Mrs.  B.  No,  Jarvis ;  we  have  enough  yet.  I  thank 
you,  though,  and  will  defer ve  your  goodnefs. 

Jar.  But  fliall  I  fee  my  mailer  ?  And  will  he  let  me 
attend  him  in  his  diftrefies  ?  I'll  be  no  expence  to  him  ; 
and  'twill  kill  me  to  be  refwfed.  Where  is  he,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Not  at  home,  Jarvis.  You  iliall  fee  him 
aiK)ther  time, 

Char.  To-moirour ,  or  the  next  day— Oh,  Jarvis  I 
what  a  change  is  here  i 

Jttr.  A  charge  indeed,  Madam  !  My  old  heart  ake> 

*t  it.    And   >ct,   methinks But    here's  fomebodj 

coming. 

Enter  Lucy  w/V£Stukelj% 

Lucy.  Mr.  Stukely,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Stu.  Good  morning  to  you,  ladies.  Mr.  Jarvis,  your 
fervant.  Where's  my  friend,  Madam  ?  [To  Mrs.  Bev. 

Mrs.  B.  I  fhould 'have  alked  that  queftion  of  you. 
Have  you  feen  him  to-day  ? 

Stu.  No,  Madam. 

Char.  Nor  lafl  night  ? 

Stu.  Laft  night !  Did  he  not  come  home  then  ? 

Mrs.  B.  No.  Were  you  not  together  ? 

Stu.  At  the  beginning  of  the  evening  ;  but  not  fince. 
Where  can  he  have  itaid  ? 

Char.  You  call  yourlelf  his  friend,  Sir ;  why  do  you 
encourage  him  in  this  madnefs  of  gaming  ? 
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"Stu.  You  have  afked  me  that  queftion  before,  Madam ; 
and  I  told  you  my  concern  was  that  I  could  not  fave  him  ; 
Mr.  Beverly  is  a  man,  Madam ;  and  if  the  moft  friendly 
entreaties  have  no  effect  upon  him,  I  have  no  other 
means.  My  purfe  has  been  his,  even  to  the  injury  of 
my  fortune.  If  that  has  been  encouragement,  I  deferve 
cenfure  ;  but  I  meant  it  to  retrieve  him. 

Mrs.  B.  I  don't  doubt  it,  Sir  ;  and  I  thank  you— 
But  where  did  you  leave  him  laft  night  ? 

Stu.  At  Wilfon's,  Madam,  if  I  ought  to  tell ;  in  com 
pany  I  did  not  like.  Poflibly  he  may  be  there  frill.  Mr, 
Jarvis  knows  the  houfe,  I  believe. 

Jar.  Shall  I  go,  Madam  ?  ^ 

Mrs.  B.  No,  he  may  take  it  ill. 

Char.  He  may  go  as^  from  himielf.  ^ 

Stu.  And,  if  he  pleafes,  Madam,  without  naming  me. 
I  am  faulty  myfelf,  and  fhould  conceal  the  errors  of  a 
friend.  But  I  can  refufe  nothing  here. 

(Bowing  to  the  Ladies* 

Jar.  I  would  fain  fee  him  methinks. 

*J/rf  B.  Do  fo,  then  ;  but  take  care  how  you  upbraid 
him — I  have  never  upbraided  him. 

Jar.  Would  I  could  bring  him  comfort !   [Exit  Jarvis. 

Stu.  Don't  be  too  much  alarmed,  Madam.  All  men 
have  their  errors,  and  their  rimes  of  feeing  them.  Per 
haps  my  friend's  time  is  not  come  yet.  But  he  has  an 
uncle ;  and  old  men  don't  live  for  ever.  You  Ihould 
look  forward,  Madam  ;  we  are  taught  how  to  value  a  fe- 
cond  fortune  by  the  lofs  of  a  firft,  {Knocking  at  the  door. 

Mrs.  B.  Hark  ! — No — that  knocking  was  too  rude 
for  Mr.  Beverley.  Pray  heaven  he  be  well ! 

Stu.  Never  doubt  it,  Madam.  You  fhall  be  well,  too 
— Every  thing  fliall  be  well.  [Knocking  again. 

Mrs*  B.  The  knocking  is  a  little  loud,  though — Who 
waits  there  ?  Will  none  of  you  anfwer  ? — None  of  you, 
did  I  fay  ? — Alas,  what  was  I  thinking  of!  I  had  forgot 
myfelf. 

Mar.  I'll  go,  filter— But  don't  be  alarmed  fo.     [Exit. 

£>tu.  What  extraordinary  accident  have  you  to  fear, 
Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Bev.  I  beg  your  pardon ;  but  'tis  ever  thus  with 
me  in  Mr.  Beverley's  abfence.    No  one  knocks  at  the 
but  I  fancy  it  is  a  meflenger  of  ill  news. 
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Stu.  You  are  too  fearful,  Madam ;  'twas  but  one  night 
of  abfence  ;  and  if  ill  thoughts  intrude  (as  love  is  always 
doubtful)  think  of  your  worth  and  beauty,  and  drive 
them  from  your  breath 

Mrs.  E.  What  thoughts?  I  have  no  thoughts  that 
wrong  my  hufband. 

Stu.  Such  thoughts  indeed  would  wrong  him.  The 
world  is  full  of  flander  ;  and  every  wretch  that  knows 
himfelf  unjuft,  charges  his  neighbour  with  like  paffions^ 
and  by  the  general  frailty  hides  his  own — If  you  are 
wife,  and  would  be  happy,  turn  a  deaf  car  to  fuch  re 
ports.  'Tis  ruin  to  believe  them. 

Mrs.  B.  Ay,  worfethan  ruin.  'Twould  be  to  fin  againft 
conviction.  Why  was  it  mentioned  ? 

Stu,  Xo  guard  you  againft  rumour.  Thefport  of  half 
mankind  is  mifchief ;  and  for  a  fingle  error  they  make 
men  devils.  If  their  tales  reach  you,  difbelieve  them. 

Mrs.  B.  What  tales  ?  By  whom  ?  Why  told  ?  I  have 
heard  nothing— or  if  I  had,  with  all  hi«  errors,  my  Be- 
verley's  firm  faith  admits  no  doubt— It  is  my  fafety,  my 
feat  of  reft  and  joy,  while  the  ftorm  threatens  round  me. 
I'll  not  forfake  it.  [Stukely  ^g-/tf  and  looks  down."]  Why 
turn  you,  Sir,  away  ?  and  why  that  figh  ? 

Stu.  I  was  attentive,  Madam  ;  and  fighs  will  come  we 
know  not  why.  Perhaps  I  have  Been  too  bufy — If  it 
fliould  feem  fo,  impute  my  zeal  to  friendfhip,  that  meant 
to  guard  you  againft  evil  tongues.  Your  Beverley  is 
wronged,  flandered  moil  vilely — My  life  upon  his  truth. 

Mrs.  B.  And  mine  too.  Who  is't  that  doubts  it  ?  But 
no  matter 1  am  prepared,  Sir Yet  why  this  cau 
tion  ?  You  are  my  hii (band's  friend  ;  I  think  you 
mine  too ;  the  common  friend  of  both.  [Paufes.]  I  had 
been  unconcerned  elfe. 

Stu.  For  heaven's  fake,  Madam,  be  fo  ftill !  I  meant 
to  guard  you  againft  fufpicion,  not  to  alarm  it. 

Mrs.  B.  Nor  have  you,  Sir.  Who  told  you  of  fuf* 
picion  ?  I  have  a  heart  it  cannot  reach. 

Stu.  Then  I  am  happy— I  would  fay  more— but  am 
prevented. 

Enter  Charlotte. 

Mrs.  B.  Who  was  it,  Charlotte  ? 

Char.  What  a  heart  has  that  Jarvis4— ^A  creditor, 
2  filter. 
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filler.  But  the  good  old  man  has  taken  him  away— - 
Don't  diflrefs  his  wife;  don't  diftrefs  his  filler,  i  could 
hear  him  fay.  '  Tis  cruel  to  diilrefs  the  afflicted  — — And 
when  he  faw  me  at  the  door,  he  begged  pardon  that  his 
friend  had  knocked  fo  loud. 

$tu.  I  wifli  I  had  known  of  this.  Was  it  a  large  de 
mand,  Madam  ? 

Char.  I  heard  not  that ;  but  vifits,  fuch  as  thefe,  we 
mull  expert  often — Why  fo  diilrefs'd,  filler?  This  is  no 
new  affliction. 

Mrs.  7?.  No,  Charlotte  ;  but  I  am  faint  with  watch-"    . 
ing— quite  funk  and  fpiritlefs — Will  you  excufe  me,  Sir  ?    -.« 
I'll  to  my  chamber,  and  try  to  retl  a  little. 

Stu.  Good  thoughts  go  with  you,  Madam.  .'•$. 

[Exit  Mrs.Esv. 

My  bait  is  taken,  then,  [/J£/r.] — Poor  Mrs.  Beverley  ! 
How  my  heart  grieves  to  fee  her  thus  ! 
Char.  Cure  her,  and  be  a  friend,  then, 
Stu.  How  cure  her,  Madam  ? 
Char*  Reclaim  my  brother. 

Stu.  Ay,  give  htm  a  new  creation,  or  breathe  another 
foul  into  him.  I'll  think  on't,  Madam;  Advice,  I  fee, 
is  thank lefs. 

Char.  Ufelefs  I  am  fure  it  is,  if  thro'  mitbken  friend- 
fhip,  or  other  motives,  you  feed  his  paifion  with  your 
purfe,  and  footh  it  by  example.  Pnyficians,  to  cure  fe 
vers,  keep  from  the  patient's  thirfry  lip  the  cup  that 
would  enflame  him.  You  give  it  to  his  hands.  [A  knock - 

i»g.]  Hark,  Sir! Thefe  are  my  brother's  defperatc 

fymptoms A  nother  creditor. 

Stu.  One  not  fo  eaiily  got  rid  of— What,  Levvfon  ! 

Enter  Lewibn. 

Lew.  Madam,  your  fervant— — Yours,  Sir.  I  was 
enquiring  for  you  at  your  lodgings. 

Stu.  -This  morning!  You  had.bufinefs,  then  ? 
Lew.  Youll  call  it  by  another  name,  perhaps.  Where's 
Mr.  Beverley,  Madam  ? 

Char.  We  ha\e  fent  to  enquire  for  him. 
Lav.  Is  he  abroad  then  ?  He  did  not  ufe  to  go  out  fa 
early. 

Cbar.  No,  nor  flay  out  fo  late. 

E  Lew, 
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Lew.  Is  that  the  cafe?  I  am  forry  for  it.  But  Mr. 
Stukely,  perhaps,  may  direct  you  to  him. 

^Stu.  I  have  already,  Sir.  But  what  was  your  bufinefs 
with  me  ? 

Le<iv.  To  congratulate  you  upon  your  late  fuccefles  at 

play.     Poor  Beverley  ! But  you  are  his  friend  j  and 

there's  a  comfort  in  having  fuccefsful  friends. 

Stu.  And  what  am  I  to  underftand  by  this  ? 

Lew.  That  Beverley's  a  poor  man,  with  a  rich  friend ; 
that's  all. 

Stu.  Your  words  would  mean  fomething,  I  fuppofe. 
Another  time,  Sir,  I  (hall  defire  an  explanation. 

Lew.  And  why  not  now?  f  am  no  dealer  in  long  fen- 
tences.  A  minute  or  two  will  do  for  me. 

Sfu.  But  not  for  me,  Sir.  I  am  flow  of  apprehenfion, 
and  muft  have  time  and  privacy.  A  lady's  prefence  en 
gages  my  attention.  Another  morning  I  may  be  found 
at  home. 

L&iv,  Another  morning,  then,  I'll  wait  upon  you, 

Stu.  I  fhall  exped  you,  Sir.     Madam,  your  fervant. 

[£#//'Stu. 

Char.  What  mean  you  by  this  ? 

Lew.  To  hint  to  him  that  I  know  him. 

Char.  How  know  him  ?  Mere  doubt  and  fuppofition  ! 

-Lew.  1  fhall  have  proof  foon. 

Char.  And  what  then  ?  Would  you  rilk  your  life  to  be 
his  punifher  ? 

.Lew.  My  life,  Madam  !  Don't  be  afraid.  And  yet  I 
am  happy  in  your  concern  for  me.  But  let  it  content 

you,  that  I  know  this  Stukely 'Twould  be  as  eafy  to 

make  him  honeft  as  brave. 

Char.  And  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ? 

Lew.  Nothing,  till  I  have  proof.  Yet  my  fufpicions 
are* we  11 -grounded — But,  methinks,  Madam,  lam  ading 
here  without  authority.  Could  I  have  leave  to  call  Mr. 
Beverley  brother,  his  concerns  would  be  my  own.  Why 
will  you  make  my  fervices  appear  officious  ? 

Char.  You  know  my  reafons,  and  fhould  not  prefs  me, 
But  I  am  cold,  you  fay  ;  and  cold  I  will  be,  while  a  poor 

lifter's  deftitute My  heart  bleeds  for  her ;  and  till  I 

fee  her  forrows  moderated,  love  has  no  joys  for  me, 

Lew.  Can  I  be  lefs  a  friend  by  being  a  brother  ?  I 

would 
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would  not  fay  an  unkind  thing— But  the  pillar  of  your 
houfe  is  (haken  ;  prop  it  with  another,  and  it  fliall  itand 
firm  again.  You  muil  comply. 

Char.  And  will,  when  I  have  peace  within  myfelf. 
But  let  us  change  this  fubje6t— Your  bufinefs  here  this 
morning  is  with  my  fifler.  Misfortunes  prefs  too  hard 
upon  her  ;  yet,  till  vo-day,  fhehas  borne  them  nobly. 

Lew.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Char.  Gone  to  her  chamber.     Her  fpirits  failed  her. 

Lew.  I  hear  her  coming.  Let  what  has  pafled  with  Sruke- 
ly  be  a  fecret — She  has  already  too  much  to  trouble  her. 
Enter  Mrs.  Beverley. 

Mrs.  B.  Good  morning,  Sir ;  I  heard  your  voice,  and, 
as  I  thought,  enquiring  for  me.  Where's  Mr.  Stukely, 
Charlotte  ? 

Char.  This  moment  gone You  have  been  in  tears, 

filler ;  but  here's  a  friend  (hall  comfort  you. 

Lew.  Or,  if  I  add  to  your  diftrefles,  I'll  beg  your  par 
don,  Madam.  The  fale  of  your  houfe  and  furniture  was 
finifhed  yefterday. 

Mrs.  JB.  I  know  it,  Sir ;  I  know  too  your  generous 
reafon  for  putting  me  in  mind  of  it.  But  you  have  obliged 
me  too  much  already. 

Lew.  There  are  trifles,  Madam,  which  I  know  you 
have  fet  a  value  on  ;  thofe  I  have  purchafed,  and  will  de 
liver.  I  have  a  friend,  too,  that  eileems  you — He  has 
bought  largely,  and  will  call  nothing  his,  till  he  has  feen 
you.  If  a  vifit  to  him  would  not  be  painful,  he  has  begged 
it  may  be  this  morning. 

Mrs.  B.  Not  painful  in  the  lead.  My  pain  is  from 
the  kindnefs  of  my  friends.  Why  am  I  to  be  obliged  be 
yond  the  power  or  return  ? 

Lew.  You  fliall  repay  us  at  your  own  time.  I  have  a 
coach  waiting  at  the  door — Shall  we  have  your  company, 
Madam  ?  [To  Char. 

Char.  No ;  my  brother  may  return  foon  ;  I'll  ftay 
and  receive  him. 

Mrs.  B.  He  may  want  a  comforter,  perhaps.  But 
don't  upbraid  him,  Charlotte.  We  fhan't  be  ablent  long. 
Come,  Sir,  fmce  I  muft  be  fo  obliged, 

Lew.  'Tis  I  that  am  obliged.     An  hour,  or  lefs,  will 
B  2  be 
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be  fufficient  for  us.     We  fhall  find  you  at  home,  Madam*. 
[To  Char,  and  exit  with  Mis.  Bev. 
Char.  Certainly.     1  have  but  little  inclination  to  ap 
pear  abroad.     Oh,  this  brother,  this  brother  !  to  what 
wretchednefs  has  he  reduced  us  !  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Stukely'j  Lodgings. 

Enter  Stukely. 

Stu.  That  Lewfon  fufpecls  me  'tis  too  plain.  Yet  why 
fnould  he  fufpeft  me  ?— I  appear  the  friend  of  Severity 
as  much  as  he.  But  I  am  rich,  it  feems  ;  and  fo  I  am, 
i hank s  to  another's  folly,  and  my  own  wiidom.  To  what 
\ifeis  wifdom,  but  to  take  advantage  of  the  weak  ?  This 
Beverley's  my  fool ;  I  cheat  him,  and  he  calls  me  friend. 

But  more  bufinefs  mult  be  done  yet His  wife's  jewels 

are  unfold  ;  fo  is  the  reverlion  of  his  uncle's  eftate  :  I  mutt 
have  thefe  too.     And  then  there's  a  treafure  above  all — • 

I  love  his  wife Before  Ihe  knew  this  Beverley  I  loved 

her;  but,  like  a  cringing  fool,  bowed  at  a  dillance,  while 

he  itepp'd  in  and  won  her Never,  never  will  I  forgive 

him  for  it.     My  pride,  as  well  as  love,  is  wounded  by 
shis  conqneft.     I  mull  have  vengeance.     Thofe  hints, 

this  morning,  were  well  thrown  in Already  they  have 

fattened  on  her.     If  jealoufy  fhould  weaken  her  affections, 

want  may  corrupt  her  virtue My  heart  rejoices  in  the 

hope Thtte  jewels   may  do  much He  fhall  de 
mand  them  of  her  ;  which,  when  mme,  fliall  be  converted 

to  fpecial  purpoies What  now,  Bates  ? 

Enter  Bates. 

Butes.  Is  it  a  wonder,  then,  to  fee  me  ?  The  forces 
are  ail  in  readinefs,  and  only  wait  for  orders.  Where's 
Beverley  ? 

#///.  At  laft  night's  rendezvous,  waiting  for  me.  Is 
Daw fon  with  you? 

Bates.  Drdfed  like  a  nobleman  ;  with  money  in  his 
pocker,  and  a  let  of  dice  that  (hall  deceive  the  devil. 

titu*  That  fellow  has  a  head  to  undo  a  nation  ;  but  for 
the  re  ft,  they  are  luch  low-mannered,  ill- looking  dogs,  I 
wonder  Beverley  has  not  iufpected  them. 

Bates.  No  matter  for  manners  and  looks.    Do  you  fup- 
ply  them  with  money,  and  they  are  gentlemen  by  pi o- 
leilion— I  lie  paiiion  of  gaming  cults  fuch  a  in  ill  be 
fore 
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fore  the  eyes,  that  the  nobleman  fliall  be  furrounded  with 
fharpers,  and  imagine  himfelf  in  the  belt  company. 

Stu.  There's  that  Williams,  too.  It  was  he,  I  iuppofe, 
that  called  at  Beverley's  with  the  note  this  morning. 
What  directions  did  you  give  him  ? 

Bates.  To  knock  loud,  and  be  clamorous.  Did  not 
you  fee  him  ? 

Stu.  No,  the  fool  fneaked  off  with  Jarvis.  Had  he 
appeared  withindoors,  as  directed,  the  note  had  been  dif- 
charged.  I  waited  there  on  purpofe.  I  want  the  women 
to  think  well  of  me  ;  for  Lewfon's  grown  fufpicious  ;  he 
told  me  fo  himfelf. 

Bates.  What  an  Aver  did  you  make  him  ? 

Sin.  A  fhort  one That  I  would  fee  him  foon,  for 

farther  explanation. 

Bates.  We  mult  take  care  of  him.  But  what  have  we 
to  do  with  Beverley  ?  Dawfon  and  the  reft  are  wondering 
at  you. 

Stu.  Why,  let  them  wonder.  I  have  defigns  above  their 
narrow  reach.  They  fee  me  lend  him  money,  and  they 
flare  at  me.  But  they  are  fools.  I  want  him  to  believe 
me  beggared  by  him. 

Bates.  And  what  then  ? 

Stu.  Ay,  there's  the  queftion ;  but  no  matter ;  at 
night  you  may  know  more.  He  waits  for  me  at  WiU 
fon's.  I  told  the  women  where  to  find  him. 

Bates.  To  what  purpofe  ? 

Stu.  To  fave  fufpicion.  It  looked  friendly,  and  they 
thanked  me.  Old  Jarvis  was  difpatched  to  him. 

Bates.  And  may  intreat  him  home 

Stu.  No;  he  expeds  money  from  me;   but  I'll  have 

none.     His  wife's  jewels  muft  go Women  are  eafy 

creatures,  and  refufe  nothing  where  they  love.  Follow 
to  Wilfon's ;  but  be  fure  he  fees  you  not.  You  are  a 
man  of  character,  you  know;  of  prudence  and  difcretion. 
Wait  for  me  in  an  outer  room  ;  I  fhall  have  bufinefs  for 
you  prefently.  Come,  Sir  ; 

Let  drudging  fools  by  honefty  grow  great  ? 

The  fliorter  road  to  riches  is  deceit. 

\ILxcuit. 
END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 

B  3  ACT 
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ACT        II. 

SCENE,  a  Gamhtg-boufe,  with  a  Table,  Box,  Dice,  &c.x 
Beverley,  tkf cow* td. fitting* 

BEVERLEY. 

WHY,  what  a  world  is  this  !  The  ilave  that  digs  for 
gold,  receives  his  daily  pittance,  and  fleeps  con 
tented  ;  while  thole  for  whom  he  labours,  convert  their 
good  to  mifchief,  making  abundance  the  means  or  wanr. 
Oh,  Pname,  fhame  !  Had  Fortune  given  me  hut  a  little, 
that  little  had  been  full  my  own.  But  plenty  leads  to 
xvafte  ;  and  (hallow  fl reams  maintain  their  currents,  while 
fwelling  rivers  beat  down  their  banks,  and  leave  their 
channels  empty.  What  had  I  to  do  w-ith  play  ?  I  wanted 
nothing.  My  wiflies  and  my  means  were  equal.  The 
poor  foltowe"d  me  with  bleffings,  love  fcattered  rofes  on 

my  pillow,  and  morning  waked  me  to  delight Oh^ 

bitter  thought,  that  leads  to  what  I  was,  by  what  I  am  ! 

J  w-ould  forget  both ^Who's  there  ? 

Enter  a  Waiter, 

Wait.  A  gentleman,  Sir,  enquires  for  you. 

J3cv.  He  might  have  uled  Ids  ceremony.     Stukely,  I 
fuppofe  ? 
'    I'P'ait.  No,  Sir,,  a  Granger. 

Rev.  Well,  (hew  him  in.  [Exit  Waiter. 
A  meffenger  from  Stukely  then  ;  from  him  that  has  un 
done  me  !  yet  all  in  friendfiiip And  now  he  lends  me 

his  little,  to  bring  back  fortune  to  me. 

Enter  Jarvis. 

Jar  vis  1 — Why  this  intrufion  ? — -Your  abfence  had  been 
kinder. 

Jar.  I  came  in  duty,  Sir.     If  it  be  troublefome . 

Rev.   It  is 1  would  be  private hid  even  from 

myfelf.     Who  fent  you  hither  ? 

"jar.  One  that  would  perfuade  you  home  again.     My 
nii'urefs  is  not  well ;  her  tears  told  me  fo. 

Jjt'v.  Go  with  thy  duty  there  then *  But  does  (lie 

*  weep  ?  I  am  to  blame  to  let  her  weep.*    Pr'ythee,  be 
gone  :  I  have  no  bulineis  for  thee. 

Ja*\  Yes,  Sir  j  to  lead  you  from  this  place.     I  am 

your 
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your  fervant  {till.  Your  profperous  fortune  blefled  my 
old  age.  If  that  has  left  you,  I  muft  not  leave  you. 

Bcv.  Not  leave  me  !  Recall  pa  ft  time,  then;  or  thro* 
this  fea  of  ftorms  and  darknels,"  (hew  me  a  ftar'to  guide 
me But  what  canft  thou  ? 

Jar.  The  little  that  I  can  I  will.  You  have  been  ge 
nerous  to  me  — I  would  not  offend  you,  Sir — but 

Bcv.  No.  Think'ft  thou  I'd  ruin  thee,  too  ?  I  have 
enough  of  fhame  already — My  wife,  my  wife!  Wouldil 
thou  believe  it,  Jarvis  ?  I  have  not  feen  her  all  this  long 

night 1  who  have  loved  her  ib,  that  every  hour  of  ab- 

fence  feemed  as  a  gap  in  life.  But  other  bonds  have  held 
me— Oh,  I  have  played  the  boy  !  dropping  my  coun 
ters  in  the  ftream,  and  reaching  to  redeem  them,  loft  my- 
ielf.  *  Why  wilt  thou  follow  mifery  ?  Or  if  thou  wilt, 
*  go  to  thy  miftrefs  :  fhe  has  no  guilt  to  fling  her ;  and 
4  therefore  may  be  comforted.' 

Jar.  For  pity's  fake,  Sir  !  I  have  no  heart  to  fee 
this  change. 

Bcv.  Nor  I  to  bear  it How  fpeaks  the  world  of 

me,  Jarvis  ? 

Jar.  As  of  a  good  man  dead.  Of  one,  who,  walking 
in  a  dream,  fell  down  a  precipice.  The  world  is  forry 
for  you. 

£cv.  Ay,  and  pities  me.     Says  it  not  fo  ?    But  I  was 

born  to  infamy I'll  tell  thee  what  it  fays  ;  it  calls  me 

villain,  a  treacherous  hulband,  a  cruel  father,  a  falfe  bro 
ther,  one  loft  to  nature  and  her  chanties  ;  or,  to  fay  all  in 
one  fliort  word,  it  calls  me — gamefter.— — Go  to  thy 
miftrefs ;  I'll  fee  her  prefently. 

Jar.  And  why  not  now  ?  Rude  people  prefs  upon  her ; 
loud,  bawling  creditors  ;  wretches,  who  know  no  pity— 
I  met  one  at  the  door  ;  he  would  have  feen  my  miftrefs : 
J  wanted  means  of  prefent  payment,  fo  promifed  it  to 
morrow.  But  others  may  be  prefixing,  and  fhe  has  grief 
enough  already.  Your  abfence  hangs  too  heavy  on  her. 

Bev.  Tell  her  I'll  come  then.     I  have  a  moment's  buii- 
nefs.     But  what  haft  thou  to  do  with  my  diftrefles  ?  Thy 
honefty  has  left  thee  poor  ;  and  age  wants  comfort 
Keep  what  thou  hail  *  for  cordials,'  left  between  thee 
and  the  grave,  mifery  fteal  in,     I  have  a  friend  {hall 

counfel  me This  is  that  friend. 

4  Enter 
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Enter  Stukely. 

Stu.  How  fares  it,  Beverley  ?  Honeft  Mr.  Jarvis, 
well  met  ;  I  hoped  to  find  you  here.  That  viper  Wil 
liams  !  Was  it  not  he  that  troubled  you  this  morning  ? 

Jar.  My  miftrefs  heard  him  then  ?— — — I  am  forry 
that  {he  heard  him.  . 

Bev.  And  Jarvis  promifed  payment. 

Stu.  That  muft  not  be.     Tell  him  I'll  fatisfy  him. 

Jar.  Will  you,  Sir  ?  Heaven  will  reward  you  for'f. 

Bev.  Generous  Stukely  !  Friendfhip  like  yours,  had  it 
ability  like  will,  would  more  than  balance  the  wrongs  of 
fortune. 

Stu.  You  think  too  kindl)*of  me Makehafte  to 

Williams  ;  his  clamours  may  be  rude  elfe.  [To  Jar. 

Jar.  And  my  mailer  will  go  home  again — Alas  ! 

Sir,  we  know  of  hearts  there  breaking  for  his  ab fence. 

[Exit. 

JSev.  Would  I  were  dead  ! 

Stu.  *  Or  turn'd  hermit,  counting  a  firing  of  beads  in 

*  a  dark  cave;  or  under  a  weeping  willow,   praying  for 

*  mercy  on  the  wicked.'     Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! — Pr'ythee   be 
a  man,  and  leave  dying  to  difeafe  and  old  age.     Fortune 
may  be  ours  again  ;  at  lead  we'll  try  for't. 

Bev.  No  ;  it  has  fool'd  us  on  too  far. 

Stu.  Ay,  ruSn'd  us  ;   and  therefore  we'll  lit  down  con 
tented.     Thefe  are  the  defpondings  of  men  without  mo 
ney  ;  but  let  the  fhining  ore  chink  in  the  pocket,  and 
folly  turns  to  wifdom.     We  are  Fortune's   children 
True,  fhe's  a  fickle  mother  ;  but  fhall  we  droop  becaufe 

fne's  peevifh  ? No  ;    (he  has   fmiles  in  ftore.     And 

thefe  her  frowns  are  meant  to  brighten  'em. 

Sev.  Is  this  a  time  for  levity  ?  But  you  are  fingle  in 
the  ruin,  and  therefore  may  talk  lightly  of  it.  With  me 
'tis  complicated  mifery. 

Stu.  Vou  cenfure  me  unjuftly 1  butaflumed  thefe 

fpirits  to  cheer  my  friend.     Heaven   knows  he  wants  a 
comforter. 

Bev.  What  new  misfortune  ? 

Stu.  I  would  have  brought  you  money ;  but  lenders 
want  fecurities.  What's  to  be  done?  All  that  was  mine 
is  yours  already, 

Bev. 
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Bcv.  And  there's  the  double  weight  that  finks  me.  I 
have  undone  my  friend,  too  ;  one,  who  to  lave  a  drown 
ing  wretch,  reached  out  his  hand,  and  perifhed  with 
him. 

Stu.  Have  better  thoughts. 

Kev.  Whence  are  they  to  proceed  ?  I  have  nothing 
left. 

Stu.  [Sighing.]  Then  we're  indeed  undone.  What 
nothing?  '  No  moveablts,  nor  ufelefs  trinkets?  Baw- 
bles  locked  up  in  calkets  to  flarve  their  owners  ?  I  have 
ventured  deeply  for  you. 

Bev.  Therefore  this  heart-ake  ;  for  I  am  loft  beyond 
all  hope. 

Stu.  No  j  means  may  be  found  to  fave  us.  Jarvis  is 
rich.  Who  made  him  ib  ?  This  is  no  time  for  cere 
mony. 

JJPV.  And  is  it  for  difhoneity  ?  The  good  old  man  ! 
Shall  I  rob  him  too  ?  My  friend  would  grieve  for't. 
No  ;  let  the  little  that  he  has,  buy  food  and  cioathing 
for  him. 

Stu.  Good  morning  then*  [Going. 

Ben).  So  hafly  !  Why  then,  good  morning. 

Stu.  And  when  we  meet  again,  upbraid  me.  Say  it 
was  I  that  tempted  you,  TellLewfonfo;  and  tell  him 

I  have  wrong'd  you He  has  fufpicions  of  me,  and 

will  thank  you. 

Bev.  No;  we  hnve  been  companions  in  a  rafh  voy 
age,  and  the  fame  ftorm  has  wreck'd  us  both.  Mine  (hall 
be  feU-upbraidings. 

Stu.  And  will  they  feed  us  ?  You  deal  unkindly  by  me. 
I  have  fold  and  borrow'd  for  you,  while  land  or  credit 
lailed  ;  and  now,  when  fortune  fhould  be  try'd,  and  my 
heart  whifpers  me  fuccefs,  I  am  deferted ;  turn'd  loofe 
to  beggary,  while  you  have  hoards. 

Bev.  What  hoards  ?  Name  'em,  and  take  'em- 

A/«.  Jewels. 

£cv.  And  fiiall  this  thriftlef?  hand  feize  them  too  ? 
My  poor,  poor  wife  !  Mult  fhe  lofe  all  ?  I  would  not 
wound  her  ib. 

Stu.  Nor  I,  but  from  neceflity.  One  effort  more,  and 
Fortune  may  grow  kind.  I  have  unufual  hopes, 

Bcv,  Think  of  fome  other  means  then* 
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Stu.  I  have  ;  and  you  rejected  'em. 
Bev.  Pr'ythee  let  me  be  a  man. 
Stu.  Ay,  and  your  friend  a  poor  one.     But   I  have 
done.     And  for  thefe  trinkets  of  a  woman,  why,  let  her 
keep  'em  to  deck  out  pride  with,    and  fliew   a  laughing 
world  that  flie  has  finery  to  flarve  in. 

Bev.  No  ;  fhe  fiiall  yield  up  all.  My  friend  demands 
it.  But  need  we  have  talk'd  lightly  of  her  ?  The  jew 
els  that  me  values  are  truth  and  innocence Thofe 

\Vill  adorn  her  ever  ;  and  for  the  reft,  flie  wore  'em  for 
a  hufband's  pride,  and  to  his  wants  will  give  'em.  Alas  ! 
you  know  her  not.  Where  fliall  we  meet  ? 

Stu.  No  matter.  I  have  chang'd  my  mind.  Leave 
me  to  a  prifon  ;  'tis  the  reward  of  friendfhip. 

Beij.  Perifh  mankind  firfl  Leave  you  to  a  prifon  ! 
No ;  fallen  as  you  fee  me,  I'm  not  that  wretch.  Nor 
would  I  change  this  heart,  o'ercharged  as  'tis  with  folly 
and  misfortune,  for  one  moft  prudent  and  mofl  happy, 
if  callous  to  a  friend's  diftrefs. 
Stu.  You  are  too  warm. 

Ber.  In  fuch  a  caufe,  not  to  be  warm  is  to  be  frozen. 
Farewel.  I'll  meet  you  at  your  lodgings. 

Stu.  Reflect  a  tittle.  The  jewels  may  be  loft.  Bet 
ter  not  hazard  'em — I  was  too  preffing. 

Bev.  And  I  ungrateful.  Reflection  takes  up  time.  I 
have  no  leifure  for't.  Within  an  hour  expect  me. 

[Exit. 
Stu.  The  thoughtlefs,   fhallow   prodigal !     We  fliall 

have  fport  at  night,  then — But  hold The  jewels  are 

not  ours  yet — They  lady  may  refufe  'em — The  hulband 
may  relent,  too — 'Tis  rvjore  than  probable — I'll  write  a 
note  to  Beverley,  and  the  contents  mall  fpur  him  to  de 
mand  *em  'But  am  I  grown  this  rogue  thro*  avarice  ? 
No  ;  I  have  warmer  motives,  love  and  revenge — Ruin 
the  hufband  and  the  wife's  virtue  may  be  bid  for.  *  'Tis 
of  uncertain  value,  and  finks  or  rifes  in  the  purchafe, 
as  want  or  wealth,  or  paflion  governs.  The  poor  part 
cheaply  with  it  ;  rich  dames,  tho*  pleafed  with  felling, 
will  have  high  prices  for't.  Your  love-tick  girls  give 
it  for  oaths  and  lying.  But  tender  wives,  who  boaft 
of  honour  and  affections,  keepitagainft  famine — Why, 
let  famine  come  then ;  I  am  in  hafte  to  purchafe.' 

Enter 
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Enter  Bates. 

Look  to  your  men,  Bates  ;  there's  money  fUrring.  We 
meet  to-night  upon  this  fpot.  Haflen,  and  tell  'em  fo. 
Beverley  calls  upon  me  at  my  lodgings,  and  we  return 
together.  Haften,  I  fay,  the  rogues  will  fcatter  elfe. 

Bates.  Not  till  their  leader  bids  'em. 

Stu.  Come  on,  then.     Give  'em  the  word  and  follow 

me  ;  I  muft  advife  with  you This  is  a  day  of  bufi- 

nel's.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Beverley's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Beverley  and  Charlotte. 

Char.  Your  looks  are  chang'd,  too ,-  there's  wildnefs 
in  'em.  My  wretched  lifter  !  How  will  it  grieve  her  to 
fee  you  thus ! 

Bev.  No,  no a  little  reft  will  eafe   me.     And  for 

your  Lewfon's  kindnefs  to  her,  it  has  my  thanks;  I 
have  no  more  to  give  him. 

Char.  Yes;  a  lifter  and  her  fortune.  I  trifle  with 
him,  and  he  complains — My  looks,  he  fays,  are  cold  up 
on  hii-n.  He  thinks  too — 

Bcv.  That  1  have  loft  your  fortune He  dares  not 

think  fo. 

Char.  Nor  does  he— You  are  too  quick  at  gueffing.  He 
cares  not  if  you  had.  That  care  is  mine — I  lent  it  you 
to  hufband,  and  now  I  claim  it. 

JBev.  You  have  fufpicions  then. 

Char.  Cure  'em,  and  give  it  me. 

Bev.  To  flop  a  fitter's  chiding  ? 

Char.  To  vindicate  her  brother. 

Bev.  How  if  he  needs  no  vindication  ? 

Char.  I  would  fain  hope  fo. 

Bev.  Ay,  would  and  cannot.  Leave  it  to  time,  then ; 
'twill  fatisfy  all  doubts. 

Char.  Mine  are  already  fatisfied. 

Bcv.  'Tis  well.  And  when  the  fubjecl  is  renewed, 
fpeak  to  me  like  a  fifter,  and  I  will  anfwer  like  a  bro 
ther. 

Char.  To  tell  me  I'm  a  beggar.  Why,  tell  it  now. 
I  that  can  bear  the  ruin  of  thole  dearer  to  me,  the  ruin 
of  a  fifter  aad  her  infant,  can  bear  that  too. 

Bw. 
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Bev.  No  more  of  this         you  wring  my  heart. 

Char.  Would  that  the  mifery  were  all  your  own  !    But 

innocence  mufl  fufter Unthinking   rioter  !    whofe 

home  was  heaven  to  him  ;  an  angel  dwelt  there,  and  a 

little  cherub,  that  crowned  his  days  with  blefiings. • 

How  he  has  loft  this  heaven  to  league  with  devils ! 

Bev.  Forbear,  I  fay  ;  reproaches  come  too  late ;  they 
fearch,  but  cure  not.  And  for  the  fortune  you  demand, 
we'll  talk  to-morrow  on't  ;  our  tempers  may  be  milder. 

Char.  Or,  if  'tis  gone,  why  farewel  all.  I  claimed  it 
for  a  lifter.  *  She  holds  my  heart  in  her's  ;  and  every 
•  p^ng  (he  feels  tears  it  in  pieces'— But  I'll  upbraid 
no  more.  What  Heaven  permits,  perhaps,  it  may  or 
dain  ;  '  and  forrow  then  is  linful.'  Yet  that  the  hufband  ! 
father  !  brother  !  fliould  be  its  inftruments  of  vengeance  ! 
•' Tis  grievous  to  know  that. 

Be<v.  If  you're  my  fifter,  fpare  the  remembrance • 

it  wounds  too  deeply.  To-morrow  {hall  clear  all ;  and 
when  the  worft  is  known,  it  may  be  better  than  your 
fears.  Comfort  my  wife  ;  and  for  the  pains  of  abfence, 
I'll  make  atonement.  The  world  may  yet  go  well  with 
us. 

Char.  See  where  (lie  comes ! Look  chearfully  upon 

her Afteftions  fuch  as  hers  are  prying,  and  lend  thole 

.eyes  that  read  the  foul. 

Enter  Mrs.  Beverley  ami  Lewfon. 

Mrs.  B.  My  life ! 

BC--V.  My  love  !  how  fares  it  ?  I  have  been  a  truant 
hufbancj. 

Mrs.  B.  But  we  meet  now,  and  that  heals  all — Doubts 
and  alarms  I  have  had  ;  but  in  this  dear  embrace  I  bury 
and  forget 'em.  My  friend  here  [Point  ing  to  Lewfon] 
has  been  indeed  a  friend.  Charlotte,  'tis  you  muft  thank 
him :  your  brother's  thanks  and  mine  are  of  too  little 
value. 

Bev.  Yet  what  we  have  we'll  pay.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 
and  am  obliged.  I  would  fay  more,  but  that  your  good- 
nefs  to  the  wife,  upbraids  the  hufband's  follies,  had  I 
been  wife,  (he  had  not  trefpafled  on  your  bounty. 

Lew.  Nor  has  me  trefpaffed.  The  little  I  have  done, 
acceptance  over-pnys. 

Char. 
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Char.  So  friendihip  thinks 

Mrs.  B.  And  double  obligations  by  driving  to  conceal 

'em We'll  talk  another  time  on't. You  are  too 

thoughtful,  love. 

•Brv.  No,  I  have  reafon  for  thefe  thoughts. 

Cbar.  And  hatred  for  the  caufe — Would  you  had  that 
too  ! 

ficr.  I  have The  caufe  was  avarice. 

Char.  And  who  the  .tempter  ? 

Bev.  A  ruined  friend ruined  by  too  much  kind- 
lie  fs. 

Lew.  Ay,  worfe  than  ruined ;  ftabbed  in  his  fame, 
mortally  ftabbed — riches  can't  cure  him. 

Bev.  Or  if  they  could,  thofe  I  have  drained  him  of. 
Something  of  this  he  hinted  in  the  morning — that  Lew- 

fon  had  fufpicions  of  him Why  thefe  fufpicions  ? 

[Angrily. 

Lew.  At  fchool  we  knew  this  Stukely.  A  cunning, 
plodding  boy  he  was,  fordid  and  cruel,  flow  at  his  tafk, 
but  quick  at  Ihifts  and  tricking.  He  fchemed  out  mif- 
chief,  that  others  might  be  puniihed  ;  and  would  tell  his 
tale  with  fo  much  art,  that  for  the  lafti  he  merited,  re 
wards  and  praife  were  given  him.  Shew  me  a  boy  with 
fuch  a  mind,  and  time,  that  ripens  manhood  in  him,  mail 
ripen  vice  too— I'll  prove  him,  and  lay  him  open  to  you 
•Till  then  be  warned—— I  know  him,  and  therefore 
(him  him. 

Bev.  As  I  would  thofe  that  wrong  him. You  are 

too  bufy,  Sir. 

Mrs.  B.  No,  not  too  bufy Miftaken,  perhaps • 

That  had  been  milder. 

Lew.  No  matter,  Madam.  I  can  bear  this,  and  praife 
the  heart  that  prompts  it — Pity  fuch  friendfhip  iliould  be 
fo  placed  ! 

Bev.  Again,  Sir  !  But  I'll  bear  too — You  wrong  him, 
Levvfon,  and  will  be  forry  for't. 

Char.  Ay,  when  'tis  proved  he  wrongs  him.  The  World 
is  full  of  hypocrites. 

Bcv.  And  Stukely  one — fo  you  would  infer,  I  think. 

I'll  hear  no  more  of  this-— — my  heart  akes  for  him 

—I  have  undone  him. 

C  Lfw,- 
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Lew,  The  world  fays  otherwife. 

Bev.  The  world  is  talle  then 1  have  bufinefs  with 

you,  love.  [To  Mrs.  Bev.]  We'll  leave  'em  to  their  ran 
cour.  [Going, 

Char.  No  ;  we  {hall  find  room  within  for't. Come 

this  way,  Sir.  [To  Lew. 

Lew.  Another  time  my  friend  will  thank  me ;  that 
time  is  haftening  too.  [  Exeunt  Lew.  and  Char. 

Bev.  They  hurt  me  beyond  bearing Is  Stukely 

falfe  ?  Then  honefty  has  left  us!  'Twere  finning  againfl 
Heaven  to  think  fo. 

Mrs.  B.  I  never  doubred.him. 

Bev.  No-;  you  are  charity.  Meeknefs  andever-du- 
ring  patience  live  in  that  heart,  and  lov£  that  knows  no 
change. Why  did  I  ruin  you  ? 

Mrs.  B.  You  have  not  ruined  me.  I  have  no  wants 
when  you  are  prefent,  nor  vvifhes  in  your  abfence  but  to 
be  bleft  with  your  return.  Be  but  reftgn'd  to  what 
has  happened,  and  I  am  rich  beyond  the  dreams  of 
avarice. 

Bev.  My  generous  girl ! — But  memory  will  be  bufy  ; 
flill  crouding  on  my  thoughts,  to  four  the  prefent  by 
the  paft.  I  have  another  pang  too. 

Mrs.  B.  Tell  it,  and  let  me  cure  it. 

Bev.  That  friend that  generous  friend,   whofe 

fame  they  have  traduced 1  have  undone  him  too. 

While  he  had  means  he  lent  me  largely  ;  and  now  a  pri- 
fon  muft  be  his  portion. 

Mrs.  B.  No  ;  I  hope  othenvife. 

Bev.  To  hope  muft  be  to  aft.  The  charitable  wifh 
feeds  not  the  hungry— —Something  muft  be  done. 

Mrs.  B.  What  ? 

Bev.  In  bitternefs  of  heart  he  told  me,  juft  now  he 
told  me,  I  had  undone  him.  Could  I  hear  that,  and 
think  of  happinefs  ?  No  j  I  have  difclaimed  it,  while  he 
is  miferable. 

Mrs.  B.  The  world  may  mend  with  us,  and  then  we 
may  be  grateful.  There's  comfort  in  that  hope. 

Bev.  Ay  ;  'tis  the  fick  man's  cordial,  his  promifed 
cure  ;  while  in  preparing  it  the  patient  dies.  What 
now? 

5  Enter 
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Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  A  letter,  Sir.  [Delivers  it  and  Ex. 

Bev.  The  hand  is  Stukely's. 

[Opens  it  and  reads  it  to  himfelf. 

Mrs.  B.  And  brings  good  news at  lead  I'll  hope  fa 

What  fays  he,  love  ? 

Bev.  Why  this — too  much  for  patience.  Yet  he  di- 
redls  me  to  conceal  it  from  you.  [Reads* 

"  Let'  your  hafte  to  fee  me  be  the  only  proof  of  your 
efteem  for  me.  I  have  determined,  (ince  we  parted,  t» 
bid  adieu  to  England;  chufing  rather  to  forfake  my 
country ,r than  owe  my  freedom  in  it,  to  the  means  we 
talked  of.  Keep  this  a  fecret  at  home,  and  haften  to  the 
ruined  *  R.  STUKELY." 

Ruined  by  friendship  ! 1  mufl  relieve  or  follow 

hjm. 

Mrs.  B.  Follow  him,  did  you  fay  ?  Then  I  am  loft  in 
deed  ! 

Bev.  O  this  infernal  vice  !  how  has  it  funk  me  !  A 
vice,  whofe  higheft  joy  was  poor  to  my  domeftic  happi- 
nefs.  Yet  how  have  I  purfued  it  !  turned  all  my  com- 
forts  to  bittereft  pangs-,  and  all  my  fmiles  to  tears. 
Damn'd,  damn'd  infatuation  ! 

Mrs.  B.  Be  cool,  my  life  !  What  are  the  means  the 

letter  talks  of  ?  Have  you have  I  thofe  means  ?   Tell 

me,  and  eafe  me.     I  have  no  life  while  you  are  wretch 
ed. 

Bev.  No,  no  ;  it  muft  not  be.  'Tie  I  alone  have  fin 
ned  ;  'tis  I  alone  muft  fuffer.  You  fhall  referve  thofe 
means  to  keep  my  child  and  his  wronged  mother  from 
want  and  wretchednefs. 

Mrs.  B.  What  means  ? 

Bev.  I  came  to  rob  you  of  'em but  cannot— dare 

not Thofe  jewels  are  your  fole  fupport —I  ihould 

be  more  than  monfter  to  requeft  'em. 

Mrs.  B.  My  jewels  ?  Trifles,  not  worth  the  fpeaking 
of,  if  weighed  againft  a  hu&and's  peace  ;  but  let  'em 
purchafe  that,  and  the  world's  wealth  is  of  lefs  value. 

Bcv.  Amazing  goodnefs  !  How  little  do  I  feetn  before 
fuch  virtues  ! 

C  2  Mrs.  j?. 
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Mrs.  J5.  No  more,  my  love.  I  kept  'em  till  occa&on 
called  to  ufe  'em  ;  now  is  the  occalion,  and  I'll  refign  'em 
qhearfully. 

Bev.  Why  we'll  be  rich  in  love  then.     •  But  this  ex- 

*  cefs  of  kindnefs  melts  me.     Yet  for  a  friend  one  would 

*  do  much— He  has  denied  me  nothing.' 

Mrs.  B.  Come  to  my  clofet— -But  let  him  manage 
wifely.  We  have  no  more  to  give  him. 

Bev.  Where  learnt  my  love  this  excellence  ?     '  'Tis 

*  Heaven's  own  teaching  :  that  Heaven,  which  to  an  an- 

*  gel's  form  has  given  a  mind  more  lovely.'     I  am  un 
worthy  of  you,  but  will  deferve  you  better. 

Henceforth  my  follies  and  neglects  fhall  ceafe, 
And  all  to  come  be  penitence  and  peace  ; 
Vice  mall  no  more  attract  me  with  her  charms, 
Nor -pleafure  reach  me,  but  in  thefe  dear  arms. 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT        III. 

SCENE  Stukely's  Loetgingi. 

£nter  Stukely  and  Bates. 

STUKELY. 

SO  runs  the  world,  Bates.  Fools  are  the  natural  prey 
of  knaves  ;  Nature  defigned  them  fo,  when  fhe 
made  lambs  for  wolves.  The  laws  that  fear  and  policy 
have  framed,  Nature  declaims :  (lie  knows  but  two, 
and  thofe  are  force  and  cunning.  The  nobler  law  is 
force;  but  then  there's  danger  in't ;  while  cunni'ng, 
like  a  Ikiiful  miner,  works  fafely  and  unfeen. 

Bates.  And  therefore  wifely.  Force  muft  have  nerves 
and  finews  ;  cunning  wants  neither.  The  dwarf  that 
has  it  mail  trip  the  giant's  heels  up. 

Stu.  And  bind  him  to  the  ground.  Why,  we'll  erect  a 
(hriae  for  Nature,  and  be  her  oracles.  Confcience  is 
weaknefs ;  fear  made  it,  and  fear  maintains  it.  The 
dread  of  fliame,  inward  reproaches,  and  fictitious  burn 
ings 
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ings  fwell  out  the  phantom.  Nature  knows  none  of  this  ; 
her  laws  are  freedom. 

Bates.  Sound  dodrine,  and  well  delivered  ! 

Stu.  We  are  iincere,  too,  and  praclife  what  we  teach. 
Let  the  grave  pedant  fay  as  much. — But  now  to  bulinefs 
—The  jewels  are  difpofed  of  :  and  Beverley  again  worth 
money.  He  waits  to  count  his  gold  out,  and  then  comes 
hither.  If  my  defign  fucceeds,  this  night  we  fmifh  with 
him — Go  to  your  lodgings,  and  be  bufy — You  under- 
iland  conveyances,  and  can  make  ruin  fure. 

Bates.  Better  flop  here.  The  fale  of  this  reverfion 
may  be  talked  of — There's  danger  in  it. 

Stu.  No,  'tis  the  mark  I  aim  at.  We'll  thrive  and 
laugh.  You  are  the  purchafer,  and  there's  the  payment. 
[Giving  a  pocket-lock  ]  He  thinks  you  rich;  and  fo  you 
ihall  be.  Enquire  for  titles,  and  deal  hardly  j  'twill 
look  like  honefty. 

Bates.  How  if  he  fufpefts  us. 

Stu.  Leave  it  to  me.  I  ftudy  hearts,  and  when  to 
work  upon  them.  Go  to  your  lodgings  ;  and  if  ,"^e  come, 
be  bufy  over  papers.  Talk  of  a  thoughtlefs  age,  of  ga 
ming  and  extravagance  ;  you  have  a  face  for't. 

Bates.  A  feeling  too  that  would  avoid  it.  We  pufh  too 
far ;  but  I  have  cautioned  you.  If  it  ends  ill,  you'll 
think  of  me — and  fo  adieu.  [Exit. 

Stu.  This  fellow  fins  by  halves;  his  fears  are  con- 
fcience  to  him.  I'll  turn  thefe  fears  to  ufe.  Rogues  that 
dread  fhame,  will  ftill  be  greater  rogues  to  hide  their 
guilt- — This  (hall  be  thought  of.  Lewfon  grows  trou- 

blefome We  muft  get  rid  of  him, He  knows  too 

much.  I  have  a  tale  for  Beverley  ;  part  of  it  truth,  too 
— He  (hall  call  Lewfon  to  account — If  it  fueceeds,  'tis 
well ;  if  not,  we  mull  try  other  means— But  here  he 
comes — I  mull  diflemble. 

Enter  Beverley. 

Look  to  the  door  there  !  [/«  a  feeming  fright.]— My 
friend  ! — I  thought  of  other  vifi tors, 

Bev.  No ;  thefe  fhall  guard  you  from  them— {Offering 
notes.']  Take  them,  and  ufe  them  cautioufly— The  world 
deals  hardly  by  us. 

Stu.  And  ihall  I  leave  you  deftitute  ?  No  :  your  wants 
are  the  greateft.  Another  climate  may  treat  me  kinder. 
The  ihelter  of  to-night  takes  me  from  this. 

C  3  Mev* 
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Let  thefe  be  your  fupport  then  —  Yet  is  there 
need  of  parting  ?  I  may  have  means  again  ;  we'll  (hare 
them,  and  live  wifely,  » 

'  Stu.  No  :  I  fhould  tempt  you  on.  Habit  is  nature  in 
me:  ruin  can't  cure  it.  Even  now  I  would  be  gaming. 
Taught  by  experience  as  I  am,  and  knowing  this  poor 
fum  is  all  that's  left  us,  I  am  for  venturing  ftill  -  And 
fay  I  am  to  blame  —  Yet  will  this  little  fupply  our  wants  ? 
No,  we  muft  put  it  out  to  ufury.  Whether  'tis  madnefs 
in  me,  or  fome  reillefs  impulfe  of  good  fortune,  I  yet  am 
ignorant  ;  but 

£ev,  Take  it,  andfucceed  then.  I'll  try  no  more. 

Stu.  'Tis  furely  impulfe  ;  it  pleads  fo  ftrongly  —  But 
you  are  cold  -  We'll  e'en  part  here  then.  And  for  this 
laft  referve,  keep  it  for  better  ufes  ;  I'll  have  none  on't. 
I  thank  you  though,  and  will  feek  fortune  iingly  —  One 
thing  I  had  forgot 

Bcv.  What  is  it  ? 

Stu.  ^Perhaps,  'twere  bell  forgotten.  But  I  am  open 
in  my  nature,  and  zealous  for  the  honour  of  my  friend 
—  Lewfon  fpeaks  freely  of  you. 

Bev.  Of  you  I  know  he  does. 

Stu.  I  can  forgive  him  for't  ;  but,  for  my  friend,  I'm 
angry. 

JBev.  What  fays  he  of  me  ? 

Stu.  That  Charlotte's  fortune  is  embezzled  —  He  talks 
on't  loudly. 

Bcv.  He  fliall  be  filenced  then—  How  heard  you  of  it  ? 

Stu.  From  many.  He  queftioned  Bates  about  it.  You 
mud  account  with  him,  he  fays. 

Bev.  Or  he  with  me—  —  and  foon,  too. 

Stu.  Speak  mildly  to  him.  Cautions  are  be(r. 

Bev.  I'll  think  on't  —  But  whither  go  you  ? 

Stu.  From  poverty  and  prifons  -  No  matter  whither. 
If  fortune  changes  you  may  hear  from  me. 

Bev.  May  thefe  be  profperous,  then.  [Offering  the 
notes,  which  he  refufes.~\  Nay,  they  are  yours  I  have 
fworn  it,  and  will  have  nothing-  -Take  them  and  ufe 
them. 

Stu.  Singly  I  will  not.  My  cares  are  for  my  friend  ; 
for  his  loft  fortune,  and  ruined  family.  All  feparate  in- 
tereih  I  difclaim.  Together  we  have  fallen  ;  together 

we 
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we  mull  rife.  My  heart,  my  honour,  and  aife&ions,  all 
will  have  it  fo. 

jRtv.  I  am  weary  of  behg  fooled. 

Stu.  And  fo  am  I— Here  Ice  us  part,  then — Thefe  bo- 
dings  of  good -fortune  (hall  all  be  ilifled  ;  I'll  call  them 

folly,   and  forget  them This  one  embrace,  and  then 

farewel.  {.Offering  to  e/nbract. 

Rev.  No;  flay  a  moment How  my  poor  heart's 

diilraded  !  I  have  thefe  bodings  too  ;  but  whether  caught 
from  you,  or  prompted  by  my  good  or  evil  genius,  I  know 
not — The  trial  (hall  determine — And  yet,  my  wife. 

Stu.  Ay,  ay,  fhe'll  chide. 

Bcv.  No  ;  my  chidings  are  all  here. 

[Pointing  to  his  heart. 

Stu.  I'll  not  perfuade  you. 

£cv.  1  am  perfuaded ;  by  reafon  too ;  the  ftrongeft 
reafon  ;  Neceffity.  Oh,  could  I  but  regain  the  height  I 
have  fallen  from,  heaven  fhould  forfake  me  in  my  lateil 
hour,  if  I  again  mixed  in  thefe  fcenes,  or  facrificed  the 
ha  (band's  peace,  his  joy  and  belt  affections,  to  avarice 
and  infamy. 

Stu.  I  have  refolvtd  like  you  ;  and  fince  our  motives 
are  fo  honeil,  why  ihould  we  fear  fuccefs  ? 

£ev.  Come  on,  then — Where  lhall  me  meet  ? 

Stu.  At  Wilfon's — Yet  if  it  hurts  you,  leave  me  :  I 
have  mined  you  often. 

Bev.  We  have  mifled  each  other — But  come !  For 
tune  is  fickle,  and  may  be  tired  with  plaguing  us— 
There  let  us  reft  our  hopes. 

Stu.  Yet  think  a  little 

JBev.  I  cannot thinking  but  diftracls  me. 

When  defperation  leads,  all  thoughts  are  vain  ; 
Reafon  would  lofe  what  rafhnefs  may  obtain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Beverley's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Mrs.  Beverley  and  Charlotte. 
Char.  'Twas  all  a  fcherae,  a  mean  one ;  unworthy  of 
my  brother. 

Mrs.  B.  No,  I  am  fure  it  was  not — Stukely  is  honeft 

too  ;  I  know  he  is— This  madnefs  has  undone  them  both. 

Char.  My  brother  irrecoverably — You  are  too  fpirk- 

lefs 
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'  lefa  a  wife — A  mournful  tale,  mixed  with  a  few  kind 
words,  will  iteal  away  your  foul.  The  world's  too  fubtle 
for  fyeh  gocdnefs.  Had  I  been  by,  he  fhould  have  aiked 
your  life  iboner  than  thofe  jewels. 

Mrs.  _#.  He  fliould  have  had  it,  then.  [Warmly.]  I  live 
but  to  oblige  him.  She  who  can  love,  and  is  beloved  like 
me,  will  do  as  much.  Men  have  done  more  for  miilrefles, 
and  women  for  a  bafe  deluder  :  and  fhall  a  wife  do  lefs  ? 
Your  chidings  hurt  me,  Charlotte. 

Char.  And  come  too  late ;  they  might  have  faved  you 
elfe.  How  could  he  ule  you  ib  t 

Mrs.  B.  'Twas  friendfhip  did  it.  His  heart  was  break 
ing  for  a  friend. 

Char.  The  friend  that  has  betrayed  him. 
Mrs.  B.  Pr'yther  don't  think  fo. 
Char.  To-morrow  he  accounts  with  me. 

Mrs.  J3.  And  fairly 1  will  not  doubt  it. 

Char.  Unlefs  a  friend  has  wanted 1  hax'e  no  pa 
tience Siller!  Sifter!  we  are  bound  to  curie  thit 

friend. 

Mrs.  E.  My  Beverley  fpeaks  nobly  of  him. 

Char.  And  Lewfon  truly — Bin  I  difpleafeyou  with  this 

talk. To-morrow  will  inftru&  us. 

Mrs.  7>.  Stay  till  it  comes  then 1  would  not  think 

fo  hardly. 

Char.  Nor  I,  but  from  conviction — — Yet  we  have 
hope  of  better  days.  My  uncle  is  infirm,  and  of  an  age 

that  threatens  hourly Or  if  he  lives,  you  never  have 

offended  him  ;  and  for  difbefles  fo  unmerited  he  will  have, 
pity. 

Mrs.  B.  I  know  it,  and  am  chearful.     We  have  no 
more  to  lofe;  arid  for  what's  gone,  if  it  brings  prudence 
home,  the  purchafe  was  well  made. 
.    Char.-  My  Lewfon  will  be  kind  too.     While  he  and  I 

have  life  and  means,  you  fliall  divide  with  us And  fee, 

he's  here ! 

Enter  Lewfon. 
We  were  juft  fpeaking  of  you. 

Lew.  ' Tis  bed  to  interrupt  you  then.  Few  characters 
will  bear  a  fcrutiny  ;  and  where  the  bad  out-weighs  the 
good,  he's  fafefl  that's  leaft  talked  of.  What  fay  you, 
Madam  ?  [To  Charlotte. 

Cfxir, 
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Cbar.  That  I  hate  fcandal,  though  a  woman — there 
fore  talk  feldom  of  you. 

Mrs.  Bev.  Or,  with  more  truth,  that,  though  a  wo 
man,  fhe  loves  to  praife Therefore  talks  always  of 

you.  I'll  leave  you  to  decide  it.  [Exit. 

Lew.  How  good  and  amiable  !  I  came  to  talk  in  pri 
vate  with  you  ;  of  matters  that  concern  you. 

Cbar.  What  matters  ? 

Lew.  Firft  anfvver  me  fincerely  to  what  I  afk. 

Cbar.  I  will But  you  alarm  me. 

Lew.  I  am  too  grave,  perhaps ;  but  be  aflhredof  this, 
I  have  no  news  that  troubles  me,  and  therefore  fliould 
not  you. 

Cbar.  I  am  eafy  then — Propofe  your  queftion. 

Lew.  *Tis  now  a  tedious  twelve-month,  (ince  with  an 
•pen  and  kind  heart  you  faid  you  loved  me, 

Cbar.  So  tedious,  did  you  fay  ? 

Lew,  And  when  in  confequence  of  fuch  fweet  words, 
I  prefled  for  marriage,  you  gave  a  voluntary  promife  that 
you  would  live  for  me. 

Cbar.  You  think  me  changed,  then  ?  [Angrily. 

Lew.  I  did  not  fay  fo.  A  thoufand  times  I  have  prefled 
for  the  performance  of  this  promife  :  but  private  carea, 
a  brother's  and  a  filler's  ruin,  were  reafons  for  delaying 
it. 

Cbar.  I  had  no  other  reafons.— Where  will  this  end  ? 
-    Lew.  It  (hall  end  prefently. 

Cbar.  Go  on,  Sir. 

Lew.  A  promife,  fuch  as  this,  given  freely,  not  ex 
torted,  the  world  thinks  binding ;  but  I  think  other- 
wife. 

Cbar,  And  would  releafe  me  from  it  ? 

Lew.  You  are  too  impatient,  Madam. 

Cbar.  Cool,  Sir— quite  cool— Pray  go  on. 

Lew.  Time  and  a  near  acquaintance  with  my  faults  may 
have  brought  change— if  it  be  fo;  or  for  a  moment,  if 
you  have  vviflied  this  promife  were  unmade,  here  I  ac 
quit  you  of  it — This  is  my  queflion  then ;  and  with  fuch 
plainnefs  as  I  afk  it,  I  (hall  entreat  an  anfwer.  liave  you 
repented  of  this  promife. 

Char.  Stay,  Sir.-  The  man  that  can  fufpeft  me,  fliali 
find  me  changed  •  Why  am  I  doubted  ? 
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Lew.  My  doubts  are  of  myfelf.  I  have  my  faults, 
and  you  have  obfervation.  If  from  my  temper,  my 
words  or  adions,  you  have  conceived  a  thought  againft 
me,  or  even  a  \vifh  for  reparation,  all  that  has  pafled  is 
nothing. 

Char.  You  ftartle  me — But  tell  me — I  muft  be  an- 
fwered  firft.  Is  it  from  honour  you  fpeak  this?  Or  do 
you  wifh  me  changed  ? 

Le<w.  -Heaven  knows  I  do  rot.  Life  and  my  Char 
lotte  are  fo  connected,  that  to  lofe  one,  were  lofsof  both. 
Yet  for  a  promife,  though  given  in  love,  and  meant  for 
binding ;  if  time,  or  accident,  or  reaibn  iliouid  change 
opinion — with  me  that  promife  has  no  force. 

Char.  Why,  now  111  anfwer  you.  -  Your  doubts  are 
prophecies 1  am  really  changed. 

Lew.  Indeed  ! 

Char.  I  could  torment  you  now,  as  you  have  me  }  but 
k  is  not  in 'my  nature — That  I  am  changed,  I  own  :  for 
what  at  firft  waa  inclination,  is  new  grown  reafon  in  me  ; 
and  from  that  reafon,  had  I  the  world  j  nay,  were  I 
poorer  than  the  pooreft,  and  you  too  wanting  bread,  with 
but  a  hovel  to  invite  me  to — I  would  be  yours,  and 
happy. 

Lew.  My  kindeft  Charlotte!  {Taking  her  hand.]  Thanks 

are  too  poor  for  this and  words  too  weak  !  But  if  w« 

love  fo,  why  (hould  ow  union  be  delayed  ? 

Char.  For  happier  times.  The  prefent  are  too  wretched. 

Lew.  I  may  have  reafons  that  prefs  it  now. 

Char.  What  reafons? 

Lew.  The  flrongeil  reafons ;  unanfwerable  ones. 

Char.  Be  quick  and  name  them. 

Lew.  No,  Madam  ;  I  am  bound  in  honour  to  make 
conditions  firft  .  I  am  bound  by  inclination  too.  This 
fweet  profuiion  of  kind  words  pains  while  it  pleafes.  I 
dread  the  lofing  you. 

Char.  Aftonilhment !  What  mean  you  ? 

Lew.  Firft  promife,  that  to-morrow,  or  the  next  day, 
you  will  be  mine  for  ever. 

Char.  I  do though  mifery  fliould  fucceed. 

Lew.  Thus  then  I  feize  you !  And  with  you  every 
joy  on  this  fide  heaven  ! 

Char. 
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Char.  And  thus  I  feal  my  promife.  {Embracing  bim.~\ 
Now,  Sir,  your  fecret  2 

Lew.  Your  fortune's  loft. 

Char.  My  fortune  loft! I'll  ftudy  to  be  humble 

then.  But  was  my  promife  claimed  for  this  ?  How  no 
bly  generous  !  Where  learned  you  this  fad  news  ? 

Lrv:.  From  B.ites,  Stukely's  prime  ngent.  I  have 
obliged  him.  and  he's  grateful — Ke  told  it  me  in  friend- 
fliip,  to  warn  me  from  my  Charlotte. 

Char.  ' Twas  honeil  in  him,  and  I'll  elleem  him  for'f, 

Lew.  He  knows  much  more  than  he  has  told. 

Char.  For  me  it  is  enough.  And  for  your  generous 
love,  I  thank  you  from  my  foul.  If  y^u'd  ®b!5ge  me  more, 
give  me  a  little  time. 

Lew.  Why  time  ?  It  robs  us  of  our  happinefs. 

C/jar.  I  have  a  tafk  to  learn  firil.  The  little  pride  this 
fortune  gave  me  mult  be  fubdued.  Once  we  were  equal ; 
and  might  have  met  obliging  and  obliged.  But  now  'tis 
otherwife ;  and  for  a  life  of  obligations,  I  have  not  learned 
to  bear  it. 

Lew.  Mine  is  that  life.     You  are  too  noble. 

Char.  Leave  me  to  think  on't. 

Lew.  To-morrow  then  you'll  fix  my  happinefs  ? 

Char.  All  that  I  can,  I  will. 

Lew.  It  mull  be  fo ;  we  live  but  for  each  other.  Keep 
what  you  know  a  fecret ;  and  when  we  meet  to-morrow, 
more  may  be  known. Farewel.  [Exit. 

Char.  My  poor,  poor  lifter  !  how  would  this  wound 
her  !  But  I'll  conceal  it,  and  fpeak  comfort  to  her.  [Exit* 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Room  in  the  Gaming-Houfe. 

Enter  Beverley  and  Stukely. 

Rev.  Whither  would  you  lead  me ?  [Angrily. 

Sfu.  Where  we  may  vent  our  curfes. 

Bev.  Ay,  on  yourfelf,  and  thofe  damned  counfels  that 
have  deftroyed  me.  A  thoufand  fiends  were  in  that  bo- 
fom,  and  all  let  loofe  to  tempt  me — I  had  refilled  elfe. 

Stu.  Go  on,  Sir I  havedeferved  this  from  you. 

Bev.  And  curfes  everlafting  Time  is  too  fcanty  for 
them 

Stu.  What  have  I  done  ? 
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Bev,  What  the  arch-devil  of  old  did foothed  with 

falfe  hopes,  for  certain  ru:n. 

Stu.  Myfelf  unhurt;  nay,  pleafed  at  your  deftruclioii 
— So  your  words  mean.  Why,  tell  it  to  the  world.  I  am 
too  poor  to  find  a  friend  in't. 

F>cv.  A  friend  !   What's  he?  I  had  a  friend. 

Stu.  And  have  one  iHll. 

Hev.  Ay  ;  I'll  tell  you  of  this  friend.  He  found  me 
happieft  of  the  happy.  Fortune  and  honour  crowned  me  ; 
and  love  and  peace  lived  in  my  heart.  One  fpark  of  folly 
lurked  there;  that  too  he  found  ;  and  by  deceitful  breath 
blew  into  flames  that  have  confumed  me.  This  friend 
were  you  to  me. 

Stu.  A  little  more,  perhaps — The  friend  who  gave  his 
all  to  lave  you  ;  and  not  fucceeding,  chofe  ruin  with  you. 
But  no  matter,  I  have  undone  you,  and  am  a  villain. 

Be<v.  No  ;   I  think  not — The  villains  are  within. 

Stu.  What  villains  ? 

Rev.  Dawlbn  and  the  reft We  have  been  dupes  to 

fharpers. 

6/«.  How  know  you  this  ?  I  have  had  doubts  as  well  as ' 
you  ;  yet  ftill  as  fortune  changed  I  blu(hed*at  my  own 
thoughts But  you  have  proof,  perhaps. 

Be<v.  Ay,  damned  oo.es.  Repeated  loffes — Night  after 
night,  and  no  reverie — Chance  has  no  hand  in  this* 

Stu.  I  think  more  charitably  ;  yet  I  am  peevifh  in  my 
nature,  and  apt  to  doubt — The  world  fpeaks  fairly  of  this 
Dawfon,  fo  it  does  of  the  reft.  Wfe  have  watched  them 
clofely  too.  But  'tis  a  right  ufurped  by  lofers,  to  think, 
the  winners  knaves — We'll  have  more  manhood  in  us. 

Bev.  I  know  not  what  to  think.  This  night  has  flung 
me  to  the  quick — Blafted  my  reputation  too — I  have 
bound  my  honour  to  theie  vipers  ;  played  meanly  upon 
credit,  'till  I  tired  them  ;  and  now  they  ihun  me  to  rifle 
one  another.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Stu.  Nothing.  My  counfels  have  been,  fatal. 

Bev.  By  heaven  I'll  not  furvive  this  fhame — Traitor  ! 
'tis  you  have  brought  it  on  me.  [Taking  hold  of  him.~\ 
Shew  me  the  means  to.fave  me,  or  I'll  commit  a  murder 
here,  and  next  upon  myfelf. 

Stu.  Why  do  it  then,  and  rid  me  of  ingratitude. 
.    Bev.  Pr'ythee  forgive  this  language— -I  fpeak  I  know 

not 
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not  what — Rage  and  defpair  are  in  my  heart,  and  hurry 
me  to  madncfs.  My  home  is  horror  to  me — I'll  not  re 
turn  to  it.  Speak  quickly;  tell  me,  if  in  this  wreck  ot 
fortune,  one  hope  remains  ?  Name  it,  and  be  my  oracle. 

Stu-.  To  vent  your  curfes  on — You  have  beftowed  the;n 
liberally.  Take  your  own  cotmfel;  and  fhould  adefpc- 
r-ate  hope  prefent  itfelf,  'twill  fuit  your  defperate  fortune. 
I'll  not  adviie  you. 

Bev^  What  hope  ?  By  heaven  I'll  catch  at  it,  how 
ever  deiperate.  I  am  fo  funk  in  miiery,  it  cannot  lay  me 
lower. 

&tu'.  You  have  an  uncle. 

Bcv.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 

Stu.  Old  men  live  long  by  temperance;  while  their 
heirs  ilarve  on  expectation. 

Bcv.  What  mean  you  ? 

Stu.  That  the  rcverfion  of  his  e date  is  yours;  and 
willbring  money  tapay  debts  with — Nay  more,  it  may 
retrieve  what's  putt. 

Bcv.  Or  leave  my  child  a  beggar. 

Stu.  And  what's  his  father  ?  A  diihonourable  one  ;  en 
gaged  for  fums  he  cannot  pay— That  fliould  be  thought 
of. 

Bev.  It  is  ray  fliame The  poifon  that  enflames  me. 

Wrt«re  (liall  we  go?  To  whom  ?  I  am  impatient  'till  all's 
loft. 

Stu.  All  may  be  yours  again — Your  man  is  Bares — He 
has  large  funds  at  his  command,  and  will  deal  juilly  by 
you. 

Bev.  I  am  refolved Tell  them  within  we'll  meet 

them  prefently ;  and  with  full  purfes,  too—Come,  fol 
low  me. 

Stu.  No.  I'll  have  no  hand  in  this  ;  nor  do  I  counfel 
it — Ufe  your  difcretion,  and  ad  from  that.  You'll  find 
me  at  my  lodgings. 

Bc<v.  Succeed  what  will,  this  eight  I'll  dare  the  worilv 
'Tis  iofs  of  fear,  to  be  completely  cufe'd. 

[Exit  Bevei  ley-. 

Stu.  Why,  lofe  it  then  for  ever — Fear  is  the  mindY 

word  evil  j  and  'tis  a  friendly  office  to  drive  it  from  th« 

bofotn — Thus  far  has  fortune  crowned  me— Yet  Bever- 

ley  is  rich  j  rich  in  his  wife's  beft  treafure,  her  honour 

D  and 
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»nd  affections.  I  would  fupplant  him  there  too.  But  'tis 
the  curfe  of  thinking  minds  to  raife  up  difficulties.  Fools 
•only  conquer  women.  Fearlefs  of  dangers  which  they 
fee  not,  they  prefs  on  boldy,  and  by  perfiiling,  profper. 

Yet  may  a  tale  of  art  do  much Charlotte  is  fometiraes 

abfent.  The  feeds  of  jealoufy  are  fovvn  already.  If  I 
miftake  not,  they  have  taken  root  too.  Now  is  the  time 
to  ripen  them,  and  reap  the  harveft.  The  fofteft  of  her 
fex,  if  wronged  in  love,  or  thinking  that  (he's  wronged, 

becomes  a  tygrefs  in  revenge Fll  inilantly  to  Bever- 

ley's No  matter  for  the  danger— When  beauty- 
leads  us  on,  'tis  indifcrction  torefteft,  and  cowardice  to 
doubt.  {Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  BeverleyV  Loifelngs* 

Enter  Mrs.  Beverley  and  Lucy. 

Mr*.  Bev.  Did  Charlotte  tell  you  any  thing  ? 

Lucy.  No,  Madam. 

Mrs.  B.  She  look  confufed,  rethought ;  faid  (he  had 
bufmefs  with  her  Lewfon ;  which,  when  I  preffed  to 
know,  tears  only  were  her  anfwer. 

Lucy.  She  feemed  in  haile,  too— Yet  her  return  may 
bring  you  comfort. 

Mrs.  B.  No,  my  kind  girl ;  I  wa3  not  born  for't— 
But  why  do  I  diftrefs  thee?  Thy  fympathizing  heart 
bleeds  for  the  ills  of  others — What  pity  that  thy  miftrefs 
can't  reward  thee  !  Bat  there's  a  Power  above,  that  fees, 
and  will  remember  all.  [Knocking.]  *  Pr'ythee  footh  me 
4  with  the  fong  thou  fungeft  laft  night.  It  fuits  this  change 
4  of  fortune ;  and  there's  a  melancholy  in't  that  pleafeg 
*  me. 

4  Lucy.  I  fear  it  hurts  you,  Madam.  Your  goodn.efs,  too, 
4  draws  tears  from  me — But  I'll  dry  them,  and  obey  you. 

*  S    O    N    G. 

*  When  Damon  languiftiM  at  my  feet, 

*  And  I  believM  him  true, 

*  The  moments  of  delight  how  fweet  t 

*  But,  ah !  how  fwift  they  flew  ! 

*  The  funny  hill,  the  flow'ry  vale, 

*  The  garden  and  the  grove, 
-*  Have  echo'd  to  his  ardent  talc, 

*  And  vows  of  endlefs  love,  *  The 
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*  Theconqueft  gain'd,  he  left  his  prize, 
'  He  left  her  to  complain, 

*-  To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes, 
*  And  meafure  time  by  pain. 

*  But  Heav'n  will  take  the  mourner's  part, 
•*  In  pity  to  defpair  ; 

*  And  the  la  ft  ligh  that  rends  the  hea-Pt, 
4  Shall  waft  the  fpirit  there* 

*  Mrs.  B.  I  thank  thee,  Lucy;  I  thank  Heaven,  too, 
r  rny  griefs  aie  none  of  thefe.  Yet  Stukely  deals  in 
*  hints;  he  talks  of  rumours;  I'll  urge  him  to  fpeak 
*•  plainly/ Hark  !  there's  fome  one  entering, 

Lit.  Perhaps  'tis  my  matter,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  B.  Lei  him   be  welly  too,   and  I  am  fatisfied, 
[Goes  to  the  door  and  liftcns.'}  No,   'tis  another's-  voice  j 
his  had  been,  mulic  to  me.     Who  is  it,  Lucy  ? 
Re-enter  Lucy  with  Stukely. 

Ltf.  Mr.  Stukely,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Stu.  To  meet  you  thus  alone,  Madam,  was  what  I 
wiuSed.  Unfeafonable  vifits,  when  friendfhip  warrants 
them,  need  no  excufe — therefore  I  make  none. 

Mrs.  B*  What  mean,  you,  Sir  I  And  where  is  you* 
friend  f 

Sftt.  Men  may  have  fecrets,  Madam,  which  their  beft 
friends  are  not  admitted  to.  We  parted  io  the  morning, 
not  foon  to  meet  again. 

Mrs.  JB.  You  mean  to  leave  us  then;  to  leave  your 
country  too.  I  am  no  ftranger  to  your  realbns,  and  pity 
your  misfortunes. 

Sfu.  Your  pity  has  undone  you.  Could  Beverley  do 
this  ?  That  letter  was  a  falfe  one;  a  mean  contrivance  to 
rob  you  of  your  jewels — I  wrote  it  not. 

Mrs*  B+  Impoffible  !  Whence  came  it  then  ? 

Stu.  Wrong'd  as  I  am,  Madam,  I  muft  fpeak  plainly. 

Mrs.  B.  Do  fo,  and  eafe  me.  Your  hints  have  troubled 
we.  Reports,  you  fay,  are  fHrring — Reports  of  whom  ? 
You  wiflied  me  not  to  credit  them.  What,  Sir,  are  thefe 
reports  ?• 

Stu.  I  thought  them  (lander,.  Madam  ;  and  cautioned 
you  in  friendfliip,  left  from  officious  tongues  the  tale  had 
reached  you  with  double  aggravation. 
Mrs..  S.  Proceed,  Sir. 

D  2  Sty. 
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Stu.  It  is  a  debt  due  to  my  fame  ;  due  to  an  injured 

wife  too We  are  both  injured. 

Mrs.  S.  How  injured  ?  And  who  has  injured  us  ? 
Stu.  My  friend,  your  hufband. 

^  Mrs.B.  You  would  referit  for  both  then But  know, 

Sir,  my  injuries  are  my  own,  and  do  not  need  a  cham 
pion. 

Stu.  Be  not  too  hafty,  Madam.     I  come  not  in  refent- 
ment,  but  for  acquittance.     You  thought  me  poor  ;  and 
to  the  feign 'd  diirrerTes  of  a  friend  gave  up  your  jewels. 
Mrs.  B.  I  gave  them  to  a  huiband. 
Stu.  Who  gave  them  to  a— — 
Mrs.  B.  What,  whom  did  he  give  them  to  > 
Stu.  A  miftref*. 

Mrs,  B.  No,  on  my  life,  he  did  not. 
v     Stu.  Himfelf  confeflcd  it,  with  curfes  on  her  avarice. 

Mrs.  B.  Til  not  believe  it He  has  no  miftrefs ;  or 

if  he  has,  why  is  it  told  to  me  ? 

Stx.  To  guard  you  againft  infults.  He  told  me,  that, 
to  move  you  to  compliance,  he  forged  that  letter,  pre 
tending  I  was  ruin'd,  ruin'd  by  him  toor  The  fraud  fuc- 
ceeded  ;  and  what  a  trailing  wife  bellowed  in  pity,  was 
lavifhed  on  a  wanton. 

Mrs.  B.  Then  I  am  loft  indeed  !  and. my  afflictions  are 
tpo  powerful  for  me.  His  follies  I  have  borne  without 
upbraiding,  and  faw  the  approach  of  poverty  without 

a  tear My  affeftions,  my  flrong  affections,  fupported 

me  through  every  trial. 
»9/«.  Be  patient,  Madam. 

Mrs.  B,  Patient!  The  barbarous,  ungrateful  man! 
And  does  he  think  that  the  tendernefs  ot  my  heart  ia 
his  belt  fecurity  for  wounding  it  ?  But  he  (ball  find  that 
injuries  fuch  as  thefe,  can  arm  my  weaknefs  for  vengeance 
-and  redrefs. 

Stu.  Ha  !  then  I  may  fucceed.  \^Afide.'\  Redrefs  is  in 
your  power. 

Mn.  B.  What  redrefs  ? 

Stu.  Forgive  me,  Madam,  if,  in  my  zeal  to  ferve  you, 
I  hazard  your  difpleafure.  Think  of  your  wretched  ilate. 
Already  want  furrounds  you — Is  it  in  patience  to  bear 
that  ?  To  fee  your  helplels  little  ©ae  robbed  of  his  birth 
right  ?  A  fifter,  too,  with  unavailing  tears  lamenting  her 

loft 
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loft  fortune  ?  No  comfort  left  you,  but  ineffectual  pity 
from  the  few,'outweigh'd  by  infults  from  the  many, 

Mrs.  B.  Am  I  fo  loft  a  creature  ?— — Well,  Sir,  my 
redrefs  ? 

Stu.  To  be  refolvM  is  to  fecure  it.  The  marriage  vow, 
once  violated,  is,  in  the  fight  of  Heaven,  diilblved— Stare 
not,  but  hear  me.  'Tis  now  the  fummer  of  your  youth  f 
time  has  not  cropt  the  rofes  from  your  cheek,  tho'forrow- 

long  has  warned  them Then  ufe  your  beauty  wifely* 

and,  freed  by  injuries*  fly  from  thecruelleft  of  men,  fbf 
Ihelter  with  the  k'mdeft. 

Mrs.  B:  And  who  is  he  ? 

Stu.  A  friend  to  the  unfortunate  ;  a  bold  one  ttx>,.w$t0r 
\vhile  the  ftorm-is  burfting  on  your  brow,  and  lightning, 
flafhing  from  your  eyes,  dares  tell  you  that  he  loves  you. 

Mrs.  B.  Would  that  thefe  eyes  had  Heaven's  own 
lightning,  that,  with  a  look,  thus  I  might  blaft  thee  !  Arm 
I  then  fallen  fo  low  ?  Has  poverty  fo  humbled  me,  thar 
I  fhould  liften  to  a  hellifh  offer,  and  fell  my  foul  for 
bread  ?  Oh,  villain,  villain  !— But  now  I  know  thee, 
and  thank  thee  for  the  knowledge. 

Stu.  If  you  are  wife,  you  fhall  have  caufe  to  thank  me. 

Mrs.  B.  An  injured  hufband,  too,  fhall  thank  thee. 

Stu.  Yet  know,  proud  woman,  I  have  a  heart  as  flub- 
born  as  your  own  ;  as  haughty  and  imperious ;  and  as 
it  loves,  fo  can  it  hate. 

Mrs.B.  Mean,  defpicable  villain  !  i  fcorn  thee  and 
.  thy  threats.     Was  it  for  this  that  Beverley  was  falfe  > 
that  hii  too  credulous  wife  fhould,  in  defpair  and  ven 
geance,  give  up  her  honour  to  a  wretch  r  But  he  ihall 
know  it,  and  vengeance  (hall  be  his. 

Stu.  Why  fend  him  for  defiance  then.  TeUhim  I  love 
his  wife  ;  but  that  a  worthlcfs  hufband  foibids^ur  union.- 
I'll  make  a  widow  of  you,  and  court  you  honourably. 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  coward,  coward!  thy  foul  will  fhnnH  at 
him.  Yet,  in  the  thought  of  what  may  happen,  I  feel' a. 
woman's  fears.  Keep  thy  own  fecret,  and  begoire.  Who'&- 
there  ? 

Enter  Lucy. 
Your  abfence,  Sir,  would  pleafe  me, 

&»,  Pil  not  offend  you,  Madam. 

[Exit  Stuk«Iy  with  Lucv, 
P  3  Mrs.. 
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Mrs.  B.  Why  opens  not  the  earth  to  fwallow  fuch  a 
monfter  ?  Be  confcience,  then,  his  punifher,  till  Heaven, 
in  mercy,  gives  him  penitence,  or  dooms  him  in  his 
juiHce. 

Re-entfr-Lucy. 

Come  to  my  chamber,  Lucy ;  I  have  a  talc  to  tell  thee, 
ihall  make  thee  weep  for  thy  poor  miflrefs. 
Yet  Heaven  the  guiltlefs  fufFerer  regards  ; 
And  whom  it  moil  afflicls  it  mod  rewards* 

[Exeunt. 
END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT        IV. 

SCENE,   Beverley^  Lodgings. 

Enter  Mrs.  Beverley,  Charlotte,  and  Lewfon. 

CHARLOTTE. 

THE  fmooth-tongu'd  hypocrite  \ 
Lew.  But  we  have  found  him,  and  will  requite 

kim Be  chearful,  Madam  ;  [To  Mrs.  B.J  and  for  the 

infuhs  of  this  ruffian  you  (hall  have  ample  retribution. 

Mrs.  B.  But  not  by  violence -Remember  you  have 

fworn  it ;  I  had  been  filent  elfe. 

Lew.  You  need  not  doubt  me  j  I  fliall  be  cool  as  pa 
tience. 

Mrs.  J$.  See  him  to-morrow,  then. 

Lew*  And  why  not  now?  By  Heaven,  the  verieft 
worm  that  crawls  is  made  of  braver  fpirit  than  this  Stuke- 

}y Yet,  for  my  promife,  I'll  deal  gently  with  him— 

I  mean  to  watch  his  looks — From  thofe,  and  from  his  an- 
fwers  to  my  charge,  much  may  be  learnt.  Next  I'll  to 
Bates,  and  fift  him  to  the  bottom  :  if  I  fail  there,  the 
gang  is  numerous,  and  for  a  bribe  will  each  betray  the 
ether- — Good  night ;  I'll  lofe  no  time.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  £.  Thefe  boifterous  fpirits,  how  they  wound  me ! 
But  reafoning  is  in  vain.  Come,  Charlotte,  we'll  to  our 
ufual  watch.  The  night  grows  late. 

Char.  I  am  fearful  of  events  j  yet  pleafed— - To-mor- 
TOW  may  relieve  us.  [Going. 

Enter  Jarviy. 
How  now,  good  Jams  ? 

Jar. 
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Jar.  I  have  heard  ill  news,  Madam. 

Mrs.  JB.  What  news  ?  Speak  quickly. 

Jar.  Men  are  not  what  they  feem.  I  fear  me  Mr. 
Stukely  is  difhoneft. 

Char.  We  know  it,  Jarvis,     But  what's  your  news  ? 

Jar.  That  there's  an  action  againfl  my  matter,  at  his 
friend's  fuit. 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  villain,  villain!  'twas  this  he  threatened 

then.  Run  to  that  den  of  robbers,  Wilfon's Your 

matter  may  be  there.  Entreat  him  home,  good  Jarvis. 
Say  I  have  bufinefs  with  him— But  tell  him  not  of  Stuke 
ly — It  may  provoke  him  to  revenge— Hatte,  hafte,  good 
Jarvis.  [Exit  Jar. 

Char.  This  minifter  of  hell !  Oh,  I  could  tear  him 
piece-meal  !— 

Mrs.  B.  I  am  fiek  of  fuch  a  world Yet  Heaven  is 

juft ;  and,  in  its  own  good  time,  will  hurl  deftru&ion  on 
fuch  monfters.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  tf~E  changes  to  Stukely'j  Lodgings 

Enter  Stukely  and  Bates  meeting^ 

Rates.  Where  have  you  been  ? 

Stu.  Fooling  my  time  away  j  playing  my  tricks,  like  a 
tame  monkey,  to  entertain  a  woman — No  matter  where— 
I  have  been  vexed  and  difappointed.  Tell  me  of  Bever- 
ley  ;  bow  bore  he  his  laft  Ihock  ? 

Bates.  Like  one  (fo  Dawfon  fays)  whofe  fenfes  had 
been  numb'd  with  mifery.  When  all  was  loft,  he  fixed 
his  eyes  upon  the  ground,  and  flood  fome  time,  with 
folded  arms,  ttupid  and  motionlefs  ;  then  fnatching  his 
fword,  that  hung  againft  the  waihfcot,  he  fat  him  down, 
and  with  a  look  of  fixM  attention,  drew  figures  on  the 
floor.  At  laft,  he  ftarted  up,  look'd  wild,  and  trembled  ; 
and,  like  a  woman  feized  with  her  fex's  fits,  laughed  out 
aloud,  while  the  tears  trickled  down  his  face— fo  left  the 
room. 

Stu.  Why,  this  was  madnefs. 

Bates.  The  madnefs  of  defpair. 

titu.  We  muft  confine  him  then.  A  prifon  would  do 
well.  [A  knocking  at  the  door."}  Hark  !  that  knocking  may 

be  his.    Go  that  way  down,  [Exit  Bates  J Who's 

f here  ? 

Enftr 
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Enter  Lewfon.- 

Lew,  An  enemy-—  an  open  and  avowed  one. 

Stu.  Why  am  I  thus  broke  in  uoon  I  This  houfe  is- 
mine,  Sir  j  and-  Ihould  protect  me  from  infult  and  iU- 
manners. 

Lew.  Guilt  has  no  place  of  lan&uary ;  wherever  found, 
tis  virtue's  lawful  game.  The  fox's  hold  and  tyger's  deft* 
are  no  fecurity  againit  the  hunter. 

Stu.  Your  bufmefs,  Sir? 

Lew.  To  tell  you  that  I  know  you  Why  this  con- 
fufion  r  That  look  of  guilt  and  terror  ?•  Is-  Beverley  awake ; 
or  has  his  wife  told  tales  ?  The  man  that  dares  like  you, 
fliould  have  a  foul  to  juftify  his  deeds,  and  courage  to* 
confront  accufers :  nor,  with  a  coward's  fear,  to  fhrink- 
beneath  reproof. 

Stu,,  Who  waits  there  ?  [Aloud,  and  in  confufon+ 

Lew.  By  Heaven,  he  dies  that  interrupts  us.  [Shutting, 
the  door.}  You  (hould  have  weighed  your  flrength,  Sir ; 
and  then,  inftead  of  climbing  to  high  fortune,  the  world- 
had  marked  you  for  what  you- are,  a  little  paltry  villain* 

Stu.  You  think  I  'rear  youi 

Lew.  I  know  you  fear  me.  This  is  to  prove  it.  [Pulls 
kirn  ly  tbejleeve."\  You  wanted  privacy— A  lady's  prefence 
took  up  your  attentionr-Now  we  are  alone,  Sir.  Why,, 
what  a  wreteh  !  [Flings  him  from*  him\\  The  vilefl  infect 
in  creation  will  turn  when  trampled  on  ;  yet  has  this  thing^ 
undone  a  man— by  cunning  and  mean  arts  undone  him. 
But  we  have  found  you,  Sir ;  trac'd  you  through ;all  your- 
labyrinths.  If  you  would  fave  yourfelf,/all  to  confeffion  : 
no  mercy  will  be  mewn  elfe. 

$tu>  Firft  prove  me  what  you  think  me — till  then,  your 
threateningsare  in  vain— And'for  this- infult,  vengeance 
may  yet  be  mine. 

Lew.  Infamous  coward !  why,  take  it  now  then 
[Draws ,  a«(C/Stukely  retires.']:  Alas,  I  pity  thee  !        -Yet? 
that  a  wretch-  like  tiiis  fhould  overcome  a  Beverley  !  It 

fills  me  w-ith  aftonifhment ! A  wretch j  fo  mean  o£- 

foul,  that  even  defperation  cannot  animate  him  to  look 
upon  an  enemy.  You  fliould  not  have  thus  foar'd,  Sir, 
wnlefs,  like  others  of  your  black  profeilion,  you  had  a- 
fword  to  keep  the  fools  in  awe,  your  villainy  has  ruin'd. 

Stu,  Villainy !  'Twere  belt  to  curj>  this  licence  of  your 

tongw  | 
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tongue  ;  for  know,  Sir,  while  there  are  laws,  this  outrage 
en  my  reputation  will  not  be  borne  with. 

Lew*  Laws  !  Dar'ft  thou  feek  fhelter  from  the  laws, 
thofe  laws  which  thou  and  thy  infernal  crew  live  in  the 
•  eonftant  violation  of?  Talk'ft  thou  of  reputation  too, 
when,  under  friendfhip's  facred  name,  thou  haft  betrayed, 
robl>ed,  and  deftroyed  ? 
,  Stu.  Ay,  rail  at  gaming  ;  'tis  a  rich  topic,  and  affords 

noble  declamation Go,  preach  againft  it  in  the  city  : 

you'll  find  a  congregation  in  every  tavern.  If  they  mould 
laugh  at  you,  fly  to  my  Lord,  and  fermonize  it  there  : 
he'll  thank  you,  and  reform. 

Lew.  And  will  example  fanftify  a  vice  ?  No,  wretch  ; 
the  cuftom  of  my  Lord,  or  of  the  cit  that  apes  him,  can 
not  excufe  a  breach  of  law,  or  make  the  gamefter's  calling 
reputable. 

Stu.  Rail  on,  I  fay But  is  this  zeal  for  beggared 

Beverley  ?  Is  it  for  him  that  I  am  treated  thus  ?  No  ;  he 
and  his  wife  might  both  have  groaned  in  prifon,  had  but 
the  filler's  fortune  efcaped  the  wreck,  to  have  rewarded 
the  difinterefted  love  of  honeft  Mr.  Levvfon. 

Lew.  How  I  deteft  thee  for  the  thought !  But  thou  art 
loft  to  every  human  feeling.  Yet  let  me  tell  thee,  and 
.may  it  wring  thy  heart,  that  tho'  my  friend  is  ruined  by 
thy  fnares,  thou  haft  unknowingly  been  kind  to  me. 

Stu.  Have  I  ?  It  was,  indeed,  unknowingly. 

Lew.  Thou  haft  aflifted  me  in  love  ;  given  me  the  me 
rit  that  I  wanted  ;  fince,  but  tor  thee,  my  Charlotte  had 
»ot  known  'twas  her  dear  felf  I  figh'd  for,  and  not  her 
fortune* 

Stv*  Thank  me,  and  take  her  then. 

Lew.  And,  as  a  brother  to  poor  Beverley,  I  will  pur- 
fue  the  robber  that  has  ftripped  him,  and  match  him  trom 
his  gripe. 

iSV*.  Then  know,  imprudent  man,  he  is  within  my 
gripe;  and  ihould  my  rriendfhip  for  him  be  flandered 
once  again,  the  hand  that  has  fupplied  him,  (hall  fall  and 
crufh  him, 

Lew,  Why,  now  there's  a  fpirit  in  thee !  This  is  in 
deed  to  be  a  villain  \  But  I  (hall  reach  thee  yet  Fly 
where  thou  wilt,  my  vengeance  ftiall  purfue  thee— And 

Beverley 
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Beverleyflhall  yetbefav'dj  be  fav'd  from  thee,.thou  monv 
fler !  nor  owe  his  refcue  to  his  wife's  dishonour..     [Exit* 

Stu.  [PauJi-Hg.]  Then  ruin  has  enclofed  me.  Curie 
on  my  coward  heart !  I  would  be  bravely  villainous ;  but 
*tis  my  nature  to  ftirink  at  danger,  and  he  has  found  me* 

Yet  fear  brings  caution,  and  that  fecurity More  mif- 

chief  inuft  be  done  to  hide  the  paft Look  to  yourielly 

officious  Lewfon— there  may  be  danger  ftirring     •    Howr 
now,  Bates  ? 

Enter  Bates. 

Sates.  What  is  the  matter  ?  'Twas  Lewfon,  and  not 
Beverley,  that  left  you — I  heard  him  load-  You  feera 
alarmed  too. 

Stu.  Ay,  and  with  reafon — : — We  are  difcovered*        : 

Sates,  i  feared  as  much ^  and  therefore  cautioned  youv 
But  you  were  peremptory. 

Stu.  Thus  tools  talk  ever ;  fpendlng  their-  idle  breath 
on  what  is  pafr,  and  trembling  at  the-future..  We  mud, 
be  active.  Beverley,  at  woril,  is  but  fufpicious  j  but 
Lewfon's  genius,  and  his  hate  to  me,  will  lay  all  open* 
Means  mufl  be  found  to  iiop  him* 

Bates.  What  means  £ 

Stu..  Difpatch  him.- Nay,,  ftart  not ^Defperate 

occalions  call  for  defperate  deeds        We  live  but  by  hit- 
death. 

Bates.  You  cannot  mean  it  ? 

Stu.  I  do,  by  Heaven. 

Batts.  Goou  night,  then.  [Going* 

Stu.  Stay.  1  mud  be  heard,  tbetianfcvered.  perhapa- 
fche  motion  was  too  fudden  ;  and  human  weaknefs  itaits^ 
at  murder,  tho'  iirong  neceffity  compels  it,  I  have  rhonght 
Jon^  of  this;  and  my  firft  feelings  were  like  yours ;  a. 
foolifli  confcience  awed  me,  which  foon  I  conquered"*. 
The  man  that  would  umlo  me,  Nature  cries  out,  undo. 
Brutes  know  their  foes  by  indinft ;  and  where  fuperioc. 
force  is  given,  they  ufe  it  for  deilruciion.  Shall  man  do 
Ids !  Lewfon  puriues  us  to  onr  ruin ;  and  (hall  we,  with, 
the  means  to  crufh  him,  fly  from  our  hunter,  or  turn  and. 
tear  him  ?  *Tis  folly  even  to  hefitate* 

Bates.  He  has  obliged  me,  and  I  dare  not. 

Stu,  Why,  live  to  fhame,  then,  to  beggary  and  punifh- 
mem.  You  would  be  privy  to  the  deed,  yet  want  the 

foul 
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foul  to  a£t  it.  Nay,  more,  had  my  defigns  been  levelled 
•at  his  fortune,  you  had  ftepped  in  the  toremoil— And 
what  is  life  without  its  comforts  ?  Thofe  you  would  rob 
him  of,  and  by  a  lingering  death,  add  cruelty  to  murder. 
Henceforth  adteu  to  half-made  villains — There's  danger 
in  them.  What  you  have  got  is  yours ;  keep  it,  and  hide 
with  it  1*11  deal  my  future  bounty  to  thofe  that  me 
rit  it. 

Sates.  What's  the  rewajd  f 

Stu.  Equal  divifiono-f  our  gains.  I  (wear  it,  and  will 
bejuft. 

Bates.  Think  of  the  means  then. 

Stu.  He's  gone  to  •Beverley's—— Wait  for  him  m  tire 
ftreet — 'Tis  a  dark  night,  and  fit  for  nrifchJef.  A  dagger 
would  be  ufeful. 

Bates.  He  fleeps  no  more. 

Stu.  Confider  the  rewatd.  When  the  -deed's  done,  I 
have  farther  bufinefs  with  you.  Send  Dawfon  to  me. 

Bates.  Think  it  already  done — and  ib,  farewel.    [£*//, 

Stu.  Why, farewel  Lewfon,  then;  and  farewel  to  my 
fears.  This  night  fecures  me.  I'll  wait  the  event  with 
in.  lExit* 

SCENE  changes  to  ft*  Street.     Stage  darkened* 

Rnter  Beverley. 

Bev.  How  like  an  out-cait  do  I  wander?  Loaded  wifh 
every  curie  that  drives  the  foul  to  defperation— -  The 
midnight  robber,  as  he  walks  his  rounds,  fees  by  the 
glimmering  lamp  my  frantic  looks,  and  dreads  to  meet 
me.  Whither  am  I  going  ?  My  home  lies  there ;  .all 
that  is  dear  on  earth  it  holds  too ;  yet  are  the  gates-of 
death  more  welcome  to  me-  I'll  enter  it  no  more 
Who  pafTes  there  ?  *Tis  Lewfon— He  meets  me  in  a 
gloomy  hour ;  and  memory  tells  me  he  has  been  meddling 
with  my  fame. 

Enter  Lewfon. 

Lew.  Beverley!  Well  met.  I  have  been  bufy  in 
your  affairs. 

Se<v.  So  I  have  heard,  Sir;  and  now  muft  thank  you 
as  I  ought. 

Lew.  To-morrow  I  may  deferve  your  thanks*    Late 

tt 
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as  it  is,  I  go  to  Bates.  Difcoveries  are  making  that  an 
arch  villain  trembles  at. 

Bev .  Difcoveries  are  made,  Sir,  that  you  fliall  tremble 
at.  Where  is  this  boaited  fpirit,  this  hi  oh  demeanor, 
that  was  to  call  HIC  to  account  3  You  fay  I  have  wrong'd 

my  filler Now  fay  as  much.  But  firft  be  ready  for 

defence,  as  I  am  for  refentment.  [Dnmv. 

Lew.  What  mean  you  ?  I  underftand  you  not. 

Bev.  The  coward's  ftale  acquittance !  who,  when  he 
fpreads  foul  calumny  abroad,  and  dreads  juft  vengeance 
on  him,  cries  out,  What  mean  you  ?  I  underftand  you 
not. 

Lew.  Coward  and  calumny  !  Whence  are  thofe,  words  ? 
But  I  forgive,  and  pity  you. 

Bev.  Your  pity  had  been  kinder  to  my  fame.  But  you 
have  traduced  it ;  told  a  vile  ftory  to  the  public  ear,  that 
I  have  wronged  my  filler. 

Lew.  'Tis  falfe.  Shew  me  the  man  that  dares  ac- 
<ufe  me. 

Bev.  I  thought  you  brave,  and  of  a  foul  fuperior  to 
low  malice  ;  but  I  have  found  you,  and  will  have  ven 
geance.  This  is  noplace  for  argument. 

Lew.  Nor  (hall  it  be  for  violence.  Imprudent  man  ! 
who,  in  revenge  for  fancied  injuries,  would  pierce  the 
heart  that  loves  him.  But  honeft  friendmip  a£ts  from  it- 
lelf,  unmoved  by  ilander  '  or  ingratitude.  The  life  you 
4  thirft  for,  (hall  be  employed  ro  ferve  you. 

4  Bev.  'Tis  thus  you  would  compound  then Firil 

*  do  a  wrong  beyond  forgivenels,  and,  to  redrefs  it,  load 

*  me  with  kindncfles  unlblicued.      I'll  not  receive  it. 

*  Your  zeal  is  troublefome. 

•  Lew,  No  matter.     It  fliall  be  ufeful. 
'  Bev.  It  will  not  be  accepted. 

*  Lew.  It  muft.'     You  know  me  not. 

Bev.  Yes,  for  the (landererof  my  fame;  who,  under 
fhevv  of  friendfhip,  arraigns  me  of  injuftice  ;  buzzing  in 
every  ear  foul  breach  of  truft,  and  family  didionour. 

Lew.  Have  I  done  this  ?  Who  told  you  fo  ? 

Bev.  The  world 'Tis  talked  of  every  where.     It 

pleafed  you  to  add  threats,  too.    You  were  to  call  me  to 

account Why,  do  know,  then:  I  fliall  be  proud  of 

fuch  an  arbiter. 
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Lew.  Put  up  your  fvvord,  and  know  me  better.  I  ne 
ver  injured  you.  The  bafe  fuggeflion  comes  from  Stuke- 
ly  :  I  fee  him  and  his  aims. 

£ev.  What  aims  ?  I'll  not  conceal  it ;  'twas  Stukely 
that  accufed  you. 

Lew.  To  rid  him  of  an  enemy Perhaps  of  two- 
He  fears  difcovery,  and  frames  a  tale  of  falfhood,to  ground 
revenge  and  murder  on. 

Rev.  I  inu ft  have  proof  of  this. 
.Lew.  Wait  till  to-morrow  then. 

Bev.  I  will. 

Lew.  Good  night 1  go  to  ferve  you Forget 

what's  part,  as  I  do ;  and  cheer  your  family  with  fmilea. 
To-morrow  may  confirm  them,  and  make  all  happy. 

[Exit. 

Bev.  [Paupng."\  How  vile,  and  how  abfurd  is  man  ! 
His  boafted  honour  is  but  another  name  for  pride,  which 
eafier  bears  the  confcioufnefs  of  guilt,  than  the  world's 
juft  reproofs.  But  'tis  the  fafhioa  of  the  times ;  and  in 
defence  of  falfehood  and  falfe  honour  men  die  martyrs;  I 
knew  not  that  my  nature  was  fo  bad.  [Stands  mujing. 
Enter  Bates  and  Jarvis. 

Jar.  This  way  the  noife  was ;  and  yonder's  my  poor 
mailer. 

Kates.  I  heard  him  at  high  words  with  Lewfon.  The 
eaufe  I  know  not. 

Jar.  I  lieard  him  too.     Misfortunes  vex  him. 

Bates.  Go  to  him,  and  lead  him  home.  But  he  comes 
this  way I'll  not  be  feen  by  him.  [Exit. 

Bev.  [Starting.}  What  fellow's  that  ?  [Seeing  Jarvis.] 
Art  thou  a  murderer,  friend?  Come,  lead  the  way;  I 
have  a  hand  as  mifchievous  as  thine  ;  a  heart  as  defpe- 
rate  too  Jarvis !— — To  bed,  old  man  ;  the  cold  will 
chill  thee. 

Jar.  Why  are  you  wandering  at  this  late  hour  ?  Your 
fvvord  drawn  too  ? — For  Heaven's  fake,  (heath  it,  Sir 
the  fight  diftracls  me. 

Bev.  Whofe  Voice  was  that  ?  \W~ildly. 

Jar.  'Twas  mine,  Sir.  Let  me  intreat  you  to  give 
the  fword  to  me. 

Bev.  Ay,  take  it — quickly  take  it— Perhaps  I  am  not 
E    '  fo 
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fo  curs'd,  but  Heaven  may  have  fent  thee  at  this  moment 
to  fnatch  me  from  perdition. 
Jar.  Then  I  am  blefs'd. 

Bev.  Continue  fo,  and  leave  me  :  my  forrows  are  con 
tagious.     No  one  is  blefs'd  that's  near  me. 
Jar.  I  came  to  feek  you,  Sir. 

Bev .  And  now  thou  haft  found  me,  leave  me My 

thoughts  are  wild,  and  will  not  be  difturbed. 
Jar.  Such  thoughts  are  beftdifturbed. 
Bcv.  I  tell  thee  that  they  will  not.     Who  fent  thee 
hither  ? 

Jar.  My  weeping  miflrefs. 

Bcv.  Am  I  fo  meek  a  hulband  then,  that  a  command 
ing  wife  prefcribes  my  hours,  and  fends  to  chide  me  for 
my  abfence  ? — —Tell  her  I'll  not  return. 
Jar.  Thofe  words  would  kill  her. 
Bev.  Kill  her !  Would  they  not  be  kind,  then  ?  But 

{he  (hall  live  to  curfe  me 1  have  defervedit  of  her. 

Does  {he  not  hate  me  Jarvis  ? 

Jar.  Alas,  Sir,  forget  your  griefs,  and  let  me  lead  you 
to  her  !  The  ftreets  are  dangerous. 

Bev.  Be  wife,  and  leave  me  then.  The  night's  black 
horrors  are  fuited  to  my  thoughts — Thefe  flones  (hall  be 
my  refting-place.  [Lies  down."]  Here  mall  my  foul  brood 
o'er  its  miferies,  till,  with  the  fiends  of  hell,  and  guilty  of 
the  earth,  I  flart  and  tremble  at  the  morning's  light. 

Jar.  For  pity's  fake,  Sir— Upon  my  knees,  I  beg  you 
to  quit  this  place,  and  thefefad  thoughts  Let  patience, 

natdefpair,  poiTefsyou Rife,  I  beieech  you — There's 

not  a  moment  of  your  abfence,  that  my  poor  miflrefs  does 
not  groan  for. 

Bev.  Have  I  undone  her,  and  is  flue  ftill  fo  kind ; 
[Starting  up.]  It  is  too  much  My  brain  can't  hold  it— 
Oh,  Jarvis,  how  defperate  is  that  wretch's  flate,  which 
only  death  6r  madnefs  can  relieve. 

Jar.  Appeafe  his  mind,  good  Heaven,  and  give  him  re- 
fignation  !  Alas,  Sir,  co-.ild  beings  in  the  other  world  per 
ceive  the  events  of  this,  how  would  your  parents  blefTed 
fpirits  grieve  for  you  even  in  Heaven  ! — Let  me  conjure 
you,  by  their  honoured  memories ;  by  the  fweet  inno 
cence  of  your  yet  helplefs  child,  and  by  the  ceafelefs  for- 
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rows  of  my  poor  miflrefs,  to  roufe  your  manhood,  and 
iiriiggle  with  thefe  griefs. 

Bev.  Thou  virtuous,  good  old  man  !  thy  tears  and  thy 
intreaties  have  reached  my  heart,  thro'  all  its  miferics. 

Jar.  Be  but  refigned,  Sir,  and  happinefs  may  yet  be 
yours. 

*  Bev.  Pr'ythee*  be  honeft,  and  do  not  flatter  mifery. 

«  Jar.  I  do  not,  bir.' — Hark!  I  hear  voices — Come 
this  way  ;  we  may  reach  home  unnoticed. 

Rev.  «  Well,  lead  me  then.' Unnoticed,  didft  thou 

fay  ?  Alas,  I  dread  no  looks  but  of  thofe  wretches  I  have 
made  at  home!  Oh,  had  I  liftened  to  thy  honeil  war 
nings,  no  earthly  bleifing  had  been  wanting  to  me  !— 
I  was  fo  happy,  that  even  a  wifli  for  more  than  I  poflefied,' 
was  arrogant  preemption.  But  I  have  warred  againil 
the  power  that  blefled  me  j  and  now  am  forced  to  the  hell 
I  merit.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    changes  to  StukelyV. 

Enter  Stukely  and  Dawfon. 

Stu.  Come  hither,  Dawfon.  My  limbs  are  on  the  rack, 
and  my  foul  (hivers  in  me,  till  this  night's  bufmefs  be 
complete.  Tell  me  thy  thoughts  j  is  Bates  determined, 
or  does  he  waver? 

Daw.  At  firft  he  feemed  irrefolute ;  wilhed  the  em 
ployment  had  been  mine ;  and  muttered  curfes  on  his 
coward  hand,  that  trembled  at  the  deed. 

Stu,  And  did  he  leave  youfo  ? 

Daw.  No  ;  we  walked  together,  and,  flickered  by  the 
darknefs,  faw  Beverley  and  Lewfon  in  warm  debate.  But 
foon  they  cooled,  and  then  I  left  them  to  hailen  hither  ; 
but  not  till  'twas  refolved  Lewfon  ihould  die. 

Stu.  Thy  words  have  given  me  life.  That  quarrel, 
too,  was  fortunate  ;  for,  if  my  hopes  deceive  me  not,  it 
promifes  a  grave  to  Beverley. 

Daw.  You  mifconceive  me.  Lewfon  and  he  were 
friends. 

Stu.  But  my  prolific  brain  mall  make  them  enemies. 
If  Lewfon  falls,  he  falls  by  Beverley.  An  upright  jury 
{hall  decree  it.  Afk  me  no  queftion  ;  but  do  as  I  direcl. 
This  writ,  [Takes  out  a  pocket-look.}  for  fome  days  paft, 
J  have  treafured  here,  till  a  convenient  time  called  for  its 
E  2  ufe. 
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ufe.     That  time  is  come.     Take  it,  and  give  it  to  an  of 
ficer.     Ii  mutt  be  ferved  this  inftant,  [Gives  a  paper. 

Daw.  On  Beverley  ! 

Stu.  Look  at  it.  'Tis  for  the  fums  that  I  have  lent 
him. 

Ea-iv.  Muft  he  to  prifon  then  ? 

Stu.  I  afked  obedience,  not  replies.  This  night  a  jail 
muft  be  his  lodging.  'Tis  probable  he's  not  gone  home 
yet.  Wait  at  his  door,  and  fee  it  executed. 

Daw.  Upon  a  beggar  ?  He  has  no  means  of  payment-. 

Stu.  Dull  and  infenfible  !  If  Lewfon  dies,  who  was  it 
killed  him  ?  Why,  he  that  was  feen  quarrelling  with  hirrr: 
and  I,  that  knew  of  Beverley's  intents,  arreiled  him  in 
friendftiip A  little  late,  perhaps;  but 'twas  a  virtu 
ous  aft,  and  men  will  thank  me  for  it.  Now,  Sir,  you 
underiland  me  ? 

Daw.  Mott  perfectly  ;  and  will  about  it. 

Stu.  Hafte,  then;  and  when  'tis  done,  come  back  and 
tell  me.  * 

Daw.  Till  then,  farewel.  {Exit. 

Stu.  Now  tell  thy  talc,  fond  wife !  And,  Lewfon,  if 
again  thou  canlt  infult  me,  *  I'll  kneel,  and  own  thee  for 
*  my  matter.' 

Not  avarice  now,  but  vengeance  fires  my  breaft, 

And  one  fliort  hour  mufl  make  me  curs'd  or  blefs'd. 

[Exeunt* 
END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT        V. 

SCENE,   continues. 

Enter  Stukely,  Bates,  and  Dawfon. 

BATES. 

POOR  Lewfon  ! But  I  told  you  enough  laft  night. 
The  thought  of  him  is  horrible  to  me. 
Stu.  In  the  ftreet,  did  you  fay  ?  And  no  one  near  him  ? 
Sates.  By  his  own  door ;  he  was  leading  me  to  his 
houfe.     I  pretended  bulinefs  with  him,  and  ftabbed  him 
to  the  heart,  while  he  was  reaching  at  the  bell. 
Stu.  And  did  he  fall  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Sa/es. 
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Sates.  The  repetition  pleafes  you,  I  fee.  I  told  you 
he  fell  without  a  groan. 

Stu.  What  heard  you  of  him  this  morning  ? 

JBatef.  That  the  watch  found  him  in  their  rounds,  and 
alarmed  the  fervants.  I  mingled  with  the  crowd  juft 
now,  and  faw  him  dead  in  his  own  honfe  The  light 
terrified  me. 

Stu.  Away  with  terrors,  till  his  ghoft  rife  and  accufe  us. 
We  have  no  living  enemy  to  fear,  unlefs  'tis  Beverley  ; 
and  htm  we  have  lodged  late  in  prifon. 

Sates.  Muft  he  be  murdered  too  ? 

Stu.  No  ;  I  have  a  fcheme  to  make  the  law  his  mur 
derer.  At  what  hour  did  Lewfon  fall  ? 

Bates.  The  clock  {truck  twelve  as  I  turned  to  leave 
him.  'Twas  a  melancholy  bell,  I  thought,  tolling  for 
his  death. 

Stu.  The  time  was  lucky  for  us Beverley  was  ar- 

refted  at  one,  you  fay  ?.  [To  Dawfon. 

Daw.  Exactly. 

Stu.  Good.  We'll  talk  of  this  prefently.  The  women 
were  with  him,  I  think  ? 

Daw.  And  old  Jarvis.  I  would  have  told  you  of  them 
laft  night,  but  your  thoughts  were  too  bufy.  'Tis  well 
you  have  a  heart  of  ftone  j  the  tale  would  melt  it  elfe, 

Stu.  Out  with  it  then. 

Daw.  I  traced  him  to  his  lodgings ;  and,  pretending 
pity  for  his  misfortunes,  kept  the  door  open,  while  the 

officers  feized  him.  'Twas  a  damn'd  deed but  no 

matter  I  followed  my  inflru<5tions. 

Sfu.  And  what  faid  he  ? 

Daiv.  He  upbraided  me  with  treachery,  called  you  a 
villain,  acknowledged  the  fums  you  had  lent  him,  and 
fubmitted  to  his  fortune. 

Stu.  And  the  women— ••• — 

f)aw.  For  a  few  minutes  aftonifhment  kept  them  iilent. 
They  looked  wildly  at  one  another,  while  the  tears  ft  ream 
ed  down  their  cheeks.  But  rage  and  fury  foon  gave  them 
words ;  and  then,  in  the  very  bitternefs  of  defpair,  they 
curfed  me,  and  the  monfter  that  had  employed  me. 

Stu.  And  you  bore  it  with  philofophy  ? 

Daw.  'Till  the  fcene  changed,  and  then  I  melted.     I 

ordered  the  officers  to  take  away  their  prifoner.    The 

E  3  women 
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women  fhrieked,  and  would  have  followed -him  ;  but  we 
forbade  them.  'Tvvas  then  they  fell  upon  their  knees, 
the  wife  fainted,  the  lifter  raving,  and  both,  with  all  the 
eloquence  of  mifery,  endeavouring  to  foften  us.  I  never 
felt  compaffion  till  that  moment;  and  had  the  officers 
been  moved  like  me,  we  had  left  the  bufinefs  undone, 
and  fled  with  curfes  on  ourfelves.  But  their  hearts  were 
Heeled  by  cuftom.  The  tears  of  beauty  and  the  pangs 
of  aftecYion  were  beneath  their  pity.  They  tore  him  from 
the.ir  arms,  and  lodged  him  in  prifon,  with  only  Jarvis  to 
comfort  him. 

Stu.  There  let  him  lie,  'till  we  have  farther  bufinefs 
with  him «  And  for  you,  Sir,  let  me  hear  no  more 

*  of  your  compaHion-— — A  fellow  nurfed  in  villainy,  and 

*  employed  from  childhood  in  the  bufinefs  of  hell,  ihould 
4  have  no  dealings  with  companion. 

4  Daw.  Say  you  fo,  Sir? — You  mould  have  named 
4  the  devil  that  tempted  me 

4  «J>V*.  'Tis  falfe.     I  found  you  a  villain,  and  there 
fore  employed  you but  no  more  of  this We 

have  embarked  too  far  in  mifchief  to  recede.     Lew- 
ion  is  dead,  and  we  are  all  principals  in  his  murder. 

Think  of  that There's  time  enough  for  pity  when 

ourfelves  are  out  of  danger— Beverley   ftill  lives, 

though  in  a  gaol His  ruin  will  fit  heavy  on  him  ; 

and  difcoveries  may  be  made  to  undo  us  all.    Some 
thing  muft  be  done,  and  fpeedily — You  faw  him  quar 
relling  with  Lewfon  in  the  ftreet  laft  night.    [To  Bates. 
4  Bat.  I  did  ;  his  fteward,  Jarvis,  faw  him  too. 
*  Stu.  And  fhall  atteft  it.     Here's  matter  to  work  upon 

*  — —An  unwilling  evidence  carries  weight  with  him.' 
Something  of  my  defign  I  have  hinted  t'you  before— 
Beverley  muft  be  the  author  of  this  murder ;  and  we  the 
parties  to  convict  him But  how  to  proceed  will  re 
quire  time  and  thought — Come  along  with  me ;  the  room 
within  is  fitted  for  privacy— But  no  eompaflion,  Sir 

[70  Dawfon.]  We  wan't  leifure  for' t— This  way. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Beverley'/  Lodgings. 

Enter  Mrs.  Beverley  and  Charlotte. 
Mrs.  Pev*  No  news  of  Lewfon  yet  ? 

Char. 
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'Char.  None.   He  went  out  early,  and  knows  not  what 
has  happened. 

Mrs.  B.  The  clock  ftrikes  eight I'll  wait  no  longer. 

Char.  Stay  but  'till  Jarvis  coir.es.  He  has  fent  twice 
to  flop  us  'till  we  fee  him. 

Mrs.  7?.  I  have  no  life  in  this  feparation Oh,  what 

a  night  was  laft  night !   I  would  not  pafs  another  fuch 

to  purchafe  worlds  by  ir My   poor  Beverley   too? 

What  muft  he  have  felt !  The  very  thought  diftra&s  me 

To  have  him  torn  at  midnight  from  me! — A  loath- 

fome  priibn  his  habitation  !  A  cold  damp  room  his  lodg 
ing  !  The  bleak  winds  perhaps  blowing  upon  his  pillow  ! 
No  fond  wife  to  lull  him  to  his  reft !  and  no  reflexions 

but  to  wound  and  tear  him  ! »'  Pis  too  horrible — I 

wanted  love  for  him,  or  they  had  not  forced  him  from 
me.  They  fliould  have  parted  foul  and  body  firft — I  was 
too  tame. 

Char.  You  muft  not  talk  fo.  All  that  we  could  we  did  ; 
and  Jarvis  did  the  reft — The  faithful  creature  will  give 
him  comfort.  Why  does  he  delay  coming  ! 

Mrs.  B.  And  there's  another  fear.  His  poor  mafter 
may  be  claiming  the  laft  kind  office  from  him — His  heart 
perhaps  is  breaking. 

Char.  See  where  he  comes- --His  looks  are  chearfui 
too. 

Enter  Jarvis. 
Mrs.  B.  Are  tears  then  chearfui  ?  Alas,  he  weeps  ! 

Speak  to  him,  Charlotte 1  have  no  tongue  to  afk  him 

queftions. 

Char.  How  does  your  mafter,  Jarvis  ? 
Jar.  I  am  old  and  fooliih,  Madam  ;  and  tears  will  come 
before  my  words — But  don't  you  weep  j  [To  Mrs.  Bev.] 
I  have  a  tale  of  joy  for  you. 

Mrs.  B.  What  tale  ?— Say  but  he's  well,  and  I  have 
joy  enough. 

Jar.  His  mind  too  mall  be  well— all  fhall  be  well— 
I  have  news  for  him,  that  will  make  his  poor  heart  bound 
again — Fie  upon  old  age---How  childifh  it  makes  me  !  I 
have  a  tale  of  joy  for  you,  and  my  tears  drown  it. 

Char.  Shed  them  in  fliowers  then,  and  make  hafte  to 
tell  it. 

Mrs.  J3.  What  is  it,  Jarvis  ? 

Jar. 
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Jar.  Yet  why  fliould  I  rejoice  when  a  good  man  dies  ? 
Your  uncle,  Madam,  died  yefterday. 

Mrs.  B.  My  uncle  ! Oh,  heavens! 

Char.  How  heard  you  of  his  death  ? 

Jar.  His  ileward  came  exprefs,  Madam  ?---!  met  him 

in  the  ftreet,  enquiring  for  your  lodgings 1  fhould  not 

rejoice  perhaps-- -but  he  was  old,  and  my  poor  mailer  a 
prifoner-- — Now  he  fliall  live  again— —Oh,  'tis  a  brave 
fortune  !  and  'twas  death  to  rne  to  fee  him  a  prifoner. 

Char.  Where  left  you  the  fteward  ? 

Jar.  I  would  not  bring  him  hither,  to  be  a  witnefs  of 
your  diftreffes ;  and  befides,  I  wanted,  once  before  I  die, 
to  be  the  meflenger  of  joy  t'you.  My  good  mailer  will 
be  a  man  again. 

Mrs.  E.  Hafte,  hafte  then  ;  and  let  us  fly  to  him  !— 
We  are  delaying  our  own  happinefs. 

Jar.  I  had  forgot  a  coach,  Madam,  and  Lucy  has  or 
dered  one. 

Mrs.  B.  Where  was  the  need  of  that  ?  The  news  has 
given  me  wings, 

Char.  I  have  no  joy,  'till  my  poor  brother  fliares  it 
with  me.  How  did  he  pafs  the  night,  Jarvis  ? 

Jar.  Why  now,  Madam,  I  can  tell  you.  Like  a  man 
dreaming  of  death  and  horrors.  When  they  led  him  to 
his  cell—For  'twas  a  poor  apartment  for  my  marter— 
He  flung  himfelf  upon  a  wretched  bed,  and  lay  fpeechlefs 
'till  day -break.  A  ligh  now  and  then,  and  a  few  tears 
that  followed  thofe  fighs,were  all  that  told  me  he  was  alive. 
I  fpoke  to  him,  but  he  would  not  hear  me  ;  and  when  I 
perfifted,  he  raifed  his  hand  at  me,  and  knit  his  brow  fo 
I  thought  he  would  have  flruck  me. 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  miferable !  But  what  faid  he,  Jarvis  ? 
Or  was  he  filent  all  night  ? 

Jar.  At  day-break  he  ftarted  from  the  bed,  and  look 
ing  wildly  at  me,  alkcd  who  I  was.  I  told  him,  and  bid 

him  be  of  comfort---Begone,  old  wretch,   fays  he 1 

have  fworn  never  to  know  comfort— My  wife !  my 
child  !  my  fitter  !  I  have  undone  them  all,  and  will  know- 
no  comfort-— Then  falling  upon  his  knees,  he  imprecated 
curfes  upon  himfelf. 

Mrs.  B.  This  is  too  horrible  1— But  you  did  not  leave 
him  fo  ? 

Char, 
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Char.  No,  I  am  fure  he  did  not. 

Jar.  I  had  notthe  heart,  Madam.  By  degrees  I  brought 

him  to  himfelf.  A  (bower  of  tears  came  to  his  relief;  and 

he  called  me  his  kindeft  friend,  and  begged  forgivenefs  of 

me,   like  a  child.     My  heart  throbbed  fo,  I  could  not 

fpeak  to  him.     He  turned  from  me  for  a  minute  or  two, 

and  fuppreffing  a  few   bitter  fighs,  enquired  after  his 

wretched   family---'  Wretched   was  his  word',   Madam 

— Afked  how  you  boie  the  mifery  of  lafl  night — If  you 

had  the  goodnefs  to  fee  him  in  prifon  :  and  then  begged 

me  to  haflen   to  you.     I  told   him  he  muft  be  more 

himfelf  firft— He  promifed  me  he  would  ;  and  bating 

a  few  fudden  intervals,   he  became  compofed  and  eafy 

---And  then  I  left  him  ;   but  not  without  an  attendant 

—-a  fervant  in  the  prifon,  whom  I  hired  to  wait  upon 

him — 'Tis  an  hour  lince  we  parted — I  was  prevented 

in  my  hafte  to  be  the  meflenger  of  joy  to  you.' 

Mrs.  J5.  What  a  tale  is  this  ? — But  we  have  flaid  too 

long — '  A  coach  is  netdlefs. 

*  Char.  Hark  !  I  hear  one  at  the  door.' 

Jar.  '-And  Lucy  comes  to  tell  us' We'll  away  this 

moment. 

Mrs,  B.  To  comfort  him  or  die  with  him.        [Exeunt. 

*  SCENE  changes  to  Stukely'j  Lodgings. 

*  Enter  Stukely,  Bates,  <?;*// Daw  fon. 
'  Stu.  Here's  prefumptive  evidence  at  leaft---or  if  we 
want  more,  why  we  mufl  fwear  more.     But  all  un 
willingly—We  gain  credit  by  reluctance— -I  have  told 

you  how  to  proceed.     Beverley  mull  die We  hunt 

him  in  view  now,  and  mult  not  flacken  in  the  chace. 
Tis  either  death  for  him,  or  fhame  and  punifliment  for 
us.  Think  of  that,  and  remember  your  inflruclions— • 
You,  Bates,  mud  to  the  prifon  immediately.  I  would 
be  there  but  a  few  minv.tes  before  you  ;  and  you,  Daw- 
fon,  mutt  follow  in  a  few  minutes  after.  So  here  we 
divide — But  anfwer  me ;  are  you  refolved  upon  this 
bufinefs  like  men  ? 

'  Safes.  Like  villains  rather — But  you  may  depend 
upon  us. 

*  Stu.  Like  what  we  are  then — You  make  no  anfwer, 
Dawfon Companion,  Ifuppofe,  has  feifed  you. 

*  Daw 
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*  Davo.  No ;  I  have  difclaimed  it- My  anfwer  Is 

*  Bates *s«        You  may  depend  upon  me. 

*  Stu.  Confider  the  reward !  Riches  and  fecurity  !  I 

*  have  fworn  to  divide  with  you  to  the  laft  (hilling So 

'  here  we  feparate  'till  we  meet  in  prifon— — Remember 

*  your  instructions  and  be  men.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  a  frifon, 

Beverley  Is  difcovered  Jitting.  After  ajbortpanfe^  Ic  farts 
upi  and  comes  forward. 

Jtev.  Why,  there's  an  end  then.  I  have  judged  delibe 
rately,  and  the  refult  is  death.  How  the  felf- murderer's 
account  may  (land,  I  know  not.  But  this  I  know — the 
load  of  hateful  life  opprefles  me  too  much — The  horrors 
of  my  foul  are  more  than  I  can  bear — [Offers  to  kneel. ] 

Father  of  mercy  ! 1  cannot  pray, — — Defpair  has  laid 

his  iron  hand  upon  me,  and  fealed  me  for  perdition 
Confcience !  Confcience  !  thy  clamours  are  too  loud 
Here's  that  (hall  lilence  thee.  [Takes  a  vial  out  of  bispoc* 
ket,  and  looks  at  it.]  Thou  art  mofl  friendly  to  the  mife- 

rable.  Come  then,  thou  cordial  for  fick  minds Come 

to  my  heart.  [Drinks.]  Oh,  that  the  grave  would  bury 
memory  as  well  as  body  !   For  if  the  foul  fees  and  feels 
the  fufterings  of  thofe  dear  ones  it  leaves  behind,  the 
Everlafting  has  no  vengeance  to  torment  it  deeper 
I'll  think  no  more  on't— Reflection  comes  too  late 

Once  there  was  a  time  for't but  now  'tis  paft. 

Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Jarvis. 

Jar.  One  that  hoped  to  fee  you  with  better  looks—* 
Why  d'you  turn  fo  from  me  ?  1  have  brought  comfort 
with  me.  And  fee  who  comes  to  give  it  welcome. 

B&v.  My  wife  and  fitter  !  Why,  'tis  but  one  pang  more 
then,  and  farewel  world.  ,  [Afide* 

Enter  Mrs.  Beverley  and  Charlotte. 

Mrs.B,  Where  is  he  ?   [Runs  and  embraces  him.]  Oh, 
I  have  him  !   I  have  him  !  And  now  they  (hall  never  part 
us-more — I  have  news,  love,  to  make  you  happy  forever 
1  But  don't  look  coldy  on  me. 

*  Char.  How  is  it,  brother  ? 

'  Mn.  BS  Alas!  he  hears  us  not— Speak  to  rne^ 
love*  I  have  no  heart  to  fee  you  thus. 


THE     GAMESTER.  $9 

Rev.  '  Nor  I  to  bear  the  fenfe  of  fo  much  fhame'— 
This  is  a  fad  place  ! 

Mrs.  B.  We  came  to  take  you  from  it.  To  tell  you  the 
world  goes  well  again.  That  Providence  has  feen  our 
forrows,  and  fent  the  means  to  help  them— Your  uncle 
-died  yeiterday. 

Bev.  My  uncle  !— No,  do  not  fay  fo! — Oh,  I  am  fick 
at  heart  1 

Mrs.  B.  Indeed  ! 1  meant  to  bring  you  comfort. 

Bev.  Tell  me  he  lives  then If  you  would  bring 

me  comfort,  tell  me  he  lives. 

Mrs.  B.  And  if  I  did  I  have  no  power  to  raife  the 
dead He  died  yefterday. 

Bev.  And  I  am  heir  to  him  ? 

Jar.  To  his  whole  eftate,  Sir Bat  bear  it  patiently 

—pray  bear  it  patiently. 

Bev.  Well,  well— \Pauflng.'\  Why  fame  fays  I  am 
rich  then  ? 

Mrs.  B.  And  truly  fo---Why  do  you  look  fo  wildly  ? 

Bev.  Do  I  ?  The  news  was  unexpe&ed.  But  has  he 
left  me  all? 

Jar.  All,  all,  Sir— -He  could  not  leave  it  from  you. 

Bev.  I  am  forry  for  it. 

*  Char.  Sorry  !   Why  forry  ? 

'  Bev.  Your  uncle's  dead,  Charlotte. 

*  Char.  Peace  be  with  his  foul  then— 'Is  it  fo  terrible 

*  that  an  old  man  fliould  die  ? 

*  Bev.  He  mould  have  been  immortal.' 

Mrs.  B.  '  Heaven  knows  I  wifhed  not  for  his  death. 
'  'Twas  the  will  of  Providence  that  he  (hould  die' 
Why  are  you  difturbed  fo  ? 

Bev.  Has  death  no  terrors  in  it  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Not  an  old  man's  death.  Yet  if  it  troubles 
you,  I  wifli  him  living. 

Bev.  And  I,  with  all  my  heart. 

*  Char.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

*  Bev.  Nothing---How  heard  you  of  his  death? 

*  Mrs.  B.  His  fleward  came  exprefs.     Would  I  had 

*  never  known  it  1* 

Bev.  4  Or  had  heard  it  one  day  fooner'-— For  I  have  a 
tale  to  tell,  fliall  turn  you  into  {lone  ;  or,  if  the  power 
of  fpcech  remain,  you  (hall  kneel  down  andcurfe  me. 

j  Mr*. 
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Mrs.  B«  Alas !  What  tale  is  this  ?  And  why  are  We  to 
curfe  you— I'll  blefs  you  for  ever. 

Bcv.  No;  I  have  deferved  no  bleffings.  The  world 
holds  not  fuch  another  wretch.  All  this  large  fortune, 
this  fecond  bounty  of  heaven,  that  might  have  healed 
our  forrows,  and  fatisiied  our  utmoft  hopes,  in  a  curled 
hour  1  fold  laft  night. 

Char.  Sold  !  How  fold  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Impoffible  !---It  cannot  be ! 

Ben).  That  devil  Stukely,  with  all  hell  to  aid  him, 
tempted  me  to  the  deed.  To  pay  fa  lie  debts  of  honour, 

and  to  redeem  paft  errors,  I  fold  the  reverfion Sold 

it  for  a  fcanty  Turn,  and  loft  it  among  villains. 

Char.  Why,  farewel  all  then. 

Bcv .  Liberty  and  life— Come  kneel  and  curfe  me. 

Mrs.  B.  Then  hear  me,  Heaven  !  {Kneels.]  Look  down 
with  mercy  on  his  forrows  !  Give  foftnefs  to  his  looks, 
and  quiet  to  his  heart !  Take  from  his  memory  the  fenfe 
of  what  is  paft,  and  cure  him  of  defpair  !  On  me  !  on 
me  !  if  mifery  muft  be  the  lot  of  either,  multiply  mis 
fortunes  !  I'll  bear  them  patiently,  fo  he  is  happy  !  Thefe 
hands  fhall  toil  for  his  fupport !  Thefe  eyes  be  lifted  up 
for  hourly  bleffings  on  him  !  And  every  duly  of  a  fond 
and  faithful  wife  be  doubly  done  to  chear  and  comfort 
him  !---So  hear  me  !  So  reward  me  !  [Rifes. 

Bev.  I  would  kneel  too,  but  that  offended  heaven 
would  turn  my  prayers  into  curies.  '  What  have  I  to 

alk  for  !  I,  who  have  fhook  hands  with  hope  ?  Is  it  for 

length  of  days  that  1  fliould  kneel  ?  No  ;   my  time  is 

limited.     Or  is  it  for  this  world's  bleifings  upon  you 

and  yours  ?  To  pour  out  my  heart  in  wilhes  for  a  ruined 

wife,  a  child  and  fifter?  Oh,  no !'  for  I  have  done  a 
deed  to  make  life  horrible  to  you — 

'  Mrs.B.  Why  horrible?  Is  poverty  io  horrible '?— 
'  The  real  wants  of  life  are  few.  A  little  induftry  will 
'  fupply  them  all— And  chearfulnefs  will  follow— -It  is 
*  the  privilege  of  honeft  induftry,  and  we'll  enjoy  it 
«  fully. 

'  Bev.  Never,  never—Oh,  I  have  told  you  bu/t  in 
'  part.  The  irrevocable  deed  is  done.' 

Mrs.  B.  What  deed?—4  And  why  do  you  look  fo  at 
«  me? 

'  Sev. 
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*  Bcv.  A  deed  that  dooms  my  foul  to  vengeance— - 

*  That  feals  your  mifery  here,  and  mine  hereafter. 

*  Mrs.  B.  No,  no  ;  you  have  a  heart  too  good  for*t— 
'  Alas !  he  raves,  Charlotte---His  looks  too  terrify  me 

*  —-Speak  comfort  to  him---He  can  have  done  no  deed 
"  of  wickednefs. 

*  Char.  And  yet  I  fear  the  worft— What  is  it,  bro- 
«  ther?' 

Bcv.  A  deed  of  horror. 

'Jar.  Afk  him  no  questions,  Madam ---This  lad  mis 
fortune  has  hurt  his  brain.  A  little  time  will  give  him 
patience. 

Enter  Stuktly. 

Bev.  Why  is  this  villain  here  ? 

Stu.  To  give  you  liberty  and  fafety.  There,  Madam'?, 
his  difcharge.  [Giving  a  paper  to  'Mrs.  Beverley.]  Let 
him  fly  this  moment.  The  arreft  laft  night  was  meant 
in  friehdfliip  ;  but  csme  too  late. 

Char.  What  mean  you,  Sir? 

Stu.  The  arreil:  was  too  late,  I  fay ;  I  would  have  kept 
his  hands  from  blood,  but  was  too  late. 

Mrs.B.  His  hands  from  blood  !—  Whofe  blood?- --Oh, 
wretch  !  wretch  ! 
."    Stu.  From  Lewfon's  blood. 

Char.  No,  villain  !  Yet  what  of  Lewfon  ?  Spe.ik 
quickly. 

Stu.  You  are  ignorant  then  !  I  thought  I  heard  the 
murderer  at  confeffion. 

Char.  What  murderer?-— And  who  is  murdered  ?  Not 
Lewfon  ?— Say  he  lives,  and  I'll  kneel  and  worfliip  )*ou. 

Siit.  In  pity,  fo  I  would;  but  that  the  tongues  of  all 
cry  murder.  I  came  in  pity,  not  in  malice  ;  to  lave  the 
brother,  not  kill  the  litter.  Your  Lewfcn's  dead. 

Char.  O  horrible!  '  Why  who  has  killed  him  ?   And 

*  yet  it  cannot  be.     What  crime  had  he  committed  that 

*  he  mould  die  ?  Villain  !  he  lives  !  he  lives !   and  ihall 
'  revenge  thefe  pangs. 

*  Mrs.  B.  Patience,  fweet  Charlotte. 

'  Char.  O,  'tis  too  much  for  patience  ! 

*  Mrs.  B.  He  comes  in  pity,  he  fays  !    O,  execrable 
1  villain  !  The  friend  is  killed  then,  and  this  the  mur- 

*  derer?' 

F 
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Bev.  Silence,  I  charge  you. Proceed,  Sir. 

Stu.  No.  JuiVice  may  ftop  the  tale  --and  here's  an 
evidence. 

Enter  Bates. 

Bates.  The  news,  I  fee,  has  reached  you.  But  take 
comfort,  Madam.  [To Char.]  There's  one  without  en 
quiring  for  you. Go  to  him,  and  lofeno  time. 

Char.  O  mifery !    mifery  !       ,  [Exit. 

Mrs.  B.  Fol|o\v  her,  Jarvis.  If  it  be  true  that  Lew- 
fon's  dead,  her  grief  may  kill  her.' 

Bates.  Jarvis  muft  itay  here,  Madam.  I  have  fame 
queflions  for  him. 

Stu.  Rather  let  him  fly.  His  evidence  may  crufh  his 
inafter. 

'Bev.  Why  ay  ;  this  looks  like  management. 

Bates.  He  found  you  quarrelling  with  Lewfon  in  the 
ftreet  laft  night.  [To  Bev, 

Mrs.  B.  No  ;  I  am  fure  he  did  not. 

Jar.  Or  if  I  did 

Mrs.  B.  'Tisfalfe,  old  man They  had  no  quarrel; 

there  was  no  caufe  for  quarrel. 

Bev.  Let  him  proceed,  I  fay         O  !  I  am  fick  !  lick ! 
Reach  a  chair.  [He  Jits  down. 

Mrs.B.  You  droop  and  tremble,  love.-        Your  eyes 

are  fixed  too Yet  you  are  innocent.     If  Lewfon's 

deadj  you  killed  him  not. 

Enter  Dawfon. 

Stu.  Who  fent  for  Dawfon  ? 

Bates.  'Twas  I *We  haye  a  witnefs  too,  you  little 

think  of -—  Without  there  ! 

Stu.  What  witnefs  ? 

Bates.  A  right  one.     Look  at  him. 

Enter  Lewfon  and  Charlotte. 

Stu.  Lewfon  !  O  villains !  villains  ! 

[70 Bates  and  Dawfon. 

Mrs.  B.  Rifen  from  the  dead  !  Why,  this  is  unex 
pected  happinefs  ! 

Char.  Or  is't  his  ghoft  ?  [To  Stukely.]  That  fight 
would  pleafe  you,  Sir.. 

Jar.  What  riddle's  this  ? 

Bev.  Be  quick  and  tell  it  -  -  My  minutes  are  but 
few. 

4  Mrs.  B. 
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Mrs.  B.  Alas !  why  fo  ?  You  lhall  live  long  and  hap* 
pily. 

Lew.  While  fhameand  punimment  fhall  rack  that  vi 
per.  [Poinf/n^  to  Stukely.]  The  tale  is  (hort 1  was 

too  bufy  in  his  fecrets,  and  therefore  doomed  to  die. 
iSa;es,  to  prevent  the  murder,  undertook  it— ^  I  kept 
aloof  to  give  it  credit.  • 

Char.  And  give  me  pangs  unutterable. 

Lew.  I  felt  'em  all,  and  would  have  told  you But 

vegeance  wanted  ripening.  The  villain's  fch-eme  was 
but  half  executed.  The  arreft  by  Dawfon  followed  tlie 
fuppofed  murder— —  And  now,  depending  on  his  once 
wicked  afToci  a  tes,  he  comes  to  fix  the  guilt  on  Severity. 

Mrs.  B.  O !  execrable  wretch  ! 

Bates.  Dawfon  and  I  are  witnefles  of  this. 

Lew.  And  of  a  thoufand  frauds.  His  fortune  ruined 
by  fharpers  and  falfe  dice  ,  and  Stukely  fole  contriver 
and  pofleflbr  of  all. 

Daw.  Had  he  but  flopped  ©n  this  fide  murder,  we  had 
been  villains  ftill. 

Mrs.  B.  Thus  Heaven  turns  evil  into  good :  and  by 
permitting  fin,  warns  men  to  virtue. 

7>zrw.  Yet  punilhes  the  inilrument.  So  lhall  our  laws  ; 
tho'  not  with  death.  But  death  were  mercy.  Shame, 
beggary,  and  imprifonment,  unpititd  mifery,  the  ftings 
of  conscience,  and  the  curies  of  mankind  fhall  make  lire 
hateful  to  him till  at  lafl,  his  own  hand  end  him— 
How  does  my  friend  ?  [70Bev. 

£rv.  Why  well.     Who's  he  that  afks  me  ? 

Mrs.  B.  'Tis  Lewfon,  love Why   do  you  look  To 

at  him  ? 

Bev.  They  told  me  he  was  murdered.  IWiUly. 

Mrs.  B.  Ay;  but  he  lives  tofave  us. 

£w.  Lend  me  you  hand The  room  turns  round.. 

Mrs.  J3.  O  Heaven  S 

Lew.  This  villain  here  difturbs  him.     Remove  him 

from  his  fight And  for  your  lives  fee  that  you  guard 

him.  [Stukely  is  taken  off  by  Dawfon  and  Bates.]  How 
is  it,  Sir  ? 

Bcv.  'Tis  here and  here  [Point ing  to  bis  head  and 

heart.']  And  now  it  tears  me  ! 

F  2  Mrs.  B. 
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Mrs.  B.  You  feel  convulfed  too What  is't  difturbs 

you  ? 

4  Lew.  This  fudden  turn  of  joy  perhaps He 

*  wants  reft  too Laft  night  was  dreadful  to  him.   His 

'  brain  is  giddy. 

*  Char.  Ay,  never  to  be  cured Why,  brother  ! — 

*  O  !  I  fear  !   I  fear  ! 

4  Mrs.  B.  Pieferve  him,  Heaven.!' My  love  ! 

my  life  !  look  at  me  ! How  his  eyes  flame  ! 

Bev.  A  furnace  rages  in  this  heart '  I  have  been 

*  too  hafty. 

*  Mrs.  3.  Indeed  ! O  me!    O  me! Help, 

'  Jarvis  !  Fly,  fly  for  help  !  Your  matfer  dies  elfc. 

*  Weep  not,  but  fly  !     [Exit  Jar.']     What  is  this    hafty 
«  deed  ?— Yet  do  not  anfwer  me My  fears  have 

*  guefled. 

*  Bev.  Call  back  the  meflengcr  'Tis  not  in  me- 

*  dicine's  power  to  help  me. 
4  Mr*.  B.  Is  it  then  fo  ? 

*  Bev.'  Down,  reillefs  flames ! [Laying  his  band 

»n  his  heart. 1  down  to  your  native  hell — There  you  ihall 
rack  me O  !  for  a  paufe  from  pain  ! 

*  Mrs.  B.  Help,  Charlotte  !  Support  him,  Sir  !    [To 
4  ,Lewfon.]  This  is  a  killing  fight  ! 

4  Bev.  That  pang  was  well — It  has  numbed  my  fen- 

*  fes.' Where's  my  wife  ? Can  you  for 
give  me,  love  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Alas !  for  what  ? 

4  -Z^.  [Starting again.]  And  there's  another  pang— • 

*  Now  all  is  quiet — Will  you  forgive  me  ? 

4  Mrs.  B.  I  will tell  me  for  what  ?' 

JBev.  For  meanly  dying, 

Mrs  B.  No do  not  fay  it. 

Bev.  As  truly  as  my  foul  mull  anfwer  it. — ^— Had 
Jarvis  fla'td  this  morning,  all  had  been  well.     But  prefled 

by  fhame pent  in  a  prifon tormented   with  my 

pangs  tor  you driven  to  defpair  and  madnefs        •    •  I 

took  the  advantage  of  his  abfence,    corrupted  the  poor 
wretch  he  left  to  guard  me,  and fvvallowed  poiioii. 

Mrs.  E.  O  ratal  deed  ! 

Char.  Dreadful  and  cruel ! 

Bcv. 
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Be-v.  Ay,  mod  accurfed And  now  I  go  to  my  ac 
count.  4  This  reft  from  pain  brings  death  ,*  yet  'tis 
'  Heaven's  kindnefs  to  me.  I  wifhed  for  eafe,  a  mo- 
'  ment's  eafe,  that  cool  repentance  and  contrition  might 

'  fotten  vengeance.' Bend  me,  and  let  me  kneel. 

[They  lift  htm  from  bis  chair,  and  f upper  t  him  on  his  knees.] 
I'll  pray  for  you  too.  Thou  Power  that  madeft  me,  hear 
me !  If  for  a  life  of  frailty,  and  this  too  hafty  deed  of 
death,  thy  juftice  dooms  me,  here  I  acquit  the  fentence. 
But  it  enthroned  in  mercy  where  thou  fitted:,  thy  pity 
has  beheld  me,  fend  me  a  gleam  of  hope ;  that  in  thefe 
laft  and  bitter  moments  my  foul  may  tafte  of  comfort  ! 
and  for  thefe  mourners  here,  O  !  let  their  lives  be  peace- 

..  ful,  and'their  deaths  happy  ! '  Now  raife  me.' 

[They  lift  him  to  the  chair. 

Mrs.  B.  lie fto re  him,  Heaven  !  Stretch  forth  thy  arm 

omnipotent,  and  inatch  him  from  the  grave  ! O  lave 

him  !  favehim  !  or  let  me  die  too. 

*  Bcv.  Alas  !  that  prayer  is  fruitlefs.     Already  death 

*  has  feized  me         Yet  Heaven  is  gracious 1   afked 

*  for  hope,  as  the  bright  prefageof  forgivenefs,  and  like 

*  a  light,  blazing  thro  darknefs,  it  came  and  cheared  me 

*  'Twas  all  I  lived  for,'  and  now  I  die. 

*  Mrs.  B.  Not  yet  \ Not  yet  ! Stay  but  a 

«  little  and  I'll  die  too.' 

JBcv.  No  ;  live,  I  charge  you. We  have  a   little 

©ne.  Tho'  I  have  left  him,  you  will  not  leave  him.  To 
Lewfon's  kindnefs  I  bequeath  him. Is  not  this  Char 
lotte  ?  We  have  lived  in  love,  tho'  I  have  wronged  you. 
Can  you  forgive  me,  Charlotte  ? 

Char.  Forgive  you  ! O  my  poor  brother  ! 

Bev.  *  Lend  me  your  hand,  love. So raife  me 

«  No 'twill  not  be My  life  is  nnifhed ' 

O  !  for  a  few  mort  moments,  to  tell  you   how  my  heart 

bleeds  for  you That  even  now,    thus  dying  as  I  am, 

dubious   and  fearful  of  hereafter,   my  bofom  pang  is  for 

your  miferies,   Support  her,  Heaven  ! And  now  I  go 

• O,  mercy  !  mercy  !  [Dies. 

Lew.  Then  all  is  over How  is  it,    Madam  ?— - 

My  poor  Charlotte  too  ! 

Enter 
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'  Enter  Jarvis. 

4  Jar.  How  does  my  maiitr,  Madam?     Here's  help 
'  at  hand———  Am  I  coo  late  then  ?  [Seeing  Bev/ 

Char*  *  Tears  !   tears  !  why  fall  you  not  ?  -  —  O 
4  wretched  iifter  !  -  Speak  to  her,  Lewibn  * 

Her  grief  is  ipeechlefs. 

/.m;.  *  Remove  her  from  this  fight  —  Go  to  her,  Jar- 
*  vis  —  Lead  and  fupport  hen'  Sorrow  like  hers  forbids 
complaint—  Words  are  for  lighter  griefs  —  Some  mi- 
niftring  angel  bring  her  peace  L  [Jar.  and  Char,  lead  her 
G$\]  And  thow,  poor  breathlefs  corpfe,  may  thy  depart 
ed  loul  have  found  the  reft  it  prayed  for  !  Save  but  one 
error,  and  this  lafi  fatal  deed,  thy  life  was  lovely.  Let 
frailer  minds  take  warning  ;  and  from  example 
that  want  of  prudence  is  want  of  virtue. 

Follies^  if  uncontroui'd,  of  every  kind, 

Grow  into  paflions,  and  fubdue  the  mind; 

With  fenfe  and  reafou  hold  fuperior  ftrife, 

And  conquer  honour,  nature,  fame  and  life. 


END  of  tk«  FIFTH  Act, 
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EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  a  FRIEND. 

/^^  entry  gamejlcr  in  th*  Arabian  nation, 

'Tisf aid  that  Mahomet  denounc V  damnation  : 
But  in  return  for  wicked  cards  and  dice, 
He  gave  'cm  black- ey*  d girls  in  Paradife. 
Should  he  thus  preach,  good  countrymen,  to  you, 
His  converts  would,  I  fear,  be  mighty  few ', 
So  much  your  hearts  arefet  on  fordid  gain, 
The  brightejl  eyes  aroundyoujhine  in  vain. 
Should  the  moft  Heavenly  beauty  bidyou  take  her, 
You'd  rather  hold         two  aces  an  da  maker, 
fly  your  example,  our  poor fex  drawn  in, 
Is  guilty  of  the  fame  unnafralfin  ; 
STheJludy  now  of  ev^ry  girl  of  parts, 
Is  how  to  win  your  money,  not  your  hearts* 
O  !  in  whatfwect,  what  ravi/hing  delights 
Our  beaux  and  belles  together  pafs  their  nights  ! 
By  ardent  perturbations  kept  awake, 
Each  views  with  longing  eyes  the  other's — -/lake,  . 
Thefmiles  and  graces  are  from  Britainjlown,  ^ 

Our  Cupid  is  an  errantjharper  grown,  I 

And  Fortune  Jits  on  Cytherea^s  throne* 
fn  all  thefe  things,  tho9  women  may  be  blamed, 
Sure  men,  the  wifer  men,  Jhould  be  afoam'd! 
And  'tis  a  horridfcandal,  I  declare, 
That  four Jlrange  quccnsjbould  rival  all  the  fair  ; 
Four  jilts  with  neither  beauty,  wit,  nor  parts, 
OJhame  !  have  got  pojjeffion  of  their  hearts  : 
And  thofe  boldjluts,  for  all  their  queenly  pride, 
Have  play*  d  loofe  tricks,  or  elfe  they're  much 
Cards  were  atjirjlfor  benefits  defign'd, 
Sent  to  amufe,  and  not  enjlave  the  mind. 
From  good  to  bad  how  cajy  the  tranjition  ! 
For  what  was  pie  afure  once,  is  now  perdition. 
Fair  ladies,   then,  thcfe  wicked gameftersjhun, 
Whoever  weds  one,  i$,youfee,  undone* 
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F 

TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

PHILIP, 

Earl  of  Leicefterr  &c. 

FAR  be  it  from  me  (my  moft  noble  Lord)  to  think,  that  any  thing 
which  my  meannefs  can  produce,  ftould  be  worthy  to  be  of 
fered  to  your  patronage  5  or  that  ought   which   I   can  fay  of  you 
fhould  recommend  you  farther,  to  the  efteem   of  good  men  in  this 
prefent  age,  or  to  the  veneration  which  will  certainly  be  paid  you 
by  pofterity.     On  the  other  fide,  I  muft  acknowledge  it  a  great  pre- 
fumption  in  me,  to  make  you  this  addrefs  j  and  fo  much  the  greater, 
becaufe  by  the  common  fufrrage  even  of  contrary  parties,  you  have 
been  always  regarded  as  one  of  the  firft  perfons  of  the  age,  and  yet 
no  one  writer  has  dared  to  tell  you  fo  :    whether  we  have  beeu  all 
confcious  to  ourfelves  that  it  was  a  needlefs  labour  to  give  this  no 
tice  to  mankind,  as  all  men  are  afhamed  to  tell  ftale  news  j  or   that 
we  werejuftly  diffident  of  our  own  performances,  as  even  Cicero  is 
obferved  to  be  in  awe  when  be  writes  to  Atticus  j  where  knowing 
himfelf  overmatched  in  good  fenfe,  and  truth  of  knowledge,  he  drops 
the  gaudy  train  of  words,  and  is  no  longer  the  vain-glorious  orator* 
From  whatever  reafon  it  may  be,  I  am  the  rirft  bold  offender  of  this 
kind  :    I  have  broken  down  the  fence,   and  ventured  into  the  holy 
grove  :  how  I  may  be  puniftied   for  my  profane  attempt,  I  know 
not  ;  but  I  wifh  it  may  not  be  of  ill  cmen    to  your  Lordfhip ;  and 
that  a  croud  of  bad  writers  do  not  rufh  into  the   quiet  of  your  re- 
cefles  after  me.     Every  man  in  all  changes   of  government,   which 
have  been,  or  maypoflibly  arrive,  will  agree,   that  I  could  not  hav« 
offered  my  incenfe,  where  it  could  be  fo  well   deferved.     For  you, 
my  Lord,   are  fecure  in  your  own   merit ;  and   all  parties,  as   they 
rife  uppermoft,  are  fure  to  court  you  in  their  turns  ;  'tis   a  tribute 
which  has  ever  been  paid  your  virtue  :  the  leading  men  ftill   bring 
their  bullion  to  your  mint,  to  receive  the  ftamp  of  their  intrinfic  >- 
value,    that  they  may  afterwards  hope  to   pafs   with  human   kind. 
They  rife  and  fall  in  the  variety  of  revolutions  j  and  are  fometimes 
great,   and  therefore  wife  in  men's  opinions,   who  muft  court  them 
for  their  intereft  :  but  the  reputation  of  their  parts  moft  commonly 
follows  their  fuccefs  j  few  of  them  are  wife,   but  as  they   are  in 
power  :  becaufe  indeed,  they  have  no  fphere  of  their  own,  but  like 
the  moon  in  the  Copernican  fyftem  of  the  world,  are  whirled  about 
by  the  motion  of  a  greater  planet.     This    it   is   to    be  ever  bufy  5 
neither  to  give  reft   to  their  fellow-creatures,  nor,  which   is  more 
wretchedly   ridiculous,   to  themfelves  :  tho'  truly,  the  latter  is  a 
kind  of  juftice,  and  giving  mankind  a  due  revenge,  that  they  will 
A  a  not 
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not  permit  their  own  hearts  to  be  at  quiet,  who  difturb  the  repofe 
of  ali  befide  them.     Ambitious  meteors  !  how  willing  they  are  to 
fet  themfelves   upon  the   wing  ;  taking  every  occafion  of  drawing 
upward  to  the  fun  :  not  confidering   that  they  have   no  more  time 
allowed  them  for  their  mounting,  than    the  ihort  revolution  of  a 
day  ;  and  that  when  the  light  goes  from   them,  they   are  of  necef- 
fity  to  fall.     How  much  happier  is  he  (and  who  he   is   I  need   not 
fay,  for  there  is  but  one  phcenix  in  an  age)  who  centering  on   him- 
felf,  remains  immoveable,  and   fmiles  at  the  madnefs  of  the   danrt 
about  him  ?     He  pofleffes  the  midft,   which  is  the  portion  of  fafety 
and  content:  he  will  not  be  higher,  becaufe  he   needs  it   notj    but 
by  the  prudence  of  that  choice,  he  puts  it  out  of  Fortune's  power 
to  throw  him  down.     'Tis  confeft,  that  if  he  had  not  fo  been  bom, 
he  might  have  been  too  high  for   happinefs  $  but   not  endeavouring 
to  afcend,  he  fecures  the  native  height  of  his   ftation    from   envy  ; 
and  cannot  defcend  from  what  he  is,  becaufe  he  depends  not  on  ano 
ther.     What  a  glorious  character  was  this  once  in  Rome  !  I  fhould 
fay  in  Athens,  when  in  the  difturbances  of  a  ftate  as   mad  as   ours, 
the  wife  Pomponius  tranfported  all  the  remaining  vvifdom  and  virtue 
of  his  country,   into  the   fan&uary  of  peace  and   learning.     But  I 
•would  afk  the  world  (for  you,  my  Lord,  are  too  nearly  concerned    to 
judge  this  caufe)  whether  there  may  not  yet  be  found  a  character  of 
a  noble  Englishman  equally  fhining  with   that   illuftrious   Roman  ? 
Whether  I  need  to  na-ne  a  fecond  Atticus  ;    or    whe.tb.er  the  world 
lias  not  already  prevented  me,  and  fixed  it  there  without  my  naming? 
Not  a  fecond  with  a  tongo  fed  prcximus  'interiiallo^  not  a  young  Mar- 
cellus,  flattered  by  a  poet  into    the  refemblance  of  the  firft,  with  * 
from  Iteta  parum,  &  dejeflo  lumina  vu/tu,  and    the  reft  that  follows, 
Ji  qua  fata  ajpera  rumpas,  Tu  Marcellus   eris :    but  a   perfon  of  the 
fame  ftamp  and  magnitude  j  who  owes  nothing   to  the  former,   be« 
fides  the  word  Roman,  and  the  fuperftition  of  reverence,  devolving 
on    him  by  the  precedency   of  eighteen  hundred  years  :   one   who 
walks  by  him  with  equal  paces,  and   /hares  the  eyes  of  beholders 
•with  him:  one  who  had  been  firft,  had  he  firft  lived  j  and  in   fpitev 
of  doating  veneration  is  ftill  his  equal.     Both  of  them  born   of  no 
ble  families,  in  unhappy  ages  of  change  and  tumult  :   both  of  them 
retiring  from  affairs  x.f  ftate  j  yet  not  leaving  the  commonwealth, 
till  it  had  left  itfel;  :   but  never  returning    to  public   bufmefs  when 
they  had  once  quitted  it,  tho'  courted  by  the   heads  of  either  party. 
But  who  wiould  truft  the  quiet   of  their  lives  with   the   extravagan 
cies  of  their  countrymen,  when  they  were  juft  in   the  giddinefs  cf 
their  turning  j  when  the  ground  was  tottering  under  them   at  every 
moment  j    and   none  could  guefs   whether   the    next  heave  of  the 
earthquake  wsuld  fettle  them  on   the   firft   foundation,   or  fwallow 
it  ?     Both  of    them    knew   mankind    exactly  well ;    for    both    of 
them  began  that  ftudy   in  themfelves  j  and  there  they   found  the  beft 
part  of  human  comiiofition,  the  worft  they  learned  by  long  experience 
of  the  folly,    ignorance,   and  immorality  of  moft  befide  them  ;   their 
philofophy  on  both  fides,  was  not  wholly  fpeculative,  for  that   is 
barren,  and  produces  nothing  but  vain  ideas  of  things  which  cannot 
poflibly  be  known,  or  if  they  could,  yet  would  only  terminate  in  the 
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underftanding;  but  it  was  a  noble,   vigorous,  and  practical  phrlofol 
phy,  which  exerted  itfelf  in  all  the  offices  of  pity,  to  thofe  who 
were  unfortunate,  and  deferved  not  fo  to  be.     The  friend  was  always 
more   confidered  by  them  than  the  caufe  :  and  an  Octavius,  or  an 
Antony  in  diftrefs,  were  relieved  by  them,  as  well  as  a  Brutus  or  a 
Cafiius.     For  thelowermoft  party,  to  a  noble  mind,  is  ever  the  fitteft 
object  of  good-will.     The  eldeft  of  them,   I  will  fuppofe  f^r  his  ho-  • 
nour,  to  have  been  of  the  academic  feel,  neither  dogmatift  nor  ftoicj  , 
if  he  were  not,  1  am  fure  he  ought  in  common  juftice,  to  yield  the  - 
precedency  to  his  younger  brother.     For  ftiffnefs  of  opinion  is  the  ef 
fect  of  pride,    and  not   of  philofophy :  'tis  a  miferable  prefumptioii  s 
of  that   knowledge   which  human  nature  is  too  narrow  to  contain. 
And  the  ruggednefs  of  a  ftoic  is  only  a  filly   affectation  of  being  a 
god  :  to  wind  himfelf  up  by  pullies  to  an  infenfibility  of  fuftering; 
and  at  the  fame  time  to  give  the  lie  tohi.s  own  experience,   by  faying  . 
he  Cutters  not,  what  he  knows  he  feels.     True  philofophy  is  cer 
tainly  of  a  more  pliant  nature,  and  more  accommodated  to  human 
ufe  :  Homo  fumy  humani  a  me  nihil  alienum  futo.     A   wife  man  wili 
never  attempt  an  impofiibility  j  and  fuch   it  is  to  {train  himfelf  be 
yond  the  nature  of  his  being  :  either  to  become  a  deity*  by   being: 
above  fuffering,  or  to  debafe  hirnfelf  into  a  ftock  or  ftone,  by  pre 
tending  not  to  feel  it.     To  find  in  ourfelves  the  weakoefles  and  im 
perfections  of  our  wretched  kind,  is  furely   the  moft  reafonable  ftep 
we  can  make  towards  the  companion  of  our  fellow-creatures.     I 
could  give  examples  of  this  kind  in  the  fecond  Atticus.     In  every 
turn  of  ftate,  "without  meddling  on  either  fide,  he  has  always  been  fa 
vourable  and  aflifting  to  oppretfed  merit.     The  praifes  which  were 
given  by  a  great  poet  to  the  late  Queen  mother  on  her  rebuilding  So- 
raerfet  palace,  one  part  of  which  was  fronting  to  the  mean  houfes  oa 
the  other  Jide  of  the  water,  are  as  juftly  his  : 

For,  the  diftrefid,  and  the  affli  fled  lie 
Moft  in  bis  thoughts,  and  always  In  his  eye. 

Neither  has  he  fo  far  forgot  a  poor  inhabitant  of  his  fuhurbs,  whofe  ' 
beft  profpect  is  on  the  garden  ofLeicefter  Houfe;  but  that  more  than  • 
on»e  he  has  been  offering  him  his  patronage,  to  reconcile  him  to  a 
world,  of  which  his  misfortunes  have  made  him  weary.     There  is  * 
another  Sidney  ftill  remaining,   though   there  can  never  be  another 
Spenfer  to  deferve  the  favour.     But  one  Sidney  gave  his  patronage 
to  the  applications  of  a  poet  j  the  other  offered  it  unaflced.     Thus, 
whether  as  a  fecond  Atticus,  or  a  fecond  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  the  lat 
ter  in  all  refpects  will  not  have  the  worfe  of  the  comparifon  ;  and  if 
he  will  take  up  with  the  fecond  place,  the  world  will  not  fo  far  flat 
ter  his  modefty,  as  to  feat  him  there,  tmlefs  it  be  out  of  a  deference  of 
manners,  that  he  may  place  himfelf  where  he  pleafes  at  his  own  table. 
I  may  therefore  fafely  conclude,  that  he,  who  by  the  confent  of  all 
men,  bears  fc  eminent  a  character,  will  out  of  his  inborn  noblenefs 
forgive  the  prefumption  of  this  addrefs.     'Tis  an  unfinifhed  picture,  , 
I  confefs,  but  the  lines  and  features  are  fo  like,  tint  it  cannot  be 
roiftaken   for  any  other  5    and  without  writing  any  name  under  it, 
every  beholder  rauft  cry  out,  at  the  firft  fight,  This  was  defigned  for 
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Attku«  ;  but  the  bad  artift  has  call  too  much  of  him  into  fliade*. 
But  I  have  this  excufe,  that  even  the  greatest  ^nailers  commonly  fall 
ihort  of  the  bed  faces.  They  may  flatter  an  indifferent  beauty j 
but  the  excellencies  of  nature  can  have  no  right  done  to  them  :  Fur 
there  both  the  pencil  and  the  pen  are  overcome  by  the  dignity  of  the 
fubjeft  j  as  our  admirable  Waller  has  exprefied  it, 

The  beroe's  race  transcends  tie  poefs  thought* 

There  are  few  in  any  age  who  can  bear  the  load  of  a  dedication  j 
for  where  praife  is  undeferved,  it  is  fatire  t  though  fatire  on  folly  is 
now  no  longer  a fcandal  to  any  one  perfon,  where  a  whole  age  is  dipt 
together  j  yet  I  had  rather  undertake  a  multitude  one  way,  than  a 
fingle  Atticus  the  other  j  for  'tis  eafier  to  defcend  than  'tis  to  climb. 
I  fliould  have  gone  afhamed  out  of  the  world,  if  I  had  not  at  leaft  at 
tempted  this  addrefs,  which  I  have  long  thought  owing:  and  if  I 
had  never  attempted,  I  might  have  been  vain  enough  to  think  I 
might  have  fucceeded  in  it.  Now  I  have  made  the  experiment,  and 
have  failed,  through  my  unworthinefs,  1  may  reft  fatlsfied,  that  ei 
ther  the  adventure  is  not  to  be  atchieved,  or  that  it  is  referved  for 
fome  other  hand. 

Be  pleafed,  therefore,  fince  the  family  of  Attici  is  and  ought  to 
be  above  the  common  forms  of  concluding  letters,  that  I  may  take  my 
leave  in  the  wovds  of  Cicero  to  the  firft  of  them  :  Me>  0  Pomfoni, 
valde  pcenitet  vivere :  tantum  te  oro,  tit  quoniam  me  if>fe  femfer  amaJH, 
vt  eodem  amorejis  j  tgo  nimirvm  idtm  fum.  Inimici  met  wea  mibit  »e«  me 
tpfum  ademerunt.  Cure,  Att\ce>  vt  valeas. 

Dalam  Cal. 
Jan.  1690. 


THE 
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PREFACE. 


WHETHER  it  happened  thro'  a  long  difufe  of  writing,  that 
I  forgot  the  ufual  compafs  of  a  play  j  cr  that  by  crouding 
it  with  characters  and  incidents,  I  put  a  neceflity  upon  myfelf  of 
lengthening  the  main  action,  I  know  not :  but  the  firrt  day's  audi 
ence  fufficicntly  convinced  me  of  my  error ;  and  that  the  poem 
was  infupportably  too  long.  'Tis  an  ill  ambition  of  poets,  to  pleafe 
an  audience  with  more  than  they  can  bear  :  and,  fuppofing  that  we 
wrote  as  well  as  vainly  we  imagine  ourfelves  to  write,  yet  we  ought 
to  confider,  that  no  man  can  bear  to  be  long  tickled.  There  is 
a  naufeoufnefs  in  a  city-feafl,  when  we  are  to  fit  four  hours  after  we 
are  cloyed.  I  am  therefore  in  the  firft  place  to  acknowledge,  with 
all  manner  of  gratitude,  their  civility,  who  were  pleafed  to  endure 
it  with  fo  much  patience,  to  be  weary  with  fo  much  good-nature 
and  filence,  and  not  to  explode  an  entertainment,  which  was  de- 
figned  to  pleafe  them  j  or  difcourage  an  author,  whofe  misfortunes 
have  once  more  brought  him,  againft  his  will,  upon  the  flage, 
While  I  continue  in  thefe  bad  circumftances  (and  truly  I  fee  very 
little  probability  of  coming  out)  I  muft  be  obliged  to  write  j  and  if 
I  may  ftili  hope  for  the  fame  kind  ufage,  I  fhall  the  lefs  repent  of. 
that  hard  neceflity.  I  write  not  this  out  of  any  expectation  to  be 
pitied  j  for  I  have  enemies  enough  to  wifh  me  yet  in  a  worfe  con 
dition  j  but  give  me  leave  to  fay,  that  if  I  ca«  pleafe  by  writing,  as 
I  fhall  endeavour  it,  the  town  may  be  fomewhat  obliged  to  my  mifr 
fortunes,  for  a  part  of  their  diverfkm.  Having  been  longer  ac 
quainted  with  the  ftage,  than  any  poet  now  living,  and  having  ob- 
ferved  how  difficult  it  was  to  pleafe  j  that  the  humours  of  comedy 
were  almoft  fpent,  that  love  and  honour  (the  miftaken  topicks  of 
tragedy)  were  quite  worn  out,  that  the  theatres  could  not  fupport 
their  charges,  that  the  audience  forfook  them,  that  young  men 
without  learning  fet  up  for  judges,  and  that  they  talked  loudeft 
who  uaderftood  the  leaft :  all  thefe  difcouragements  had  not  only 
weaned  me  from  the  ftage,  but  had  alfo  given  me  a  loathing  of 
it.  But  enough  of  this :  the  difficulties  continue;  they  increafe, 
and  I  am  ftill  condemned  to  dig  in  thofe  exhaufted  mines.  Whate 
ver  fault  I  next  commit,  reft  aflured  k  fhall  not  be  that  of  too  much 
length.  Above  twelve  hundred  lines  have  been  cut  oft"  from  this 
tragedy  /ince  it  was  firft  delivered  to  the  actors.  They  were  indeed 
fo  judicioufly  lopped  by  Mr.  Betterton,  to  whofe  care  and  excellent 
action  I  am  equally  obliged,  that  the  connexion  of  the  ftory  was  not 
loft  j  but  on  the  other  fide,  it  was  impoflible  to  prevent  fome  part 
of  the  action  from  being  precipitated  and  coming  on  without  that 
due  preparation,  which  is  required  to  all  great  events  j  as  in  parti 
cular,  that  of  raifing  the  mobile  in  the  beginning  of  the  fourth 
act  ;  which  a  man  of  Benducar^s  cool  character,  could  not  naturally 
attempt^  without  taking  all  thofe  precautions,  which  he  forefaw 
3  would 
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would  be  neceflary  to  render  his  defign  fuccefsful.  On  this  confi- 
deration  I  have  replaced  thofe  lines  through  the  whole  poem  }  and 
thereby  reftored  it  to  that  clearnefs  of  conception,  and  (if  I  may 
dare  to  fay)  that  luitre  and  mafculine  vigour  in  which  it  was  firft 
written.  'Tis  obvious  to  every  understanding  reader,  that  the  mod 
poetical  parts,  which  are  defcription,  images,  fimilitudes,  and  mo 
ral  fentences,  are  thofe  which  of  neceffity  were  to  be  pared  away, 
when  the  body  was  fwollen  into  too  large  a  bulk  for  the  reprefenta- 
tion  of  the  ftage.  But  there  is  a  »aft  difference  betwixt  a  public 
entertainment  on  the  theatre,  and  a  private  reading  in  the  clofet  ; 
in  the  firft  we  are  confined  to  time,  and  though  we  talk  not  by  the 
hour-glafs,  yet  the  watch  often  drawn  out  of  the  pocket  warns  the 
aftors  that  their  audience  is  weary  :  in  the  laft  every  reader  is  judge 
of  his  own  convenience  j  he  can  take  up  the  book  and  lay  it  down 
at  his  pleafure  ;  and  find  out  thofe  beauties  of  propriety  in  thought 
and  writing,  which  efcaped  him  in  the  tumult  and  hurry  of  repre- 
fenting.  And  I  dare  boldly  promife  for  this  play,  that  in  the 
roughnefs  of  the  numbers  and, cadences  (which  I  afiure  was  not  ca- 
fual,  but  fodefigned)  you  will  fee  fomewhat  more  mafterly  arifing 
to  your  view,  than  in  moft,  if  not  any  of  my  former  tragedies. 
There  is  3  more  noble  daring  in  the  figures,  and  more  fuitable  to 
the  loftinefs  of  the  fubject  j  and  befides  this,  feme  newnefles  of  En- 
glifh,  translated  from  the  beauties  of  modern  tongues,  as  well  .as 
from  the  elegancies  of  the  Latin  j  and  here  and  there  fome  old 
words  are  fprinkled,  which  for  their  fignificance  and  found  deferred 
not  to  be  antiquated,  fuch  as  we  often  find  in  Salluft  amongft  the  Ro 
man  authors,  and  in  Milton's  Paradife  amongft  ours  j  tho'  perhaps 
'  the  latter,  inftead  of  fprinkling,  has  dealt  them  with  too  free  a  hand> 
even  foraetimes  to  the  obfcuringof  his  fenfe. 

As  for  the  ftory  or  plot  of  the  tragedy,  'tis  purely  fidion  j  for  I 
take  it  up  where  the  hiftory  has  laid  it  down.  We  are  afiured  by 
all  writers  of  thofe  times,  that  Sebaftian,  a  young  prince  of  great 
courage  and  expectation,  undertook  that  war  partly  upon  a  religious 
account,  partly  at  the  felicitation  of  Muley-Mahomet,  who  had 
been  driven  out  cf  his  dominions  by  Abdelmelech,  or  as  others  call 
him,  Muley-Moiuch,  his  nigh  kinfman,  who  defcended  from  the 
fame  family  of  the  Xerifts,  whofe  fathers,  Hamet  and  Mahomet 
had  conquered  that  empire  with  joint  forces,  and  fhared  it  betwixt 
them  after  their  victory  j  that  the  body  of  Don  Sebaftian  was  ne 
ver  found  in  the  field  of  battle ;  which  gave  occafion  for  many  to 
believe,  that  he  was  not  flain  :  that  fome  years  after,  when  the 
Spaniards,  with  a  pretended  title,  by  force  of  arms,  had  ufurped 
the  crown  of  Portugal  from  the  houfe  of  Braganza,  a  certain  per- 
fon,  who  called  himfclf  Don  Sebaftian,  and  had  all  the  marks  of 
his  body  and  features  of  his  face,  appeared  at  Venice,  where  he  wa* 
owned  by  fome  of  his  countrymen}  but  being  feized  by  the  Spa 
niards,  was  firft  imprifoned,  then  fent  to  the  gallies,  and  at  iaft 
put  to  death  in  private.  'Tis  moft  certain,  that  the  Portnguefe  ex- 
peftedhis  return  for  almoft  an  age  together  after  that  battle;  which 
is  atleafta  proof  of  their  extream  love  to  his  memory  :  and  the 
ufage  which  they  had  from  their  new  conquerors,  might  poflibly 
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inake  them  fo  extravagant  in  their  hopes  and  wiflies  for  their  old 
m  after. 

This  ground-work  the  hiftory  afforded  me,  and  I  defire  no  better 
to  build  a  play  upon  it ;  for  where  the  event  of  a  great  a&ionis  left 
doubtful,  there  the  poet  is  left  matter  :  he  may  raife  what  he  pleafes 
on  that  foundation,  provided  he  makes  it  of  a  piece,  and  according  to 
the  rule  of  probability.  From  hence  I  was  onlyobliged  that  Sebaftian 
fhould  return  to  Portugal  no  more  ;  but  at  the  fame  time  I  had  him 
at  my  own  difpofal,  whether  to  beftow  him  in  Africk,  or  in  any 
other  corner  of  the  world,  or  to  have  clofed  the  tragedy  with  his 
death  ;  and  the  laft  of  thefe  was  certainly  the  moft  eafy,  but  for  the 
fame  reafon,  the  leaft  artful ;  becaufe,  as  I  havt  fomewhere  faid,  the 
poifon  and  the  dagger  are  ftill  at  hrnd  to  butcher  a  hero,  when  a  poet 
wants  the  brains  to  fave  him.  It  being  therefore  only  neceflary,  ac 
cording  to  the  laws  of  the  Drama,  that  Sebaftian  ftiould  no  more  be 
feen  upon  the  throne,  I  leave  it  for  the  world  to  judge,  whether  or 
BO  I  have  difpofed  of  him  according  to  art,  or  have  bungled  up  the 
conclufion  of  his  adventure.  In  the  drawing  of  his  character  I  for 
got  not  piety,  whrch  any  one  may  obferve  to  be  one  principal  ingre 
dient  of  it  j  even  fo  far  as  to  be  a  habit  in  him  ;  though  I  (hew  him 
once  to  be  tranfported  from  it  by  the  violence  of  a  fudden  yafiion,  to 
endeavour  a  felf-murder.  This  being  pre-fuppofed,  that  he  was  re 
ligious,  the  horror  of  his  inceft,  though  innocently  committed,  was 
the  beft  reafon  which  the  ftage  could  give  for  hindering  his  return. 
'Tis  true,  I  have  no  right  to  blaft  his  memory  with  fuch  a  crime  :  but 
declaring  it  to  be  fiction,  I  defire  my  audience  to  think  it  no  longer 
true,  than  while  they  are  feeing  it  reprefented:  for  that  once  ended, 
he  may  he  a  faint  for  ought  I  know ;  and  we  have  reafon  to  prefume 
he  is.  On  thisfuppofition,  it  was  unreafonable  to  have  killed  him  : 
for  the  learned  Mr,  Rymer  has  well  obferved,  that  in  all  puniih- 
ments  we  areto  regulate ourfelves  by  poetical  juftice ;  and  according 
to  thofe  meafures  an  involuntary  fin  deferves  not  death  :  from 
whence  it  follows,  that  to  divorce  himfelf  from  the  beloved  object, 
to  retire  into  a  defart,  and  deprive  bimfelf  of  a  throne,  was  the  ut- 
jnoftpunifhment  which  a  poet  could  inflict,  as  it  was  alfo  the  utmoft 
reparation  which  Sebaftian  could  make.  Foi  what  relates  to  Almey- 
da,  her  partis  wholly  fictitious :  I  know  it  is  the  firname  of  a  noble 
famil/  in  Portugal,  which  was  very  inltrumental  in  the  reflcrationof 
Don  John  de  Braganza,  father  to  the  moft  illuftrious  and  moft  pious 
princcfs  our  Queen  Dowager.  The  French  author  of  a  novel  called 
Don  Sebaftian,  has  given  that  name  to  an  African  lady  of  his  own. 
invention,  and  makes  her  fifter  to  Muley-Mahomet.  But  I  have 
wholly  changed  the  accidents,  and  borrowed  nothing  but  the  fuppofi- 
tion,  that  fhe  was  beloved  by  the  King  of  Portugal.  Though  if  I 
had  taken  the  whole  ftory,  and  wrought  it  up  into  a  play,  I  might 
have  done  it  exactly  according  to  the  practice  of  almoft  all  the  an 
cients  ;  who  were  never  accufed  of  being  plagiaries,  for  buildine;  their 
tragedies  on  known  fables.  Thus  Auguftns  Caefar  wrote  an  Ajax, 
which  was  not  the  lefs  his  own,  becaufe  Euripides  had  written  a  play 
bffore  him  on  that  fubje£l.  Thus  of  late  years  Corneille  writ  an 
OEdipus  after  Sophocles  j  and  I  have  defigned  one  after  him,  which 
I  wrote  with  Mr.  Lee  :  yet  neither  the  French  poet  ftole  from  the 
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Greek,  nor  we  from  the  Frenchman.  'Tis  the  contrivance,  the 
new  turn,  and  new  characters,  which  alter  the  property,  and  make  it 
ours.  The  Materia  Poeticais  as  common  to  all  writers,  as  the  Ma- 
terlaMedicalo  all  phyficians.  Thus  in  our  Chronicles,  Daniel's  hi- 
ftory  is  ftill  his  own,  though  Matthew  Paris,  Stow,  and  Hollingflied 
writ  before  him  ;  otherwise  we  muft  have  been  content  with  their 
dull  relations,  if  a  better  pen  had  not  been  allowed  to  come  after 
them,  and  writ  his  own  account  after  a  new  and  better  manner. 

I  muft  further  declare  freely,  that  I  have  not  exactly  kept  to  the 
three  mechanic  rules  of  unity  :  I  knew  them,  and  had  them  in  my 
eye,  bat  followed  them  only  at  a  diftance  :  for  the  genius  of  the 
Englifh  cannot  bear  too  regular  a  play,  we  are  given  to  variety,  even 
to  a  debauchery  of  pleafure.  My  fcenes  are  therefore  fometimes 
broken,  becaufe  my  under-plot  required  them  fo  to  be:  though  the 
general  fe  ne  remains  of  the  fame  caftle  ;  and  I  have  taken  the  time  of 
two  days,  becaufe  the  variety  of  accidents,  which  ate  here  repre- 
fented,  could  not  naturally  be  fuppofed  to  arrive  in  one  :  But  to  gain 
a  greater  beauty,  'tis  lawful  for  a  poet  to  fuperfede  a  lefs. 

I  muft  likewife  own,  that  I  have  fomewhat  deviated  from  the 
known  hiftory,  in  the  dearh  of  Muley-Moluch,  who,  by  all  relations, 
died  of  a  fever  in' the  battle,  before  his  army  had  wholly  won  the 
field  :  but  if  I  have  allowed  him  another  day  of  life,  it  was  becaufe 
J  flood  in  need  of  fo  fhining  a  character  of  brutality,  as  I  have  given 
him  j  which  is  indeed  the  fame  with  that  of  the  prefent  emperor 
Muley-Ifhmael,  as  fome  of  our  Englifh  officers,  who  have  been  in 
his  court,  have  credibly  informed  me.  » 

I  have  been  liftening  what  objections  had  been  made  againft  the 
conduct  of  the  play,  but  found  them  all  fo  trivial,  that  if  I  fhould 
name  them,  a  true  critic  would  imagine  that  I  played  booty,  and 
only  raifed  up  fantems  for  myfelf  to  conquer.  Some  are  pleafed  to 
lay  the  writing  is  dull  :  but  aetatem  h&bet,  de  fe  loquatur.  Others, 
that  the  double  poifon  is  unnatural ;  let  the  common  received  opi 
nion,  and  Aufonius's  famous  epigram  anfwer  that.  Laftly,  a  more 
ignorant  fort  of  creatures  than  either  of  the  former,  maintain 
that  the  character  of  Dorax  is  not  only  unnatural,  but  inconfiftent 
with  itfelf  j  let  them  read  the  play  and  think  again  j  and  if  yet  they 
are  not  fatisfied,  caft  their  eyes  on  that  chapter  of  the  wife  Mon 
taigne,  which  is  intitled,  de  I '  Inconftance  des  d&'vmi  butnalnes.  A 
longer  reply  is  what  thofe  cavillers  deferve  not;  but  I  will  give 
them  and  their  fellows  to  underftand,  that  the  earl  of  Dorfet  was 
pleafed  to  read  the  tragedy  twice  over  before  it  was  acted;  and  did 
me  the  favour  to  fend  me  word,  that  I  had  written  beyond  any  of 
my  former  plays ;  and  that  he  was  difpleafed  any  thing  fhould  be  cut 
away.  If  I  have  not  reafon  to  prefer  his  fingle  judgment  to  a  whole 
faction,  let  the  world  be  judge;  for  the  oppofition  is  the  fame  with 
that  of  Lucan's  hero  againft  an  army  ;  concurrere  helium,  atque  virum. 
I  think  I  may  modeftly  conclude,  that  whatever  errors  there  may  be, 
either  in  the  defign,  or  writing  of  this  play,  they  are  not  thofe  which 
have  been  objected  to  it.  I  think  alfo,  that  1  am  not  "yet  arrived  to 
the  age  of  doting;  and  that  I  have  given  fo  much  application  t®  this 
poem,  that  I  could  not  probably  let  it  run  into  many  grofs  abfur- 
dities,  which  may  caution  my  enemies  from  tcorafli  a  cenfure  ;  and 
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may  alfo  encourage  my  friends,  who  are  many  more  than  I  could 
reafonably  have  expefted, to  believe  their  -kindnefs  has  not  been  very 
undefervedly  beftowed  on  me.  This  is  not  "a  play  that  was  huddled  up 
in  hafte  :  and  to  ftiew  it  was  not,  I  will  own,  that  befides  the  gene 
ral  moral  of  it,  which  is  given  in  the  four  laft  lines,  there  is  alfo  ano 
ther  moral,  couched  under  under  every  one  of  the  principal  parts  and 
characlers  j  which  a  judicious  critic  will  obferve,  though  I  point  not 
to  in  this  preface.  And  there  may  be  alfo  fome  fecret  beauties  in 
the  decorum  of  parts,  and  uniformity  of  defign,  which  my  puny  judges 
will  not  eafily  find  out :  let  them  confider  in  the  laft  fcene  of  the 
fourth  aft,  whether  I  have  not  preferved  the  rule  of  decency,  in  gi 
ving  all  the  advantage  to  the  royal  character,  and  in  making  Dorax 
firft  fubmit  :  perhaps  too  they  may  have  thought,  that  it  was  thro' 
indigence  of  characters,  I  have  given  the  fame  to  Sebaftian  and  Al- 
jneyda  ;  and  confequently  made  them  alike  )n  all  things  but  their 
fex.  But  let  them  look  a  little  deeper  wtferthe  matter,  and  they  will 
find  that  this  identity  of  character  in  the  greatnefs  of  their  fouls, 
was  intended  for  a  preparation  of  the  final  difcovery,  and  that  the 
likenefs  of  their  nature,  was  a  fair  hint  to  the  proximity  of  their 
blood. 

To  avoid  the  imputation  of  too  much  vanity  (for  all  writers,  and 
efpecially  poets,  will  have  fome)  I  will  give  but  one  other  inftance, 
in  relation  to  the  uniformity  of  the  defign.  J  have  obferved,  that 
the  Englifh  will  not  bear  a  thorough  tragedy  j  but  are  plea  fed,  that 
it  ihould  be  lightened  with  under-parts  of  mirth.  It  had  been  eafy 
for  roe  to  have  given  my  audience  a  better  courfe  of  comedy,  I  mean 
a  more  diverting,  than  that  of  Antonio  and  Morayma.  But  I  dare 
appeal  even  tomy  enemies,  if  I,  or  any  man,  could  have  invented  one 
which  had  been  more  of  a  piece,  and  more  depending  on  the  feriouj 
part  of  the  defign.  For  what  could  be  more  uniform,  than  to  draw 
from  out  of  the  members  ef  a  captive  court,  the  fubjeft  of  a  comical 
entertainment  ?  To  prepare  this  epifode,  you  fee  Dorax  giving  the 
character  of  Antonio,  in  the  beginning  of  the  play,  upon  his  firft 
fight  of  him  at  the  lottery  ;  and  to  make  the  dependance,  Antonio  is 
engaged  in  the  fourth  aft  for  the  deliverance  of  Almeyda  ;  which  is 
alfo  prepared  by  his  being  firft  made  a  flave  to  the  captain  of  the  rab 
ble. 

I  fliould  beg  pardon  for  thefe  inftances  j  but  perhaps  they  may  be 
ef  ufe  to  future  poets,  in  the  conduft  of  their  plays  :  At  leaft  if  J  ap 
pear  too  pofitive,  I  am  growing  old,  and  thereby  in  pofiefiion  of  fome 
experience,  which  men  in  years  will  always  aflume  for  a  right  of 
talking.  Certainly  if  a  man  can  ever  have  reafon  to  fet  a  value  on 
himfelf,  'tis  when  his  ungenerous  enemies  are  taking  the  advantage 
of  the  times  upon  him,  to  ruin  him  in  his  reputation.  And  there 
fore  for  once,  I  will  make  bold  to  take  the  counfel  of  my  old  mafter, 
Virgil, 

Tu  tie  cede  maKs,  ftd  centra  eudenttor  its* 
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PROLOGUE. 

Sent  to  the  Author  by  an  unknown  Hand,  and  propofed  to  be 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Mountford,   drefled  like  an  Officer. 

Ty  RIGHT  beauties  who  in  awful  circle  Jit  y 
~~^  And  you  grave  Jy  nod  of  the  dreadful  pitt 
And  you  the  upper-  tire  of  popgun  wit, 

Pray  eafe  me  of  my  wonder,  if  you  may  s 
Is  all  this  croud  barely  to  fee  the  play, 
Or  is*t  tbepcefs  execution-day  ? 

His  breath  is  in  ysur  hands  I  will  prefume, 
But  I  advife  you  to  defer  bis  doom. 
Til/ you  have  got  a  better  in  bis  room  j 

And  don't  malicioujly  combine  together, 

At  if  infpigkt  and  fpleen  you  were  come  hither  5' 

For  he  has  kept  the  pen,  tbo   loft  tbt  feather* 

And  on  my  honour,  ladies,  I  avow, 
This  play  was  writ  in  charity  to  you  : 
Forfucb  a  dearth  of  wit  who  ever  knew  f 

Sure  'tis  a  judgment  on  tbisjinful  nation , 
For  tbeabufe  of  fo  great  diffenfation  : 
And  therefore  I  refolve  to  change  vocation* 


For  want  of  petty -coat  I've  put  en  baf, 
To  try  what  may  be  got  by  lying  rough  : 
How  think  you,  Sirs,  is  it  not  well  enough  ! 

Of  bully-critics  la  troop  would  lead  $ 
-    But  one  reply' d,  Thank  you,  there's  nofucb  need, 
I  at  Groom-Porter's,  Sir,  can  fafer  bleed. 

Another,  who  tbenam:  of  danger  loath s, 
Vowfd  be  weu'd  go,  andfwore  me  forty  oaths, 
But  that  his  horfes  were  in  body -clothes. 

A  third  cry'd,  Damn  my  blood,  Td  be  content 
To  pvjh  my  fortune,  if  the  parliament 
Woud  but  recall  Claret  from  banijhment. 

A  fourth  ( and  I  have  done )  made  this  excufe, 
I'd  draw  my  f word  in  Ireland,  Sir,  to  cbufe  ; 
Had  not  their  women  gouty  legs  and  wore  no  fhocs. 

Well,  1  may  march,  thought  I,  and  fight,  and  trudge  t 
But  of  tbefe  blades  the  devil  a  man  will  budge  ; 
They  there  would  fight,  e'enjuft  as  here  they  judge. 

Here  they  will  pay  for  leave  to  find  a  fault, 

But  when  their  honour  calls,  they  can't  be  bought  j 

Htnour  in  danger,  blood  and  waunds  isfougbt* 

Lo/l 


[     '3     ] 

Loft  Virtue,  whither  fed,  or  Where's  thy  dwelling 
TVbo  can  reveal?  at  leaft  'tis  pefl  my  tilling) 
Unlcfs  thou  art  embark 'd for  IniftiUing. 


On  carrion-tits  thofe  fparks  denounce  their  raget 
In  boot  of  wifp  ar.dLeinft  erf  rife  engage  : 
What  'would you  do  infucb  an  equipage  ? 

Tbejiege  of  Derry  does  you  gallants  threaten  s 
Wot  out  of  errant  (liame  cfbting  beaten , 
As  fear  of  •wanting  meaty  or  being  eaten*. 

Were  wit  like  honour  to  be  won  by  fgbting, 
H'JW  few  jujt  judges  to'jiild  there  be  of  writing* 
Then  you  would  leave  this  villainous  back-biting* 

Your  talents  lie  bow  to  exprefs  your  fpigbt, 
But  where  is  he  t-.nows  bt>w  to  praifc  aright  f 
You  praife  like  cowards,  but  like  critics  fgbt. 

Ladies,  be  wife,  and  wean  tbefe  yearling  calves , 

IVbo  in  your  fervice  too  are  mere  faux -braves, 

Tbry  judge  and  write,  and  fgbt,  and love  by  halves* 

PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  a  WOMAN. 

CT'HE  judge  removed,  tbd>  he's  no  more  my  Lord, 

-£•       May  plead  at  bar,  or  at  the  council-board  : 

So  may  caji  poets  write  }  there's  no pretenjion 

9~9  argue  lofs  of  wit.,  from  lofs  of  peyjion. 

Tour  looks  are  cbearful ;   and  in  all  this  place 

J  fee  not  one,  that  wears  a  damning  fact* 

The  -Britijh  nation  is  too  brave,  tojbetv 

Ignoble  vengeance  on  a  vanquijh  d  foe. 

At  leajl  be  civil  to  the  wretch  imploring ; 

And  lay  your  paws  upon  him,  •without  roaring  : 

Suppofe  cur  poet  was  your  foe  before  ', 

Ttt  now,  the  bus^nefs  of  the  f  eld  is  o'er  ; 

'77s  time  to  let  your  civil-wars  alone, 

When  troops  are  into  winter-yuarters  gone* 

Jove  was  alike  to  Latian  and  to  Phrygian  ', 

And  you  'well  know,  a  play's  of  no  religion. 

Take  good  advice  and ph -a 'fe yourfelves  this  day  \ 

No  matter  from  'what  hands  you  have  the  play* 

Among  gcod fellows  every  health  will  pafs, 

Ibatferves  to  carry  round  another  glafs  : 

fPhen  with  full  bowls  of  Burgundy  you  dine, 

Tho1  at  the  mighty  monarch  you  repine, 

Tou  grant  him  ft  ill  mojt  Chrijlian  in  his  wine. 

Thus  far  the  poet  :  but  his  brains  grow  addlt, 
And  all  the  reft  is  purely  fi'Qm  my  noddle  j 
B 


You've  feen  ycvng  ladies  at  the  fenate- door  t 

Prefer  petition! t  and y cur  grace  implore  : 

ilciuever  grave  the  legijlators  ivere, 

Their  cauj'e  ivetit  ne'er  the  ivcrfefor  being  fair* 

Peafot;*  as  ivea^k  as  theirs,  perhaps,  I  bnng\ 

But  I  could  bribeyou  ivitb  as  good  a  thing* 

1  beard  him  wake  advances  of  good  nature > 

That  be,foroncey  ivou'djbsath  his  cutting  fatire  t 

Sign  but  bis  peace,   be  vwjs  be  II  ne'er  again 

1  befacred  names  of  fops,  and  boons  profane*. 

Strikt  up  the  bargain  quickly  j  for  Ifivear, 

As  times  go  nciv*  be  offers  very  fair. 

Be  not  too  Lard  on  him  ivitb  patutet  neither t 

He  kind  $  and  do  not  fet your  teeth  together, 

To  ftretcb  the  laiwsl  as  coolers  do  their  leather . 

Horfes  by  papijls  are  not  -tf  be  ridden  j 

But  jure  the  Mufe's  borfe  was  tie*  cr  forbidden. 

For  in  no  rate-book  it  ivas  ever  found 

That  Pegafus  •was  valued  at  Jive  pound  : 

Fine  him  to  daily  drudging  and  inditing  : 

And  let  bitnpay.  bh  taxes  out  in  writing* 


DRAMATIS      PERSONS. 
MEN. 
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SCENE  in  the  caiHfi  of  Alcazar, 
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The  lines  marked  with  inverted  commas,  ( tbusr  0re  omitted  in  tkt 
refrefentafion. 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  at  Alcazar^  representing  a  Marht-place 
der  the  Caftle. 

Enter  Muley-Zeydan,  ««*/  Benducar. 


NOW  Africa's  long  wars  are  at  an  end, 
And  our  parchrd  earth  is  drench'd  in  Chrifliau 
My  conquering  brother  will  have  (laves  enow       [blood  j 
To  pay  his  cruel_  vows  for  vldory. 
What  hear^ou  oFSebaftian,  king  of  Portugal  ? 

Sen.  He  fell  among  a  heap  oi  ilaughter'd  Moors  ; 
Tho*  yet  his  mangled  carcafe  is  npt  found. 
The  rival  of  our  threaten  M  empire,  Mahomet^ 
Was  hot  purfuM  ;  and  in  the  genera!  rout, 
Mi  ftook  a  fwelling  current  for  a  ford, 
*  And  in  Mucazar's  fl  >od  was  feen  to  rife  :' 
Thrice  was  he  feen  ;  at  length,  his  courfcr  plung'cf, 
And  threw  him  off;  the  waves  whelm'd  over  him, 
And,  helplefs  in  his  heavy  arms,  he  drown'd.. 

M.  Zcyd.  Thus  then,  a  doubtful  title  is  extinguifh^  ; 
Thus  Moluchr  ftill  the  favourite  of  fate, 
Swims  in  a  fanguine  torrent  to  the  throne  ; 
A^  if  our  prophet  only  work'd  for  him, 
The  heavens  and  all  the  ftars  his  hired  fervants, 
As  Muley-Zeydan  were  not  worth  their  care, 
And  younger  brothers  but  the  draff  of  nature. 

Ben.  Be  dill,  and  learn  the  foothing  arts  of  courts  ; 
Adore  his  fortupe,  mix  with  flattering  crowds, 
And  when  they  praife  him  moll,  be  you  the  loudefl  : 

B  2,  Your 
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Your  brother  is  luxurious,  clofe,  and  cruel, 
Generous  by  fitsT^ut  permanent  in  niifchief* 
The  fliadow  of  a  difcontent  would  ruin  us  ; 
We  muft  be  fafe  before  We  can  be  great : 
Thefe  things  obferv'd,  leave  me  to  fhape  the  reft. 

*  M.  Zeyd.  You  have  the  key  ;  he  opens  inward  to  you, 

*  Ban.  So  often  try'd,  and  ever  found  fo  true, 
Has  given  metruft,  and  truft  has  given  me  means 
Once  to  be  falfe  for  all.     I  truft  not  him  ; 

For  now  his  ends  are  ferv'd,  and  he  grown  jubfolute, 
How  am  I  fure  to  Hand,  who  ferv'd  thofe  ends  ? 
I  know  your  nature  open,  mild  and  grateful ; 
In  fuch  a  prince  the  people  may  be  blefs'd, 
And  I  be  fafe. 

*  M.Zeyd.  My  father!  [Embracing  him. 

*  Sen.  My  future  king,  aufpicious  Muley-Zeydan* 

*  Shall  I  adore  you  ?  No,  the  place  is  public  ; 
1  I  vvorfhip  you  within,  the  outward  adt 

'  Shall  be  referv'd  tilT  nations  follow  me, 

*  And  Jieav'n  (hall  envy  you  the  kneeling  world/ 
You  know  m*  alcade  of  Alcazar,  Dorax  ? 

M.  Zeyd,  The  gajiant ...renegade  you  mean  ? 
Ben,  The  fame  : 
4  That  gloomy  outfide,  like  a  rufly  cheft,   . 

*  Contains  the  mining  treafure  of  a  foul 

'  Retblv'd  and  brave  :  he  has  the  foldiers*  hearts, 

*  And  time  fliall  make  him  ours.' 
M.Zeyd.  He's  juft  upon  us, 
Ben.  I  know  him  '  from  afar,' 

By  the  long  ftride,  and  by  the  fudden  port. 
Retire,  my  Lord : 

Wait-on  your  brother's  triumph,  yours  is  next ; 
His  growth  is  but  a  wild  and  fruitlefs  plant ; 
I'll  cut  his  barren  branches  to  the  flock, 
And  graft  you  on  to  bear. 

M*  Zeyd.  My  oracle  !  [Exit  M;  Zeyd. 

Ben.  Yes,  to  delude  your  hopes,  poor  credulous  fool, 
To  think  that  I  would  give  away  the  fruit 
Of  fo  much  toil,  fuch  guilt,  and  fuch  perdition : 
'  If  I  am  damn'd,  it  ffcall  be  for  myfelf : 
'  This  eafy  fool  muft  be  my  ftale,  fet  up 

*  To  catch  the  people's  eyes ;  he's  tame  and  merciful  ;* 
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*  Him  I  can  manage,  till  I  make  him  odious 

*  By  fome  unpopular  act,  and  then  dethrone  him.' 

Enter  Dorax. 
Now,  Borax 

Dor.  Well,  Benducar ! 

Ben*  Bare  Benducar  ! 

Dor.  Thou  wouldft  have  titles ;  take  them  then,  chief 
Firft  hangman  of  the  flate.  [minifler, 

Sen.  Some  call  me  favourite. 

Dor.  '  What's  that,  his  favourite  r* 
<•  Thou  art  too  old  to  be  a  catamite.' 
Now,  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  and  abate  thy  pride, 
Is  not  Benducar,  bare,  a  better  name 
In  a  friend's  mouth,  than  all  thole  gaudy  titles-,. 
Which  I  difdain  to  give  the  man  I  love. 

Ben*  But  always  out  of  humour 

Dor.  I  have  caufe ; 
Though  all  mankind  is  caufe  enough  for  fatire. 

Sen.  Why  then  thou  hall  reveng'd  theeon  mankind  : 
They  fay,  in  fight  thou  hadft  a  thirfty  fvvord, 
And  well  'twas  glutted  there. 

Dor.  I  fpitted  frogsr  1  crufiiM  a  heap  of  emmets, 
A  hundred  of  them  to  a  iingle  foul, 
And  that  but  fcanty  weight  too.     The  great  devil 
Scarce  thank'd  me  for  my  pains ;  '  he  (wallows  vulgar 
*•  Like  whipp'd  cream,  feels  them  not  in  going  down.' 

Sen.  Brave  renegade !:  couldft  thou  not  meet  Sebaitian  ? 
Thy  matter  had  been  worthy  of  thy  fword. 

-Dor.  My  mafler  !  By  what  title  ? 
Becaufe  I  happen'd  to  be  born  where  he 
Happen'd  to  be  king  ?  Aod  yet  I  ferv'd  hjm  ; 
Nay,  I  was  fool  enough  to  love  him  too. 
You  know  my  flory,  how  I  was  rewarded 
For  fifteen  hard  campaigns,  ftill  hoopM  in  iron, 
And  why  I  turn'd  Mahometan.     I'm  grateful.;. 
But  whofoever  dares  to  injure  me, 
Let  that  man  know,  I  dare  to  be  reveng'd. 

Ben.  Still  you  run  off  from  bias  j  fay,,  what  mores 
Your  prefent  fpleen  ? 

Dof.  You  mark'd  not  what  I  told  you  j 
I  kill'd  not  one  that  was  his  Maker's  image  ; 
I  met  with  none  but  vulgar  twu-legg'd  brutes ; 

B  3:  Sebaflism 
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Sebaflian  was  my  aim  ;  he  was  a  man  : 
Nay,  though  he  hated  me,  and  I  hate  him, 
Yet  I  .muft  do  him  right ;  '  he  was  a  man,' 
Above  man's  height,  ev'n  tow'ring  to  divinity ; 
Brave,  pious,  generous,  great,  and  liberal ; 

*  Juft,  as  the  fcales  of  heaven  that  weigh  the  feafons. 
He  lov'd  his  people ;  him  they  idoliz'd  ; 

And  thence  proceeds  my  mortal  hatred  to  him, 

That  thus  unblameable  to  all  befides, 

He  err'd  to  me  alone. 

His  goodnefs  was  diffus'd  to  human  kind, 

And  all  his  cruelty  confm'd  to  me. 
Ben,  You  could  not  meet  him  then  ? 
Dor.  No,  though  I  fought 

Where  ranks  fell  thickeft ;  'twas,  indeed,  the  place 

To  feek  Sebaftian.     Througli  a  track  of  death 

I  follow'd  him,  by  groans  of  dying  foes ; 

But  {till  I  came  to6  late  ;  for  he  was  flown, 

Like  lightning,  fwift  before  me  to  new  ilaughters. 

I  mow'd  a-crois,  and  made  irregular  harveft, 

Defac'd  the  pomp  of  battle  ;  but  in  vain ; 

For  hewasftill  fupplying  death  elfewhere. 

This  mads  me,  that,  perhaps,  ignoble  hands 

Have  overlaid  him  ;  for  theyN  could  not  conquer. 

Murder'd  by  multitudes,  whom  I  alone 

Had  right  to  flay.     I  tao  would  have  been  (lain, 

That,  catching  hold  upon  his  flitting  ghoft, 

I  might  have  robb'd  him  of  his  opening  heaven, 

And  dragg'd  him  down  with  me,  fpiteof  predeftinatiou. 

Ben.  'Tis  of  as  much  import  asAfric's  worth, 
To  know  what  came  of  him,  and  of  Almeyda, 

*  Thefiflerofthe  vanquifh'd  Mahomet, 

*  Whofe  fatal  beauty  to  her  brother  drew 

*  The  land's  third  part,  as  Lucifer  did  Heaven's.' 
Dor.  '  I  hope  fhe  dy'd  in  her  own  female^alling, 

*  Choak'd  up  with  man,  and  gorg'd  with  circumcilion.9 
As  for  Sebaftian,  we  muft  fearch  the  field, 

And  where  we  fee  a  mountain  of  the  (lain, 
Send  one  to  climb,  and  looking  down  below, 
There  he  ftiall  find  him  at  his  manly  length, 
With  his  face  up  to  heaven,  in  the  red  monument 
Which  his  true  fword  has  digg'd, 

Benl 


D  O  N    S  E  B  A  S  T  I  A  N.  rg 

Ben.  Yet  we  may  poffibly  hear  farther  news ; 
For  while  our  Africans  purfu'd  thechace, 
The  captain  of  the  rabble  ifTued  out, 
With  a  black,  fhirtlefs  train,  to  fpoil  the  dead, 
And  feize  the  living. 

Dor.  Each  of  them  an  hoft, 
A  million  llrong  of  vermin,  every  villain  : 
No  part  of  government,  but  lords  of  anarchy, 
Chaos  of  power,  and  privileged  deftrudYion. 

Ben.  Yet  I  muft  tell  you,  friend,  rhe  great  muft  ufe 
Sometimes  as  neceflary  tools  of  tumult.  [then* 

Dor,  I  would  ufe  them 

Like  dogs  in  time  of  plague,  out-laws  of  nature, 
Fit  to  be  fliot  and  brain'd  without  a  procefs,  \^ 

To  flop  infection ;  that's  their  proper  death. 

Ben.  No  more. 

Behold  the  emperor  coming  to  furvey 
The  flaves,  in  order  to  perform  his  vow. 
Enter  Muley-Moluch  the  Emperor,  with  Attendakts.  ' 
The  Mufti,  and  Muley-Zeydan. 

Emp.  Our  armours  now  may  ruft,  our  idle  fcymiters 
Hang  by  our  fides  for  ornament,  not  ufe ; 
Children  fhall  beat  our  atabals  and  drums, 
And  all  the  noify  trades  of  war  no  more 
Shall  wake  the  peaceful  morn.     *  The  Xeriffs  blood 
4  No  longer  in  divided  channels  runs, 
'  The  younger  houfe  took  end  in  Mahomet ;' 
Nor  (hall  Sebaftian's  formidable  name 
Be  longer  us'd  to  lull  the  crying  babe. 

Muf.  For  this  victorious  day,  our  mighty  prophet 
Exp'ects  your  gratitude,  the  facrifice 
Of  Chriftian  flaves,  devoted,  if  you  won. 

E?np.  The  purple  prefent  fliall  be  richly  paid  : 
That  vow  perform'd,  failing  fhall  be  abolifh'd  ; 
None  eyer  ferv'd  Heaven  well  with  a  flarv'd  face  : 
Preach  abfHnence  no  more.     I  tell  thee,  Mufti, 
Good  feafting  is  devout ;  and  thou,  our  head, 
Haft  a  religious,  ruddy  countenance. 


1  We  will  have  learned  luxury  j  our  lean  faith 
'  Gives  fcandal  to  the  Chrifhans ;  they  feed  high. 


Thea 
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*  Then  look  for  fhoals  of  converts,  when  thou  haft 
'*  ReformM  us  into  feaiting.' 
;$C     Muf,  Farting  is  but  the  letter  of  the  law  ; 
Yet  it  Ihews  well  to  preach  it  to  the  vulgar. 
Wine  is  againft  our  law,  that's  literal  too  ;, 
But  not  deny'd  to  kings,  and  to  their  guides* 
Wine  is  a  holy  liquor  for  the  great. 

JDtor.  [AJide.l  This  Mufti,  in  my  confcience,  is  fome 
Englifh  renegade,  he  talks  fo  favourily  of  toping. 

Emp    Bring  forth  th*  unhappy  relicks  of  the  war. 
Enter  Muftapha,  Captain  of  the  rabble,  with  his  followers 
of  the  black-guard,  &c.  and  other  Moors  ;.  vjjw  them-  a 
compatiy  of  Portuguefejlaves,  without  any  of  the  chief 
perfons* 

Theie  are  not  fit  to  pay  an  emperor's  vow  ; 
Our  bulls  and  rams  had  been  more  noble  victims; 
Tbefe  are  but  garbage,  not  afacrifice. 

Muf.  Theprophet  muft  not  pickandchufe  his  offerings; 
NQW  he  has  given  the  day,  'tis  paft  recalling  f 
And  he  muft  be  content  with  fuch  as  thefe. 

Emp.  But  are  thefe  all?  Speak  you  that  are  their  matters- 
Muft.  All,  upon  mine  honour.  If  you'll  take  them  a* 
their  fathers  got  them,  fo  ;  if  not,  you  muft  flay  till  they 
get  a  better  generation.  Thefe  Chriftians  are  mere  bung 
lers  ;  they  procreate,  nothing  but  out  of  their  own  wives,, 
and  thefe  have  all  the  looks  of  eldeft  fons. 

Emp.  Pain  of  your  lives,  let  none  conceal  a  flave. 
Mufl.  Let  every  man  look  to  his  own  confcience  ;  I  am 
fure  mine  fhall  never  hang  me.. 

Ben»  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  thou  wert  privy  to  conceal 
ments.  Then  thou  art  an  accomplice. 

Miift.  Nay,  if  accomplices  mult  fuffer,  it  may  go  hard, 
with  me.  But  here's  the  devil  on't,  there's  a,  great  man 
and  a  holy  man  too  concerned  with  me.  Now,  if  I.  con- 
fefs,  he'll,  be  fure  to  efcape  between  hi&  greatnefs  and  his 
holinefs,  and  I  (hall  be  murdered,  becaufe  of  my  poverty 
and  rafcality. 

Muf.  [Winking  at  him.]  Then  if  thy  filencc  fave  the 

great  and  holy, 
'Tis  fure  thou  fhalt  go  ftraight  to  Paradife. 

Muf.  Tis  a  fine  place,  they  fay  ;  but,  Doctor,  I  am 
ript  worthy  on't :  I  am  contented  with  this  homely  world ; 
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'tis  good  enough  for  fuch  a  poor  rafcally  Muflulman  as  I 
am.  Befides,  I  have  learnt  fo  much  good  manners,  Doctor, 
as  to  let  my  betters  be  ferved  before  me. 

Emp.  Thou  talked:  as  if  the  Mufti  were  concerned. 
Muft.  Your  majefty  may  lay  your  foul  on't.     But  for 
my  part,  though  I  am  a  plain  fellow,  yet  I  fcorn  to  be. 
tricked  into  Paradife,  I  would  he  fliould  know  it.     The 
truth  on't  is,  an't  like  you,  his  reverence  bought  of  me 
the  flower  of  all  the  market — Thefe — thefe  are  but  dogs- 
meat  to  them  :  and  a  round  price  he  paid  me  too,  I'll  lay 
that  for  him  ;  but  not  enough  for  me  to  venture  my  neck 
for.     '  If  I  get  Paradife  when  my  time  comes,  I  can't 
'  help  myfelf;  but  I'll   venture   nothing  beforehand, 
'  upon  a  blind  bargain.' 
Emp.  Where  are  thofe  flaves  ?  Produce  them. 
Muf.  They  are  not  what  he  fays. 
Emp.  No  more  excufes.       [One  goes  out  to  fetch  them* 
Know,  th^ujnayfl:  better  dally  . 
With  a  dead  prophet,  than  a  living  king. 
~~Muf.  I  but  referv'd  them  to  preient  thy  greatnefs, 
An  ottering  worthy  thee. 

Muft.  By  the  fame  token  there  was  a  dainty  virgin, 
(virgin,  faid  I  ?  But  I  won't  be  too  pofitive  of  that  nei 
ther)  with  a  roguifli  leering  eye :  he  paid  me  down  upon 
the  nail  a  thoufand  golden  fultanins,  or  he  had  never  had 
her,  I  can  tell  him  that.  Now,  is  it  very  likely  he  would 
pay  fo  dear  for  fuch  a  delicious  morfel,  and  give  it  away 
out  of  his  own  mouth,  when  it  had  fuch  a  farewel  with 
it  too? 

Enter  Sebailian,   conducted  in  mean  habit,  with  Alvarez, 
Antonio,  and  Almeyda,  her  face  veiled  with  a  larnus. 
Emp.  Ay,  thefe  look  like  the  workmanfhip  of  Heaven  ;  - 
This  is  tlie-porcelam  clay  of  humankind, 
And  therefore  caft  into  thefe  noble  molds. 

Dor.  \_Afide,  whit?  the  Emperor  w/^^rj  Betiducar,]  By 

all  my  wrongs, 

'Tis  he  !   '  Damnation  feize  me,  but  'tis  he  !' 
My  heart  heaves  up  and  fwells ;  he's  poifon  to  me ; 
My  injur'd  honour,  and  my  ravifti'd  love, 
Bleed  at  their  murd'rer's  fight. 

Ben.  [To  Dor.  afide.~\  The  Emperor  would  learn  thefe 
You  know  them.  [pris'ners  names ; 

Dor* 
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Dor.  Tell  him",  no : 
And  trouble  me  no  more 1  will  not  know  them, 

*  Shall  I  truft  Heav'n,  that  Heav'n  which  I  renounc'd, 

*  With  my  revenge  ?  Then,  where's  my  fatisfaftion  ? 

'  No,  it  mult  be  my  own  j  I  fcorn  a  proxy.  [djide* 

JLmp»  'Tis  decreed, 
Thefe  of  a  better  afpec"t,  with  the  reft 
Shall  fliare  one  common  doom,  and  lots  decide  it» 
For  every  number'd  captive  put  a  ball 
Into  an  urn,  three  only  black  be  there, 
The  red,  all  white,  are  fafe. 

Muf.  Hold,  Sir,  the  woman  mud  not  draw. 

Emp.  Oh,  Mufti, 
We  know  your  reafon  f  let  her  fliare  the  danger. 

Muf.  Our  law.  fays  plainly  women  have  no  fouls. 

Emp.  'Tis  true  ;  their  fouls  are  mortal :  fet  heFby  t 
Yet  were  Almeyda  here,  tho*  Fame  reports  her 
The  faireil  of  her  fex,  fo  much,  unfeen, 

I  hate  the  filler  of  our  rival  houfe, 
Tenthoufand  fuch  dry  notions  of  our  Alcoran 
Should  not  protect  her  life,  if  not  immortal. 

*  Die  as  (he  could,  all  of  a  piece,  the  better, 

*  That  none  of  her  remain.* 

Here  an  urn  is  brought  In ;   the prifoners  approach  with  great 
concernment^  andamongft  the  n^Sebailian,  Alvarez,  and 
Antonio,  who  come  more  chear fully. 
Dor.  Poor  abjecl  creatures,  how  they  fear  to  die !  [d/iJc* 

Thefe  never  knew  one  happy  hour  in  life ; 

Yet  make  to  lay  it  down.     Is  load  fo  pleafant  ? 

*  Or  has  Heav'n  hid  the  happinefs  of  death, 

II  That  men  may  dare  to  live  ?' Now  for  our  heroes, 

[The  three  approach. 

Oh,  thefecome  up  with  fpirits  more  refolv'd  ! 
Old,  venerable  Alvarez  ;  well  I  know  hire  ; 
The  fav'rke  opce  of  this  Sebaftian's  father  j 
Now  minitler — (too  honeft  for  his  trade  ) 
Religion  bears  him  out,  a  thing  taught  young, 
In  age  ill  praclis'd,  yet  his  prop  in  death. 
Oh,  he  has  drawn  a  black,  and  fmiles  upon't, 
As  who  fhould  fay,  my  faith  and  foul  are  white, 
Tho'  my  lot  fwarthy  !  Now,  if  there  be  hereafter^ 
He's  blqfs'd  ;  if  not,  well  cheated,  and  dies  pleas'd.. 

An ton  . 
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Anton.   [Holding  bis  lot  in  bis  clencVdbda&~\  Here  I  have 
Be  what  thou  wilt.     I  will  not  look  too  loon.  thee, 

Thou  haft  a  colour  ;  if  thou  prov'ft  not  right, 
I  have  a  minute  good  ere  I  behold  thee. 
Now  let  me  rowl  and  grubble  thee. 
Blind  men  fay  white  feels  fmcoth,  and  black  feels  rough: 
Thou  haft  a  rugged  (kin  ;  I  do  not  like  thee. 

Dffr.  There's  the  amorous,  airy  fpark,  Antonio  j 
The  wittier!  woman's  toy  in  Portugal. 
Lord  what  a  lofs  of  treats  and  Serenades ! 
The  whole  fhe  nation  will  be  in  mourning  for  him. 

Anton.  I  have  a  moift,  fweaty  palm  ;  tkemore's  my  fin. 
If.it  be  black,  yet  only  dy'd,  not  odious 
DamnM  natural  ebony,  there's  hopes,  in  rubbing, 
To  vvafli  this  Ethiop  ;vhite.  [Looks* }  Pox  of  the  proverb  ! 
As  black  as  hell — *  another  lucky  faying  ! 

*  I  think  the  devil's  in  me — good  again  \ 

*  I  cannot  fpeak  one  fyllable,  but  tends 

*  To  death,  or  to  damnation.'  [Holds  up  his  ball. 
Dor.  He  looks  uneafy  at  his  future  journey ;      [Afde* 

And  wiflies  Jiis  boots  off  a  gain,  for  fear 

Of  a  bad  road,  and  a  worfe  inn  at  night. 

Go  to  bed,  fool,  and  take  fecure  repofe ; 

For  thou  flialt  wake  no  more.  [Sebuftian  comes  up  to  draw* 
E.mp.  [To  Ben.]  Mark  him  who  now  approaches  to  the 

He  looks  fecure  of  death;  fuperior  greatnefs,        [lott'ry; 

Like  Jove  when  he  made  Fate,  and  faid,  Thou  art 

The  flave  of  my  creation 1  admire  him. 

Ben.  He  looks  as  man  was  made,  with  face  erect, 

Thatfcorns  his  brittle  corpfe,  and  feems  afliam'd 

He's  not  all  fpirit ;  his  eyes,  with  a  dumb  pride, 

Accufing  Fortune,  that  he  fell  not  warm  ; 

Yet  now  difdains  to  live.  [Sebafh  draws  a  black* 

Emp.  He  has  his  wifh  ; 

And  I  have  fail'd  of  mine, 

Dor.  Robb'dof  my  vengeance  by  a  trivial  chance!  [Ajide, 

Fine  work  above,  '  that  their  anointed  care 
Should  die  fuch  little  death  !  Or  did  his  genius 
Know  mine  the  ilronger  daemon,  fear'd  the  grapple, 
And  looking  round  him,  found  this  nook  of  fate 
To  fkulk.  behind  my  fvvord  ?  Shall  I  difcover  him  ? 
Still  he  would  not  die  mine ;  IK?  thanks  to  my 

'  Revenge: 
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*  Revenge  :  referv'd  but  to  more  royal  fhambles, 

*  'Twere  bafe,  too,  and  below  thofe  vulgar  fouls 

*  That  fhar'd  his  danger,  yet  not  one  dilclos'd  him  ; 

*  But,  ftruck  with  reverence,  kept  an  awful  filence.' 

I'll  fee  no  more  of  this — Dog  of  a  prophet !     [Exit  Dor. 
;     Emp.  One  of  thefe  three  is  a  whole  hecatomb  j 
And  therefore  only  one  of  them  {hall  die. 

*  The  reft  are  but  mute  cattle ;  and  when  Death 
'  Comes  like  a  rufliing  lion,  couch  like  fpaniels-, 

*  With  lolling  tongues,  and  tremble  at  the  paw.' 
Let  lots  again  decide  it, 

[The  three  draw  again,  and  the  lot  falls  on  SebafUan. 

Selaft.  Then  there's  no  more  to  manage,     If  I  fall, 
It  ihall  be  like  myfelf :  a  fetting  fun 
Should  leave  a  track  of  glory  in  the  Iky. 
Behold  Sebaftia'n,  King  of  Portugal. 

Emp*  SebafHan  !  Ha  !  it  muft  be  he  j  no  other  . 
Could  reprefent  fuchfuffering  majefty. 
I  faw  him,  as  he  terms  himfelf,  a  fun 
.Struggling  in  dark  eclipfe,  and  fhooting  day 
On  either  fide  of  the  black  orb  that  veil'd  him. 

Sebaft.  Not  lefs,  ev'n  in  this  defpicable  now, 
Than  when  my  name  fill'd  A  trie  with  affrights, 
.And  froze  your  hearts  beneath  your  torrid  zone. 

Ben,  [To  the  Emp.~\  Extravagantly  brave!  even  to  an 
Of  greatnefs.  [impudence 

Sebaft*  Here  fatiate  all  your  fury  ; 
Let  Fortune  empty  her  whole  quiver  on  me; 
I  have  a  foul,  that,  like  an  ample  fhield, 
Can  take  in  all,  and  verge  enough  for  more. 
'  I  would  haveconquer'd  you  ;  and  ventured  only 

*  A  narrow  neck  of  land  for  a  third  world, 

*  To  give  my  fubjeds  room  to  play. 

*  Fate  was  not  mine, 

*  Nor  am  I  Fate's.     Now  I  have  pleas'd  my  longing, 

*  And  trod  the  ground  which  I  beheld  from  far. 

*  I  beg  no  pity  for  this  mould'ring  clay  ; 
'  For  if  you  give  it  burial,  there  it  takes 

*  Pofieffion  of  your  earth  ; 

*  If  burnt  and  fcatter'd  in  the  air,  the  winds 

*  That  ftrow  my  dull,  diffufe  my  royalty, 

2  «  And 
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And  fpread  me  o'er  your  clime  ;  for  where  one  atom 
'  Of  mine  (hall  light,  know,  there  Sebaflian  reigns.' 

Emp.  What  {hall  I  do  to  conquer  thee  ? 

Sebaft.  Impoffible 

Souls  know  no  conquerors. 

Emp.  I'll  fhew  thee  for  a  monkey  thro*  my  Afric. 

Selaft.  No,  thou  canft  only  fhew  me  for  a  man. 
Afric  is  ftor'd  with  monfters ;  man's  a  prodigy 
Thy  fubjeds  have  not  feen. 

Emp.  Thou  talk'ft  as  if 
Still  at  the  head  of  battle. 

Scb.  Thou  miftak'fl ; 
For  then  I  would  not  talk. 

Ben.  Sure  he  would  ileep. 

Seb.  Till  doomfday,  when  the  trumpet  founds  to  rife  ; 
For  that's  a  foldier's  call. 

Emp.  Thour'l  brave  too  late  ; 
Thou  fhouldfl:  have  dy'd  in  battle  like  a  foldier. 

&£.  I  fought  and  tell  like  one ;  but  death  deceived  me  : 
Xjjvarite^.  weight  of  feeble-Moors  upon  me, 
To  crufh  my  loul  out. 

Emp.  Still  untameable! 
In  what  a  ruin  has  thy  headftrong  pride, 
And  boundlefs  third  of  empire,  plung'd  thy  people  ! 

£>£.  What  fay  *fl  thou?  Ha!  No  more  of  that. 

Emp.  Behold, 

What  carcafes  of  thine  thy  crimes  have  ftrew'd, 
And  left  our  Afric  vultures  to  devour. 

6  Ben.  Thole  Jouls  were  thofe  thy  god  intruded  with 
4  To  cheriih,  not  deftroy.'  [thee, 

Seb.  Witnefs,  Oh,  Heaven,  how  much 
This  fight  concerns  me  !  Would  1  had  a  foul 
For  each  of  thefe  ;  how  gladly  would  I  pay 
The  ranfomdown  !  But  iince  I  have  but  one, 
'Tis  a  king's  life,  and  freely  'tis  beftow'd. 
Not  your  r'alfe  prophet,  but  eternal  juHice, 
lias  cieiHnM  me  the  lot  to  die  for  thefe. 
'Tis  fit  a  fovereign  fo  fhould  pay  fuch  fubjects ; 
For  fubjcfts,  fuch  as  they,  ure  feldom  feen, 
Who  not  forfook  me  at  my  greateil  need, 

*  Nor  for  bafe  lucre  fold  their  loyalty, 

*  But  fhar'd  my  dangers  to  the  laft  event, 

C  <  And 


26  I>ON    SEBASTIAN. 

*  And  fenc'd  them  with  their  own  :'  thefe  thanks  I  pay 

you :  [Wipes  bis  eyes. 

And  know,  that  when  SebaiVian  weeps,  his  tears 
Come  harder  than  his  blood. 

Emp.  They  plead  too  itrongly 
To  be  withilood  :  my  clouds  are  gathering  too, 
In  kindly  mixture  with  his  royal  ftiow'r: 
Be  fafe  and  owe  thy  life,  not  to  my  gift, 
But  to  the  greatnefs  of  thy  mind,  SebaiHan  : 
Thy  fubje&s  too  (hall  live  ;  a  due  reward 
For  their  untainted  faith,  in  thy  concealment. 

Muf.  Remember,  Sir,  your  vow.          [A  general  flout. 

Emp.  Do  thou  remember. 
Thy  function,  Mercy,  and  provoke  not  blood. 

4  M.  Zeyd.  One  of  his  generous  fits,  too  flrong  to  laft. 

'  [dfuie  to  Benducar. 

*  Exn.  The  Mufti  reddens,  mark  that  holy  cheek. 

1  [To  him. 

*  He  frets  within,  froths  treafon  at  his  mouth, 

*  And  churns  it  through  his  teeth  ;  leave  me  to  work  him/ 
Seb.  A  mercy  unexpected,  undelir'd, 

Surprizes  more  :  you've  learn'd  the  art  to  vanquifii : 
You  could  not  (give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Sir) 
Have  giv'n  me  life  but  in  my  fubjeds  fafety  : 
Kings,  who  are  fathers,  live  but  in  their  people. 

Emp.  Still  great,  and  grateful,  that's  thy  character. 
Unveil  the  woman  ;  I  would  view  the  face 
That  warm'd  our  Mufti's  zeal  : 
Thefe  pious  parrots  peck  the  faireit  fruit : 
Such  tailers  are  for  kings. 

[Officers  go  to  Almeyda  to  unveil  her. 

<$lm.  Stand  off,  yeflaves,  I  will  not  be  unveil'd. 

Emp.  Slave  is  thy  title :  force  her. 

Seb.  On  your  lives  approach  her  not. 

Emp.  How's  this  ? 

Scb.  Sir,  pardon  me, 
And4iear  me  fpeak.— 

Aim.  Hear  me;  '.     will  be  heard  : 
I  am  no  Have ;  the  nobleft  blood  of  Afric 
Rims  .in  my  veins  ;  a  purer  flream  than  thine  ; 
For,  though  deriv'd  from  the  fame  fource,  thy  current 
Is  puddled  and  defil'd  with  tyranny. 
4 
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*  Emp.  What  female  fury  have  we  here  ? 

*  Aim.  I  (hould  be  one, 

*  Becaufe  of  kin  to  thee  :'  Wouldft  thou  be  touch'd 
By  theprefuming  hands  of  fauey  grooms  ? 

The  fame  refpeft,  nay,  more,  is  due  to  me  : 
More  for  my  fex  ;  the  fame  for  my  defcent. 
Thefe  hands  are  only  fit  to  draw  the  curtain. 
Now,  if  thou  dar'il,  behold  Almeyda's  face. 

[Uiiveilsberfelf. 

«  Ben.  Would  I  had  never  feen  it !'  {Afuk, 

Aim.  She  whom  thy  Mufti  tax'dtohave  no  foul ; 
Let  Afric  now  bejudg^; 
Perhaps  thou  think'il  I  meanly  hope  to  Ycape, 
As  didSebaftian  when  he  own'd  hisgreatne  ~s. 
But  to  remove  that  fcruple,  know,  bafe  man, 
My  murder'd  father,  and  my  brother's  ghoit 
Still  haunt  this  breaft,  and  prompt  it  to  revenge. 
Think  not  I  could  forgive,  nor  dare  thou  pardon* 
'  Emp.  Wouldit   thou  revenge  thee,  trait'refs,  hadft 

thou  power  ? 

<  Aim.  Traitor,  I  would  !  the  name's  more  juftty  thine: 
Thy  father  was  not  more  than  mine  the  heir 
Of  this  large  empire;  but  with  arms  united 
They  fought  their  way,  and  fei/Al  the  crown  by  force  i 
And  equal  as  their  danger  was  their  fhare  : 
For  where  was  elderfhip,  where  none  had  right 
But  that  which  conqueit  gave  ?  '  F\vas  thy  ambition 
Puird  from  my  peaceful  father  what  his  Ivvord 
Help'd  thine  to  gain  :  furpriz'd  him  and  his  kingdom, 
No  provocation  given,  no  war  declar'd. 
'  Emp.  I'll,  hear  no  more. 

*  Aim.  This  is  the  living  coal,  that  burning  in  me, 

*  Would  flame  to  vengeance,  could  it  find  a  vent : 
'  My  brother  too,  that  lies  yet  fcarcely  cold 

*  In  his  deep  wat'ry  bed  :  my  wand'ring  mother, 
'  Who  in  exile  died. 

c  Oh,  that  I  had  the  fruitful  heads  of  Hydra, 
4  That  one  might  bourgeon  where  another  fell  ! 
'  St.ill  would  I  give  thee  work.;  flill,  Hill,  thou  tyrant, 
4  And  hifs  thee  with  the  lad.' 

Emp.  Somewhat,  I  know  not  what,  comes  over  me  : 
Whether  the  toils.o.f.  battle,  unrepair'd 

C  2,  With-- 
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With  due  repofe,  or  other  fudden  qualm. 

Benducar,  do  the  reft.          \Gocsojf,  -the  court  follows  him, 

Sen.  Strange  !  in  full  health  !  This  pang  is  of  the  foul : 
The  body's  unconcern'd  :  I'll  think  hereafter. 
Conduct  thefe  royal  captives  to  the -cattle  ; 
Bid  Dorax  ufethem  well,  till  further  order. 

[Going  of,  fop. 

The  inferior  captives  their  firft  owners  take, 
To  fell,  or  to  difpofe---You,  Muftapha, 
Set  ope  the  market  for  thefale  of  flaves.        [Exit  Bend. 

[The  mafters  and Jlaves  come  forward^  and  buyers  of  fede 
ral  qualities  come  in  and  chaffer  about  the  feveral 
owners,  who  make  their  Jlavcs  do  tricks. 

Muft.  My  chattels  are  come  into  my  hands  again,  and 
my  confcience  will  ferve  me  to  fell  them  twice  over ;  any 
piice  now,  before  the  Mufti  comes  to  claim  them. 

\fi  Mer.  [To  Muit,]  What  doft  hold  that  old  fellow  at  ? 
[Pointing  to  Alvarez.]  He's  tough,  and  has  no  fervice  in 
his  limbs. 

Mtift.  I  confefs  he's  fomewhat  tough  ;  but,  I  fuppofe, 
you  would  not  boil  him.  I  alk  for  him  a  thoufand 
crowns. 

\ft  Mer.  Thou  meanefl  a  thoufand  maravedi's. 

Muft.  Pr'ythee,  friend,  give  me  leave  to  know  my  own 
meaning. 

ifiMer.  What  virtues  has  he  to  deferve  that  price  ? 

Mufi.  Marry  come  up,  Sir  !  Virtues  quoth-a  !  I  took 
him  in  the  king's  company  ;  he's  of  a  great  family,  and 
rich  ;  what  other  virtues  wouldil  thou  have  in  a  noble 
man  ? 

\ft  Mer.  I  buy  him  with  another  man's  purfe,  that's 
my  comfort.  My  Lord  Dorax,  the  governor,  will  have 

him  at  any  rate  : There's  handfel.  Come,  old  fellow, 

to  the  caftle. 

Alv.  To  what  is  miferable  age  referv'd  !  [Afide* 

But,  Oh,  the  king  !  and,  Oh,  the  fatal  fecret ! 
Which  I  have  kept  thus  long  to  time  it  better, 
And  now  I  would  difclofe,  'tis  pafk  my  power. 

[  Exit  with  his  wafter. 

M»J?*  Something  of  a  fecret,  and  of  the  king  I  heard 
him  mutter;  a  pimp  I'll  warrant  him,  for  I  am  fure  he 
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is  an  old  courtier.  Now  to  put  off  t'other  remnant  of 
my  merchandize,  — «  Stir  up,  firrah.  [To  Antonio. . 

'  Ant.  Dog,  what  wouldit  thou  have  ? 

'  Mujt.  Learn  better  manners,  or  I  {hall  ferve  you  q 
1  dog-trick;  come  down  upon  all  four  immediately  ;  I'll 
4  make  you  know  your  rider. 

*  Ant.  Thou  wilt  not  make  a  horfe  of  me  ? 

*  Muft.  Horfe  orafs,  that's  as  thy  mother  made  thee: 
'  -—but  take  earneft  in  the  firft  place  for  thy  faucinefs. 
*•  [LaJ/yes  him  with  bis  whip.]  Be  advifed,   friend,    and 

*  buckle  to  thy  geers  :  behold  my  enlign  of  royalty  dif- 

*  played  over  thee. 

*  Ant.  I  hope  one  day  toufe  theeworfe  in  Portugal. 

*  Muft.  Ay,  and  good  reafon,  friend :  if  thou  catchell 
*•  me  conquering  on  thy  fide  of  the  water,  lay  rne  on 

*  luflily,  I'll  take  it  as  kindly  as  thou  doft  this. 

4    [Holds  up  his  whip., 

*  Ant.  [Lying  down,~\  Hold,   my  dear  thrum-cap ::  I 
c  obey  thee  cheerfully.     I  fee  the  doctrine  of  non-re* 

*  Mance  is  never  pradifed  thoroughly,  but  when  a  man 
'  can't  help  himfelf. 

4   Enter  a fecond  Merchant; 

*  2dMer.  You,  friend,  I  would  fee  that  fellow  do  his 

*  poftures. 

c-  Muft.  \liridllng  Ant.]  Now,  firrah,  follow,  for  you 
c  have  rode  enough  :  to  your  paces,  villain,  amble,  trot, 
c  and  gallop  : Quick  about  there. Yeap,  the 

*  more  money's  bidden  for  you,  the  more  your  credit. 

'   [Antonio  follows  at  the  end  of  the  fozafo  on  his  hands 

4  and  feet)  and  does  all  his  poftui rs.  J 
*•  id  MM:  He's  well  chined,  and  has  a  tolerable  good, 
*•  back  ;  that's  half  in  half.  [To  Muftapha.]  1  would  lee 

*  him  ftrip,  has  he  no  difeales  about  him  ? 

4  Mufi.  He's  the  beft  piece  of  man's  flefh  in  the  mar--' 

*  ket,  not  an  eye-fore  in  his  whole  body.     Feel  his  legs, 

*  mailer,  neither  fplint,  fpaven,  nor  wind-gall. 

4    [Claps  him  on  the  Jl}ouldcr.\ 

*•  Mer.  [Feeling  about  hlm^  and  then  putting  his  band  on 
4  hisjide.']  Out  upon  him,  how  his  flank  heaves  !'  The 

*  whorfon's  broken-winded. 

4  Mujl.  Thick-breathed  a  little  ;   nothing  but  a  -forty 

*  cold  with  lying  out  anights  in  trenches;  but  found 

C  3  «  wind 
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'  wind  and  limb,  I  warrant  him.     Try  him  at  a  loofe 
•   trot  a  little.   {Puts  the  Ir  idle  intt*  his  hand,  he  Jlrokes  him. 

*  Ant,  For  heaven's  fake,  owner,  fpare  me  :  you  know 
'  I  am  but  new  broken.' 

2clMer.  4  'Tis  but  a  waftiy  jade,  I  fee.'  What  do  you 
jifk  for  this  bauble  ? 

Mujl.  Bauble  do  you  call  him  ?  he's  a  fubftantial  true- 
bred  beaft  ;  bravely  forehanded  :  mark  but  the  cleannefs 
of  his  (hapes  too  :  his  dam  may  be  a  Spanifh  gennet,  but 
a  true  barb  by  the  lire,  or  I  have  no  Ikill  in  horfe-flefh— 
Marry,  I  alk  fix  hundred  xerifs  for  him. 
Enter  ]Vlufti. 

Muf.  What's  that  you  are  afking,  firrah  ? 

Mujt.  Marry  I  afk  your  reverence  fix  hundred  par- 
dons ;  I  was  doing  you  a  fmall  piece  of  fervice  here, 
putting  off  your  cattle  for  you. 

Muf.  And  putting  the  money  into  your  own  pocket  ? 

Muft.  Upon  vulgar  reputation,  no  my  Lord,  it  was. 
for  vour  profit  and  emolument.  '  What,  wrong  the  head 
4  of  my^  religion  ?  I  was  fenfible  you  would  have  damned 

*  me,  or  any  man  that  fliould  have  injured  you  in  a  (ingle 

*  farthing  ;   for  I  knew  that  was  facrifice. 

'  Mitf.   Sacrilege  you   mean,   firrah, — and   damning 

*  iliall  be  the  leaft  part  of  yourpucifliment :  I  have  taken 
'  you  in  the  manner,  and  will  have  the  law  upon  you. 

4  Mujl.  Good  my  Lord,  take  pity  upon  a  poor  man  in 
'  this  world,  and  damn  me  in  tha  next. 

*  Muf.    No,    firrah,  fo  you   may   repent,  and  fcape 
'  punifliment :  Did  not  you  fell  this  very  (lave  amongil 
1  the  reft  to  me,  and  take  money  for  him  ? 

*  Mxft.  Right,  my  Lord.  • 

*  Muf.  And  felling  him  again,  take  money  twice  for 
the  fame  commodity  ?  Oh,  villain  !    But  did  you  not 
know  him  to  be  my  flave,  firrah  ? 

*  Mujt.  Why  fhould  I  lie-to  your  honour  ?  I  did  know 
him  ;  and  thereupon  feeing  him  wander  about,  took 
him  up  for  a  ftray,  and  impounded  him,  with  intention 
to  reilore  him  to  the  right  owner. 

'  Muf.  And  yet  at  the  fame  time  was  felling  him  to 
'  another  :  how  rarely  the  ftory  hangs  together  ! 

*  Muft.  Patience,  my  Lord.     I  took  him  up,   as  your 
*  herriot,  with  intention  to  have  made  the  beft  of  Uim, 

4  and 
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*  and  then  have  brought  the  whole  product  of  him  in  a 

*  purfe  to  you  ;  for  I  know  you  would  have  fpent  half 

*  of  it  upon  your  pious  pleafures,'  have  hoarded  up  the 
other  half,  and   given  the  remainder  in  charities  to  the 
poor. 

Muf.  And  what's  become  of  my^other  (lave?  Thou 
haft  fold  him  too,  I  have  a  villainous  fufpicion. 

Mufl.  I  know  you  have,  my  Lord ;  but  while  I  was 
managing  this  young  robuilious  fellow,  that  old  fpark, 
who  was  nothing  but  fkin  and  bone,  and  by  confequence 
very  nimble,  flipt  through  my  fingers  like  an  eel,  for 
there  was  no  hold-£aft  of  him,  and  ran  away  to  buy  him- 
felf  a  new  matter. 

Muf.  [To  Ant.]  Follow  me  home,  firrah.  [To  Mufl.] 
I  fhall  remember  you  fome  other  time. 

[Exeunt  Muf.  w//Z>  Ant. 

Muft.  I  never  doubted  your  Lordfhip's  memory,  for  an 
ill  turn  :  and  I  fhall  remember  him  too  in  the  next  rifing 
of  the  mobile,  for  this  act  of  refumption  ;  '  and  more  ef- 
4  pecially  for  the  ghoftly  counfel  he  gave  me  before  the 

*  emperor,  to  have  hanged  myfeif  in  filence,  to  have 

*  faved  his  reverence.'     The  belt  on't  is,   I  am  before 
hand  with  him,  for  felling  one  of  his  Haves  twice  over. 

And  if  he  had  not  come  juft  in  the  nick,  I  might 

have  pocketted  up  t'other  :   for  what  fhould  a  poor  man 
do  that  gets  his*  living  by  hard  labour,  but  pray  for  bad 
times  when  he  may  get  it  eafily  ?  Oh,  for  fome  incom 
parable  tumult !   Then  fliould  [   naturally  wifh  that  the 
beaten  party  might  prevail ;  becaute  we  have  plundered 
t'other  lide  already,  and  there's  nothing  more  to  get  of 
them. 

Both  rich  and  poor  for  their  own  intereft  pray,          -» 
'Tisours  to  make  our  fortune  while  we  may  ;  I 

For  kingdoms  are  not  conquer'd  every  day,     [Ex.    J 

END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT    II. 

-SCENE,  fuppofed  to  le  a  terrace  walk,  on  the  Jl3e  of  tie 
caftle  of  Alcazar. 

Enter  Emperor  ^WBenducar. 

EMPEROR.. 

AND  think'ft  thou  not  it  was  difcover'd  ? 
Ben.  No: 

The  thoughts  of  kings  are  like  religious  groves, 
The  walks  of  muffled  gods :  facred  retreat, 
Where  none  but  whom  they  pleafe  t'admit,  approach* 
*  Ern.  Did  not  myconfcious  eyes  flafh  out  a  flame 
To  lighten  thofe  brown  horrors,  andjdifclofe 
The  fecret  path  I  trod  ? 
4  Ben.  I  could  not  find  it,  'till  you  lent  a  clue 

*  To  that  clofe  labyrinth  ;    how  then  fliould  they  ?' 
Emp.  I  would  be  loth  they  fhould  :  it  breeds  contempt 

For  herds  to  liften,  or  prefume  to  pry, 
When  the  hurt  lion  groans  within  his  den  : 
JBut  is't  not  ilrange  ? 

Ben,  To  love?  not  more  than  'tis  to  live  j.  a  tax, 
•Imposed  on  all  by  Nature,,  paid  ia  kind,. 
Familiar  as  our  being. 

Eitup.  Still  'tis  llrange 

*  To  me  :  I  know  my  ibiir as  wild' as  windj 

*  That  fweeps  the  defarts  of  our  moving  plains  j; 

*  Love  might  as  well  be  fow'd  upon  .our  lands, 

*  As  in  a  breaft  fo  barren.' 

To  love  an  enemy,  *  the  only  one 

c  Remaining  too;  whom  yeiler  fun  beheld, 

'  Mufl'ring  her  charms,  and  rolling  as  (lie  paft 

*  By  every  fquadron  her  alluring  eyes ; 

'  To  edge  her  chain pions  fwords,  and  urge  my  ruihs.. 

*  The  fliouts  of  foldiers,  and  the  burft  of  cannon, 

*  Maintain  even  Hill  a  deaf  and  murm'ring  noife ; 

*  Nor  is  heav'n  yet  recover'd  of  the  found 

*  Her  battle  rous'd  :  yet  fpite  of  me,  I  love.. 
*  Ben.  What  then  controuls  you  ? 

*  Her  perfon  is  as  proftrate  as  her  party. 

'  Emp.  A  thoufand  things  controul  this  conqueror: 

1  My 
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My  native  pride  to  own  th'  unworthy  paffion, 
Hazard  of  intereft,  and  my  people's  love. 
To  what  a  ftorm  of  fate  am  1  expofed  ! 
What  if  I  had  her  murder'd  ?  'tis  but  what 
My  fubjerts  all  expert,  and  (he  deferves. 
Would  not  the  impoffibility 
Of  ever,  ever  feeing,  or  poflcfling, 
Calm  all  this  rage,  this  hurricane  of  foul  ? 

*  Ben.  That  ever,  ever, 

I  mark'd  the  double,  {hows  extreme  reluctance 

To  part  with  her  for  ever. 

4  Emp.  Right,  thou  haft  me. 

I  would,  but  cannot  kill,  I  muft  enjoy  her: 

I  muft,  and  what  I  muft,  be  fure  I  will. 

What's  royalty,  but  power  to  pleale  myfelf ! 

And  if  I  dare  not,  then  am  I  the  flave, 

And  my  own  (laves  the  fovereigns,—  'tis  refolv'd  ! 

Weak  princes  flatter  when  they  want  the  power 

To  curb  their  people  :  tender  plants  muft  bend  : 

But  when  a  government  is  grown  to  ftiength, 

Like  fome  old  oak,  rough  with  its  armed  bark, 

It  yields  not  to  the  tug,  but  only  nods, 

And  turns  to  fullen  ftate.' 

Ben.  Then  you  refolve 
T' implore  her  pity,  and  to  beg  relief? 

Emp.  Death  !  muft  I  beg  the  pity  of  my  (lave  ? 
Muft  a  king  beg  ?  Yes,  love's  a  greater  king  ; 
*  A  tyrant,  nay,  a  devil  that  poflefles  me:' 
He  tunes  the  organs  of  my  voice,  and  fpeaks 
Unknown  to  me  within  me ;  pufhes  me, 

And  drives  me  on  by  force, 

Say  I  fhould  wed  her,  would  not  my  wife  fubjecls 
Take  check,  and  think  it  ftrange  ?  perhaps  revolt  ? 

Ecn.  I  hope  they  would  not. 

*  Emp.  Then  thou  doubt'ft  they  would  ? 
Ben.  To  whom  ? 

Emp,  To  her 
Perhaps,  or  to  my  brother,  or  tothee. 

Ben.  [/»  diforder.~\  To  me  !  Me  did  you  mention  ? 

How  I  tremble ! 
The  name  of  treaibn  fliakes  my  honeft  foul. 

If 
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If  I  am  doubted,  Sir, 

Secure  yourfelf  this  moment,  take  my  life. 

Emp.  No  4  more  :'  if  I  fufpecled  thee  -  1  would. 

Ben.  I  thank  your  kindnefs  :  guilt  had  almoft  loft  me. 


Emp.  But  clear  my  doubts  :  think'ft  thou  they  may 
rebel  ? 

Sen.  '  This  goes  as  I  would  wifli  -  '  \Afde. 

'Tis  poffible  : 

A  fecret  party  fKll  remains,  that  lurks 
Like  embers  rak'd  in  aflies  -  wanting  but 
A  breath  to  blow  afideth'  involving  duft, 
And  then  they  blaze  abroad. 

Emp.  They  muft  be  trampled  out, 

Sen.  But  firfl  be  known. 

Emp.  Torture  fhall  force  it  from  them. 

Sen.  You  would  not  put  a  nation  to  the  rack  ? 

JEmp.  Yes,  the  whole  world  ;  fo  I  be  fafe,  I  care  not; 

Ben.  Our  limbs  and  lives 
Are  yours,  but  mixing  friends  with  foes  is  hard. 

Emp.  All  may  be  foes  ;  or  how  to  to  be  diftinguifli'd, 
If  fome'be  friends  ? 

Ben.  They  may  with  cafe  be  winnow  'd  ; 
Suppofe  fome  one  who  hasdeferv'd  your  truft, 
Some  one  who  knows  mankind,  fliould  be  employed 
To  mix  among  'em,  feem  a  malecontent, 
And  dive  into  their  breafts,  to  try  how  far 
They  dare  oppofe  your  love  ? 

Emp.  I  like  this  well  ;  'tis  wholefome  wickednefs, 

Ben.  Whomever  he  fufpefts,  he  fattens  there, 
And  leaves  no  cranny  of  his  foul  unfearch'd  : 
*  Then  like  a  bee  bagg'd  with  his  honey'd  venom, 
'  He  brings  it  to  your  hive  :'  if  fuch  a  man 
So  able  and  fo  honeft  may  be  found  ; 
If  not,  my  project  dies.    ...... 

Emp.  By  all  my  hopes  thou  haft  defcrib'd  thyfelf  :— 
Thou,  thou  alone  art  fit  to  play  that  engine 
Thou  only  could  ft  contrive. 

Ben.  Sure  I  could  ferve  you  ; 
I  think  I  could  :  -  but  here's  the  difficulty, 
I'm  fo  intirely  yours, 

That 
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That  I  ftiould  fcurvily  diflemble  hate  ; 
The  cheat  would  be  too  grofs. 

Emp.  Art  thou  a  ftatefman, 
And  canfl  not  be  a  hypocrite  ?  Impoffible : 
Do  not  diftruft  thy  virtues. 

Ben.  If  I  muft  perfonate  this  feeming  villain, 
Remember  'tis  toferve  you. 

Emp.  No  more  words : 
Love  goads  me  to  Almeyda,  all  affairs 
Are  troublefome  but  that ;  and  yet  that  moil.      [Going, 
Bid  Dorax  treat  Sebaftian  like  a  king ; 
I  had  forgot  him  ;  — '  but  this  love  mars  all, 

*  And  takes  up  my  whole  breath*             [Exit  Emperor* 
Ben.  [To  the  Emj>.]  Be  Jure  I'll  tell  him 

With  all  the  aggravating  ci  re  um  fiances 
I  can,  to  make  him  fwell  at  that  command. 
The  tyrant  fit  it  fufpe&ed  me  : 
Then  with  a  fudden  guft  he  whirl'd  about, 
And  trufted  me  too  far:  madnefs  of  pow'r  ! 
Now,  by  his  own  confent  I  ruin  him. 
For/fhould  fome  feeble  foul,  for  fear  or  gain, 
Bolt  out  t'accufe  me,  ev'n  the  king  is  cozen'd, 
And  thinks  he's  in  the  fecret. 

*  How  fweet  is  treafon  when  the  traitor's  fafe  !' 

Enter  Mufti  and  Dorax,  feeming  to  confer* 
The  Mufti,  and  with  him  my  fallen  Dorax  : 
The  firft  is  mine  already. 
'Twas  eafy  work  to  gain  a  covetous  mind, 
Whom  rage  to  lofe  his  pris'ners  had  prepared  : 
Now,  caught  himfelf. 

He  would  feduce  another  ;  I  mull  help  him  : 
For  churchmen,  though  they  itch  to  govern  all, 
Are  filly,  woeful,  aukward  politicians : 

*  They  make  lame  mifchief,  though  they  mean  it  well : 

*  Their  int'reft  is  not  finely  drawn,  and  hid, 

*  But  feams  are  coarfely  bungled  up,  and  feen.' 

Muf.  He'll  tell  you  more. 

Dor.  I've  heard  enough  already 
To  make  me  loath  thy  morals. 

Ben.  [To  Dor.]  You  feem  warm  ; 
The  good  man's  zeal  perhaps  has  gone  too  far. 

Dor, 
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Dor.  Not  very  far  ;  not  farther  than  zeal  goes 
Of  courfe  ;  a  fmall  day's  journey  fhort  of  treafon. 
Muf.  By  all  that's  holy,  treafon  was  not  nam'd  : 

*  I  fpar'd  the  emperor's  broken  vows,  to  fave 

*  TKe  flaves  from  death  :  tho'  it  was  cheating  heav'n, 
'  But  I  forgave  him  that. 

*  Dor.  And  flighted  o'er  [Scornfully. 

*  The  wrongs  himfelf  fuftain'd  in  property  : 

*  When  his  bought  flaves  were  feiz'd  by  force,  nolofs 

*  Of  his  confider'd,  and  no  cod  repaid. 

'  Muf.  Not  wholly  flighted  o'er,  not  abfolutely  : 

*  Some  modefl  hints  of  private  wrongs  I  urg'd.' 
Dor.  Two  thirds  of  all  he  faid  :   *  there  he  began 

'  To  (hew  the  fulnefs  of  his  heart ;  there  ended  : 

'  Some  fhort  excurfions  of  a  broken  vow 

4  He  made  indeed,  but  flat  infipid  fluff: 

'  But  when  he  made  his  lofs  the  theme,  he  flourifli'd, 

6  Reliev'd  his  fainting  rhetoric  with  new  figures, 

'  And  thunder'd  at  opprtffing  tyranny.' 

Muf.  Why  not,  when  facrilegious  pow'r  would  feize 
My  property  ?  'tis  an  affront  to  heav'n, 
Whofe  perfon,  though  unworthy,  I  fuftain. 

Dor.  '  You've  made  fuch  flrong  alliances  above, 

*  That  'twere  profanenefs  in  us  laiety 
4  To  offer  earthly  aid.' 

I  tell  thee,  Mufti,  if  the  world  were  wife, 
They  would  not  wag  one  finger  in  your  quarrels. 
Your  heav'n  you  promife,  but  our  earth  you  covet: 
The  Phaetons  of  mankind,  who  fire  that  world, 
Which  you  were  fent  by  preaching  but  to  warm. 

Ben.  This  goes  beyond  the  mark. 

Muf.  No,  let  him  rail : 
His  prophet  works  within  him  ; 
He's  a  rare  convert. 

Dor.  *  Now  his  zeal  yearns 

*  To  fee  me  burnt  j  he  damns  me  from  his  church, 

*  Becaufe  I  would  reflrain  him  to  his  duty  :' 
Is  not  the  care  of  fouls  a  load  fufficient  ? 
Are  not  your  holy  flipends  paid  for  this  ? 
Were  you  not  bred  apart  from  worldly  noife,  < 
To  fludy  fouls,  their  cures,  and  their  difeaies  ? 
If  this  be  fo,  we  aft  you  but  our  own  : 

Give 
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Give  us  your  whole  employment,  all  your  care ; 
The  province  of  the  foul  is  large  enough 
To  fill  up  every  cranny  of  your  time, 
And  leave  you  much  to  anfvver,  if  one  wrctcH 
Be  damn'd  by  your  neglect. 

Sen.  [To  the  Mufti.]  He  fpeaks  but  reafon. 

4  Dor.   Why  then  thefe  foreign  thoughts  of*  flaw- 
employments, 

*  Abhorrent  to  your  function  and  your  breeding  ? 

*  Poor  droaning  truants  of  unpractised  cells, 

*  Bred  in  the  lellowfhip  of  bearded  boys, 

*  What  wonder  is  it  if  you  know  not  men  ? 

*  Yet  there  you  live  demure,  with  down*caft  eyes> 

*  And  humble  as  your  difcipline  require*  : 

4  But,  when  let  loofe  from  thence  to  live  at  large* 
4  Your  little  tincture  of  devotion  dies  ; 
4  Then  luxury  fucceeds,  and  fets  agog 
4  With  a  new  fceneof  yet  untaftedjoys, 
4  You  fall  with  greedy  hunger  to  the  feaft. 

*  Of  all  your  college  virtues,  nothing  now 
4  But  your  original  ignorance  remains ; 

'  Bloated  with  pride,  ambition,  avarice, 

4  You  fwell,  to  counfel  kings,  and  govern  kingdom!. 

4  Muf.  He  prates  as  if  kings  had  not  confciences* 
4  And  none  required  directors  but  the  crowd. 

'  Dor.  As  private  men  they  want  you,  not  as  kings  $ 
4  Nor  would  you  care  t'infpeft  their  public  cohfcience> 
4  But  that  it  draws  dependencies  of  pow'r, 
4  And  earthly  intereft,  which  you  long  to  fway : 
4  Content  you  with  monopolizing  heav'n^ 
4  And  let  this  little  hanging  ball  alone ; 
4  For  give  you  but  a  foot  of  conference  there> 
4  And  you,  like  Archimedes,  tofs  the  globe. 
4  We  know  your  thoughts  of  us  that  laymen  are> 
1  Lag  fouls,  and  rubbifh  of  remaining  clay, 
4  Which  heav'n,  grown  weary  of  more  perfect  work, 
4  Set  upright  with  a  little  puff  of  breath  > 
4  And  bid  us  pafs  for  men.' 
Muf.  I  will  not  anfwer, 

Bafe  foul-mouth'd  renegade;  but  I'll  pray  for  tliee, 
To  (hew  my  charity*  [Exit  Mufti. 

Do r.  Do  5  but  forget  not  him  who  needs  it  moft : 

D  Allow 
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Allow  thyfelf  fome  ftiare  :  '  he's  gone  too  foon ; 

*  I  had  to  tell  him  of  his  holy  jugglings ; 

*  Things  that  would  ftartle  faith,  and  make  us  deem 

*  Not  this,  :or  ihat,  but  all  religions  falfe.' 

Ben.  Our  holy  orator  has  loft  the  caufe  :  \Afide* 

But  I  (hall  yet  redeem  it. — [To  Dorax.]  Let  him  go  ; 
For  I  have  fecret  orders  from  the  emperor,    . 
Which  none  but  you  muft  hear  :  I  muft  confefs, 
I  could  have  wifti'd  fome  other  hand  had  brought  them. 
When  did  you  fee, your  pris'uer,  great  Sebaftian. 

Dor.  You  might  as  well  have  alk'd  me,  when  I  faw 
A  crefted  dragon,  or  a  bafililk  ; 
Both  are  lefs  poifon  to  my  eyes  and  nature. 
He  knows  not  I  am  I ;  nor  fhall  he  fee  me, 
Till  time  has  perfected  a  lab'ring  thought, 
That  rowls  within  my  breaft. 

Ben.  'Twas  my  miftake  : 
I  guefs'd  indeed  that  time,  and  his  misfortunes, 
And  your  returning  duty,  had  eftac'd  I   < 

The  mem'ry  of  pail  wrongs ;  they  would  in  me, 
And  I  judg'd  you  as  tame,  and  as  forgiving. 

Dor.  Forgive  him  !  No:  I  .left  my  fbolifh  faith, 
Becaufe  it  would  oblige  me  to  forgivenefs. 

Ben.  I  can't  but  grieve  to  find  you  obftinate  :  . 
For  you  muft  fee  him  ;  'tis  our  emp'ror's  will,  '    • 

And  ilri&  command. 

Dor.  I  laugh  at  that  command.  {him. 

Sen*  You  muft  do  more  than  fee ;  ferve,  and  refpeft 
Dor.  See,  ferve  him,  and  refpeft,  and  after  all 
My  yet  uncancelTd  wrongs,  I  muft  do  this ! 
But  I  forget  myfelf.  . 
Ben.  Indeed  you  do. 

Dor.  Theemp'ror  is  a  ftranger  to  my  wrongs : 
I  need  but  tell  my  (lory,  to  revoke 
This  hard  com  miffion. 

Ben.  Can  you  call  me  friend, 
And  think  I  could  neglect  to  fpeak,  at  full, 
Th'  affronts  you  had  from  your  ungrateful  matter  ? 
Dor.  And  yet  eftjoin'd  my  fervice  and  attendance  ? 
Ben.  And  yet  enjoin'd  them  both  :  would  that  were  all ; 
Hefkrew'd  his  face  into  a  hardened  fmile, 
And  faid  Sebaftian  knew  to  govern  flaves. 

Dor. 
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Dor.  Slaves  are  the  growth  of  Afric,  not  of  Europe : 
By  Heav'n,  I  will  not  lay  down  my  commiffion ; 
Not  at  his  foot,  I  will  not  ftoop  fo  low : 
But  if  there  be  a  part  in  all  his  face 
More  facred  than  the  reft,  I'll  throw  it  there. 

Sen.  You  may  :  but  then  you  lofe  all  future  means 
Of  vengeance  on  Sebaftian,  *  when  no  more 
4  Alcade  of  this  fort.' 

Dor.  That  though tefcap'd  me. 

Ben.  Keep  your  command,  and  be  reveng'don  both  : 

*  Nor  footh  yourfelf ;  you  have  no  pow'r  t'aflfront  him  ; 
The  emp'ror's  love  protects  him  from  infults. 

And  he  vvhofpoke  that  proud,  ill-natur'd  word, 

Following  the  bent  of  his  impetuous  temper, 

May  force  your  reconcilement  to  Sebaftian  : 

Nay,  bid  you  kneel,  and  kifs  the  offending  foot, 

That  kick'd  you  from  his  preience.' 
But  think  not  to  divide  their  punifliment  ? 
You  cannot  touch  a  hair  of  loath'd  Sebaftian, 
While  Muley-Moluch  lives. 

Dor.   What  means  this  riddle  ? 

Ben.  'Tis  out :  there  no  needs  to  CEdipus  to  folve  it. 
Our  emp'ror  is  a  tyrant,  fear'd  and  hated  ; 
1  fcarce  remember  in  his  reign,  one  day 
Pals  guiltlefs  o'er  his  execrable  head. 
He  thinks  the  fun  is  loft  that  fees  no  blood  : 
When  none  is  (lied  we  count  it  holiday. 
We,  who  are  moft  in  favour,  cannot  call 
This  hour  our  own  : — you  know  the  younger  brother, 
Mild  Muley-Zeydan  ? 

Dor.  Hold,  and  let  me  think. 

Ben.  The  foldiers  idolize  you, 
He  trufts  you  with  the  caftle, 
The  key  of  all  his  kingdom. 

Dor.   Urell ;  and  he  trufts  you  too* 

Ben.  Elfe  I  were  mad, 
To  hazard  fuch  a  daring  enterprize*  .  « 

Dor.  He  trufts  us  both;  mark  that,  fhatl  we  betray 
'  A  mafter,  who  repofes  life  and  empire  [him  : 

c  On  our  fidelity  ?  I  grant  he  is  a  tyrant, 
'  That  hated  name  my  nature  moft  abh-ors  ; 

*  More,  as  vou  fay,  has  loaded  me  with  fcorn* 

D  2.  *  Ev*a 
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*  Ev'n  with  the  lad  contempt,  to  ferve  Sebaftian. 

*  Yet  more  I  know  he  vacates  my  revenge : 

'  Which  but  by  this  revolt  I  cannot  compafs : 

*  But,  while  he  trufts  me,  'twere  fo  bafe  a  part 
4  To  fawn,  and  yet  betray ;  I  Ihould  be  hifs'd 

*  And  whoop'd  in  hell  for  that  ingratitude.' 
Ben.  Coniider  well  what  I  have  done  for  you. 
Dor,  Confider  thou  what  thou  would'ft  have  me  do. 
Sen.  You've  too  much  honour  for  a  renegade. 
Dor*  And  thou  too  little  faith  to  be  a  fav'rite. 

Ifi  not  the  bread  thou  eat'ft,  the  robe  thouwear'il, 

Thy  wealth  and  honours,  all  the  pure  indulgence 

Of  him  thou  would'it  deitroy  ? 

And  would  his  creature,  nay,  his  friend,  betray  him  : 

Why  then  no  bond  is  left  on  human  kind  : 

Diflrufts,  debates,  immortal  ftrifes  enfue  ; 

Children  may  murder  parents,  wives  their  hufbands  ; 

All  muft  be  rapine,  wars  and  defolation, 

When  truft  and  gratitude  no  longer  bind.' 

Ben.  Well  have  you  argued  in  your  own  defence ; 
You,  wh«  have  burft  afunder  all  thofe  bonds, 
And  turn'd  a  rebel  to  your  native  prince. 

Dor.  True,  I  rebell'd :  but  when  did  I  betray  ? 
Indignities,  which  man  could  not  fuppori, 
Provok'd  my  vengeance  to  this  noble  crime  : 
But  he  had  ftripp'd  me  firft  of  my  command, 
Difmifs'd  my  fervice,  and  abfolv'd  my  faith  ; 
And,  with  difdainful  language,  dar'd  my  worft. 
I  but  accepted  war,  which  he  denovmc'd. 
Kile  had  you  feen,  not  Do  rax,  but  Alonzo, 
With  his  couch'd  lance  againft  your  foremoft  Moors, 
Perhaps  too  turn'dthe  fortuue  of  the  day  ; 
Made  Afric  mourn,  and  Portugal  triumph. 

Ben.  Let  me  embrace  thee. 

Dor.  Stand  off,  fycophant, 
And  keep  infection  diilant. 

Bind.  Brave  and  honeft. 

Dor.  In  fpite  of  thy  temptations. 

Ben.  Call  them  trials  : 
There  were  no  more :  '  thy  faith  was  held  in  balance, 

*  And  nicely  weigh 'd  by  jealoufy  of  pow'r ; 

*  Vaft  H&3S  the  truft  of  fuch  a  royal  charge, 

*  And 
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9  And  our  wife  emperor  might  juftly  fear 

*  Sebaflian  might  be  freed  and  reconcil'd, 

*  By  new  obligements,  to  thy  former  love.' 

Dor.  I  doubt  thee  ftill  j  thy  reafons  were  too  ftrong? 
And  driven  too  near  the  head,  to  be  but  artifice  r 
And  after  all,  I  know  thou  art  a  ftatefman, 
Where  truth  is  rarely  found. 
~~13en.  BerT6td"thtr emperor  ; 
Afk  him,  I  beg  thee,  to  be  jufl:ifyrd, 
If  he  employ'd  me  not  to  ford  thy  fouTr 
Aad  try  the  footing  whether  falfe  or  firm. 

Dor.  Death  to  my  eyes,  I  fee  Sebaftian  with  him  I 
Muft  he  be  fervM  !   Avoid  him  ;  if  we  meet, 
It  muft  be  like  the  crufh  of  heav'n  and  earth, 
•T'involve  us  both  in  ruin.  [Exit* 

Ben.  'Twas  a  bare  faving  game  I  made  with  Dorax, 
But  better  fo  than  loft :  he  cannot  hurt  me, 
That  I  precautioned ;  I  muft  ruin  him. 
But  now  this  love ;  ayy  there's  the  gathering  dorm  I 
The  tyrant  muft  not  wed  Almeyda  ;  no ; 
That  ruins  all  the  fabric  I  am  railing. 
Yet  feeming  to  approve  it  gave  me  time, 
And  gaining  time  gains  all. 

[Benducar  goes  and  waits  behind  the  Emperor* 
Enter  Emperor,  Sebaftian,  and  Almeyda,  advancing  to  the 
front  of  tbejlage  ;   guards  and  attendants. 

Emp\  (To  Seb.]  I  bade  them  ferve  you,-  and  if  they 

obey  not,. 

I  keep  my  lions  keen  within  their  dens, 
To  flop  their  maws  with  difobedient  flareSr 

Seb.  If  I  had  conquer'd, 

They  could  not  have  with  more  obfervance  waited  i 
'  Their  eyes,  hands,  feet, 

*  Are  all  fo  quick,  they  feem  t'have  but  one  motion^ 

*  To  catch  my  flying  words.'     Only  the  Alcade 
Shuns  me,  and  with  a  grim  civility 

Bows,  3nd  declines  my  walks. 

Emp*  A  renegade  ! 

I  know  no  more  of  him  :  but  that  he's  brave,          * 
And  hates  your  Chriftian  fefr.     If  you  can  frame' 
A  farther  wifh,  give  wing  to  your  defires, 
name  the  thing  you  want. 
D    5 
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Self.  My  liberty ; 

For  were  ev'n  Paradife  itfelf  my  prifon, 
Still  I  fhould  long  to  leap  the  cryftal  walls. 

Emp.  Sure  our  two  fouls  have  fomew here  been  acquaint- 
In  formej  beings :  or  itruckout  together,  [ed 
One  fpark  to  Afric  flew,  and  one  to  Portugal. 
Expeft  a  quick  deliverance :  [Turning  to  Almey.]  Here's 

third, 

Of  kindred  foul  to  both  :  pity  our  liars 
Have  made  us  foes !  I  lliould  not  wiih  her  death. 

Aim.  I  afk  no  pity  ;   if  I  thought  my  foul 
Of  fcin  to  thine,  foon  would  I  rend  my  heart-livings, 
And  tear  out  that  alliance  :  but  thou,  viper, 
Haft  cancelled  kindred,  made  a  rent  in  nature, 
And  through  her  holy  bowels  gnaw'd  thy  way, 
Through  thy  own  blood  to  empire. 

Emp.  This  again  : 
And  yet  flie  lives,  and  only  lives  t*upbraid  me. 

Seb.  What  honour  is  there  in  a  woman's  death  ! 
Wrong'd  as  fhe  fays,  but  helplefs  to  revenge ; 

*  Strong  in  her  paiiion,  impotent  of  reafon/ 
Too  weak  to  hurt,  too  fair  to  be  deftroy'd. 
Mark  her  majeftic  fabrick  ;  (he's  a  temple 
Sacred  by  birth,  a»d  built  by  hands  divine; 
Her  fours  the  deity  that  lodges  there : 

Nor  is  the  pile  unworthy  of  the  god. 

Etnp,  She's  all  that  thou  canfifay,  or  I  can  think. 
3tot  the  perverfenefs  of  her  clamVous  tongue 
Strikes  pity  deaf. 

Set.  Then  only  tear  her  eyes; 

Tho*  they  are  mute,  they  plead  ;  nay  more,  command ;. 
For  beauteous  eyes  have  arbitrary  power. 

*  All  females  have  prerogative  of  lex,. 

*  The  {hees  even  of  the  favage-  herd  are  fafe •:-. 
4-  All,  when  they  fnarl  or  bite,,  have  no  return 
4  Butcourtfhip  frorw.tlie  male.* 

£#//*  Were  flie  not  fhe,  and  I  not  Muley-Moluch> 
She's  mifirefs  of  inevitable  charms^ 
ior  all  but  me ;.  nor  am  I.  fo  exempt, 
But  that         '   I  know  not  what  I  was  to  fay  . »   • 
But  I  am  too  obnoxious  to  my  friends, 
And  fway'd  by  your  advice.. 
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Sel.  Sir,  I  advis'd  not ; 
By  Heav'n,  I  never  counfellM  love,  but  pity. 
'    Emp.  By  Heav'n  thou  didft  :  deny  it  not,  thou  didft  j 
For  what  was  all  that  prodigality 
Of  praife,  but  to  enflave  me  !— 
Seb.  Sir 

Emp.  No  more : 
Thou  haft  convinced  me,  that  (he's  worth  my  love. 

Seb.  Was  ever  man  fo  ruin'd  by  himfelf  ?    .          [A/Me. 

Aim.  '  Thy  love  !  that  odious  mouth  was  never  fram'd 
«  To  fpeak  a  word  fo  foft.' 
Name  death  again,  for  that  thou  canft  pronounce 
With  horrid  grace,  becoming  of  a  tyrant. 
Love  is  for  human  hearts,  and  not  for  thine, 
Where  the  brute  beaft  extinguifhes  the  man. 

Emp.  Such  if  I  were,  yet  rugged  lions  love, 
And  grapple,  and  compel  their  favage  dames. 
Mark,  my  Sebaftian,  how  that  fuilen  frown,  [She  frowns*. 
Like  flafhing  lightning,  opens  angry  heaven  ; 
And  while  it  kills,  delights.-    But  y£t,  infult  not 
Too  foon,  proud  beauty,  I  confefs  no  love* 

Seb.  No,  Sir,  I  faid  fo,  and  I  witnefs  for  you : 
Not  love,  but  noble  pity  mev'd  your  mind  : 
Int'reft  might  urge  you  too  to  fave  her  life; 
For  thofe  who  wilh  her  party  loft,  might  murmur 
At  (hedding  royal  blood. 

Emp.  Right,  thou  inftru&'it  me  : 
Intereft  of  ftate  requires  not  death,  but  marriage, 
T'  unite  the  jarring  titles  of  our  line, 

Seb.  Let  me  dumb  for  ever,  all  I  plead, 
Like  wildfire  thrown  againft  the  winds,  returns. 
With  double  force  to  burn  me. 

Emp.  Could  I  but  bend,  to  make  my  beauteous  foe 
The  partnerof  my  throne, .andof  my  bed 

Aim.  Still  thou  dhTembleft ;  but  I  read  thy  heart, 
And  know  the  power  of  my  own  ohr.rms  ;  thou  lov'ft, 
And  I  am  pleas 'd,  for  my  revenge,  thou  dofl^ 

Emp.  And  thou  haft  caufe. 

Aim.  I.  have,  for  I  have  power  to  make  thee  wretched* 
Be  fure  I  will,  and  yet  defpair  of  freedom* 

Emp.  Well  then,  I  love, 
And  'tis  below  my  greataeis  to  difownit: 
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Love  thee  implacably,  yet  hate  thee  too  : 
Would  hunt  thee  bare-foot,  in  the  mid-day  funr 

*  Through  the  parchM  defarts,  and  the  fcorching 
T'  enjoy  thy  love,  and  once  enjoy'd,  to  kill  thee. 

Aim.  'Tis  a  falie  courage*  when  thou  threatneft  me  \ 
Thou  canft  not  ftir  a  hand  to  touch  my  life : 
Do  not  I  fee  thee  tremble  while  thou  fpeak'ft  ? 
Lay  by  thy  lion's  hide,  vain  conqueror, 
And  take  the  diftaflf;  for  thy  foul's  my  Have* 
.     E»tp.  Cbnfulion  !  How  thou  view'ft  my  very  heart  ? 

*  I  could  as  foon 

*  Stop  a  fpring  tide,  blown  in,  with  my  bare  hand, 

*  As  this  impetuous  love  :' Yes,  I  will  wed  thee  r 

In  fpite  of  thee,  and  of  myfelf,  I  will. 

Aim.  For  what  ?  to  people  Africa  with  monftersr 
Which  that  unnatural  mixture  mult  produce  ? 
No,  were  we  join'd,  ev'n  though  it  were  in  death,, 
Our  bodies  burning  in  one  funeral  pile, 
The  prodigy  of  Thebes  would  be  renewed, 
And  my  divided  flame  fhou Id  break  from  thine. 

*  Emp.  Serpent,  I  will  engender  poifon  with  thee-j 
Join  hate  with  hate,  add  venom  to  the  birth  ; 
OurofF-fpring,  like  the  feed  of  dragon  teeth, 
Shall  iflue  arm'd,  and  fight  themfelves  to  death.* 
Aim.  I'm  calm  again,  thou  canft  not  marry  me. 

*  Em£.  As  gleams  of  funihine  foften  ftorms  to  (bowers*. 

*  So  if  you  finile,  the  loudnefs  of  my  rage 

*  In  gentle  whifpers  (hall  return,  but  this 

*  That  nothing  can  divertjny,  love  but  death. 

*  Aim.  See  how  thou  art  deceiv'd,'  I  am  a  Chriftian  j; 
c  'Tis  true,  unpra&is'd  in  my  new  belief, 

*  Wrongs  I  refent,  nor  pardon  yet  with  eafe ; 

4  Thofe  fruits  come  late,  and  are  of  flow  increase, 

*  In  haughty  hearts,  like  mine  :'  now,  tell  thyfel£ 
If  this  one  word  dellroy  not  thy  defign ; 

Thy  law  permits  thee  not  to  marry  me.- 

*  Emp.  'Tis  but  a  fpecious  tale,  to  blaft  my  hope&,; 

*  And  baffle  my  pretenfions.    Speak,  Sebaflian, 
*•  And  as  a  king,  fpeak  true. 

*  Seb.  Then>  thus  adjur'd 

*  On  a  king's  word  'tis  truth,  but  truth  ill-tirn'd'; 

*  For  lier  dear  life  is  now  expos'd  anew  j. 
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*  Unlefs  you  wholly  can  put  on  divinity, 
6  And  gracioufly  forgive. 

'  Aim.  Now  learn  by  this, 
«  The  little  value  I  have  left  for  life, 

*  And  trouble  me  no  more.' 
Emp.  I  thank  thee,  worn  in  ; 

Thou  haft  retior'd  me  to  my  native  rage  ; 

And  I  will  feize  my  happinefs  by  force. 

Seb.  Know,  Muley-Moluchrwhenthoudar'il  attempt-* 
Emp.  Beware,  I  would  not  be  provokM  to  ufe 

A  conqueror's  right,  and  therefore  charge  thy  lilence, 

If  thou  would'il  merit  to  be  thought  my  friend, 

I  leave  thee  to  perfuade  her  to  compliance ; 

If  not,  there's  a  new  guft  in  ravifliment, 

Which  I  have  ne'er  yet  try'd. 

*  Ben.  They  mult  be  watch'd ;  \Ap^ 
'  For  fomething  I  obferv'd  creates  a  doubt.' 

[Exit  Emp.  and  Bend. 

Seb.  I've  been  too  tame,  have  bafely  borne  my  wroiags, 
And  not  exerted  all  the  king  within  me  : 
I  heard  him,  Oh,  fweet  heav'ns,  he  threat'ned  rape  ; 
Nay,  infolently  urg'd  me  to  perfuade  thee, 
Ev'n  thee,  thou  idol  of  my  foul  and  eyes; 
For  whom  I  fufter  life,,  and  drag  this  being. 

*  Aim*  You  turn  my  prifon  to  a  Paradife ; 
But  I  have  turn'd  your  empire  to  a  prifon  : 

In  all  your  wars  good  fortune  flew  before  you; 
Sublime  you  fat  in  triumph  on  her  wheel; 
Till  in  my  fatal  caufe  your  fword  was  drawn, 
The  weight  of  my  misfortunes  dragg'd  you  down. 

*  Se1>.  And  is't  not  ilrange,  that  heav'n  fhould  blefs  my 
In  common  caufes,  and  delert  the  befl  ?  [arms 
Now  in  your  greateft,  laft  extremity, 

When  I  would  aid  you  mofl,  and  mofl  defire  it, 
I  bring  but  lighs,  the  fuccours  of  a  flave.' 
Aim.  '  Leave  then  the  luggage  of  your  fate  behind, 
To  make  your  flight  more  eafy,  leave  Almeyda : 
Nor  think  me  left  a  bafe  ignoble  prey, 
c  Expos'd  to  this  inhuman  tyrant's  lull ;' 
My  virtue  is  a  guard  beyond  my  ilrength, 
And  death,  my  laft  defence,  within  my  call. 

'  Seb.  Death  may  be  call'd  in  vain,  and  cannot  come ; 
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*  Tyrants  can  tie  him  up  from  your  relief: 

*  Nor  has  a  Ghriftian  privilege  to  die. 

•*  Alas,  thou  art  too  young  in  thy  new  faith  ; 
6  Brutus  and  Cato  might  difcharge  their  fouls, 

*  And  give  them  furlo's  for  another  world  : 

*  But  we,  like  Gentries,  are  oblig'd  to  ftand 

*  In  ftarlefs  nights,  and  wait  th'  appointed  hour. 

*  Aim.  If  (hunning  ill  be  good 

*  To  thofe  who  cannot  fhun  it  but  by  death/ 

*  Divines  but  peep  on  undifcover'd  worlds, 

4  And  draw  the  diftant  landfcape  as  they  pleafe :  "* 

*  But  who  hiis  e'er  return'd  from  thofe  bright  regions, 

*  To  tell  their  manners,  and  relate  their  laws  ? 
'  I'll  venture  landing  on  that  happy  fhore 

*  With  an  unfully'd  body  and  white  mindj 

*  If  I  have  err'd,  fome  kind  inhabitant 

*  Will  pity  a  ftray'd  foul,  and  take  me  home.* 

Self.  Beware  of  death,  thou  can  ft  not  die  unperjur'd, 
And  leave  an  unaccomplifh'd  love  behind. 
Thy  vows  are  mine ;  nor  will  I  quit  my  claim  : 
The  tie  of  minds  are  but  imperfect  bonds, 
..Unlefs  the  bodies  join  to  feal  the  contract. 

Aim.  What  joys  can  you  poiTefs,  or  can  I  give, 
Where  groans  of  death  fucceed  the  lighs  of  love  ? 
Our  Hymen  has  not  on  his  faffron  robe ; 
But  muffled  up  in  mourning,  downward  holds 
His  drooping  torch,  extinguifUM  with  his  tears. 

Seb.  The  God  of  Love  Hands  ready  to  revive  it 
With  his  aetherial  breath. 

*  Aim.  Tis  late  to  join,  when  we  muft  part  fo  foon* 
«  Seb.  Nay,  rather  let  us  hafte  it,  ere  we  part : 

*  Our  fouls  for  want  of  that  acquaintance  here, 

*  May  wander  in  the  (tarry  walks  above, 

*  And,  forc'd  on  worfe  companions,  mils  ourfelves. 

«  Aim.  The  tyrant  will  not  long  be  abfent  hence; 

*  And  foon  I  (hall  be  ravifh'd  from  your  arms. 

c  Set*.  Wilt  thou  thyfelf  become  the  greater  tyrant^ 

*  And  give  not  love,  while  thou  haft  love  to  give? 
'  In  dangerous  days,  when  riches  are  a  crime, 

*  The  wife  betimes  make  over  their  eftates  ; 

*  Make  o'er  thy  honour,  by  a  deed  of  truh\ 

*  .And  give  me  feizure  of  the  mighty  wealth.* 
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Aim.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  Oh,  teach  me  to  refufe  ! 
I  would,  and  yet  I  tremble  at  the  grant : 
For  dire  prefages  fright  my  foul  by  day, 
And  boding  vifions  haunt  my  nightly  dreams ; 
Sometimes,  methinks,  I  hear  the  groans  of  ghofts, 
Thin,  hollow  founds,  and  lamentable  fcreams  ; 
Then,  like  a  dying  echo,  from  afar, 
My  mother's  voice,  that  cries,  Wed  not,  Almeyda  ! 
Forewarn'd  Almeyda,  marriage  is  thy  crime. 
4  Scb.  Some  envious  daemon,  to  delude  our  joys— — 
Love  is  not  iin,  but  where  'tis  finful  love.  ' 

*  Aim.  Mine  is  a  flame  fo  holy  and  fo  clear, 
That  the  white  taper  leaves  no  foot  behind, 
No  fmoke  of  luft  :  but  chaile  as  filler's  love,    ' 
When  coldly  they  return  a  brother's -kifs, 
Without  the  zeal  that  meets  at  lovers  mouths. 

*  Scb.  Laugh,  then,  at  fond  prefages ;  I  had  fome  :     • 
Fam'd  Noilrodamus,  when  he  took  my  horofcope, 
Foretold  my  father,  i  fhoukl  wed  with  -inceft. 

Ere  this  unhappy  war  my  mother  dy'<<3, 
And  filters  I  had  none  :  vain  augury  ! 
A  long  religious  life,  a  holy  age, 
My  ftars  aflign'd  me  too — impoffible ; 
For  how  can  i  nee  ft  fuit  with  holinefs, 
Or  prieftly.  orders  with  a  princely  (late  ?' 

Aim.  Old  venerable  Alvarez! [%£'*£t 

Seb.  But  why  that  figh  in  naming  that  good  man  ? 
4  Aim.  Your  father's  counfellor  and  confident——-  , 
4  Seb.  He  was  ;  and,  if  he  lives,  my  fiecond  father.'  •'   i 
Aim.  Mark'd  our  farewel,  when,  going  to  the  fight, 

You  gave  Almeyda  for  the  word  of  battle  : 

'Twas  in  that  fatal  moment  he  difcover'd 

The  love  that  long  we  labour'd  to  conceal. 

*  I  know  it ;  tho'  my  eyes  flood  full  of  tears, 
«  Yet  thro'  the  mid  I  faw  him  ftedfaft  gaze ;' 
Then  knock'd  his  aged  J3iea#,  and  inward  groan'd, 
Like  fome  fad  prophet,  that  forefaw  the  doom 

Of  thofe  whom  bell  he  lov'd,  and  could  not  fave. 

Seb.  It  ftartles  me,  and  brings  to  my  remembrance, 
That,  when  the  fhock  of -battle  was  begun, 

*  He  would  have  much  complain'd  (but  had  not  time) 

*  Of  our  hid  paflion ;  then,  with  lifted  hands,' 

He 
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He  begg'd  me,  by  my  father's  facred  foul, 
Not  to  eipoufe  you,  if  he  dy'd  in  fight : 
For,  if  he  liv'd,  and  we  were  conquerors, 
He  had  fu-ch  things  to  urge  againit  our  marriage, 
As,  now  declared,  would  blunt  my  fword  in  battle, 
And  daltardize  my  courage. 
*  Aim.  My  blood  curdles, 

*  Arid  cakes  about  .my  heart. 

'  Seb.  I'll  breathe  a  figh  fo  warm  into  thy  bofom, 
1  Shall  make  it  flow  again.     My  love,  he  knows  not 

*  Thou  art  a  Chriftian  :  that  produced  his  fear, 

*  Left  thou,  mould  focnh  my  foul  with  charms  fo  flrong, 

*  That  Heav'n  might  prove  too  weak.' 
Aim.  There  mult  be  more ; 

This  could  not  blunt  your  fword. 

Sell.  Yes,  if  I  drew  it  with  a  curs'd  latent 
To  take  a  mifbeliever  to  my  bed  ; 
It  muft  be  fo. 

Aim.  Yet— - 

Seb.  No,  thou  fbalt  not  plead, 
With  that  fair  mouth,  againfl  the  caufe  of  love. 
Within  this  caftle  is  a  captive  prieft, 
My  holy  confeflbr,  whofe  free  accefs 
Not  ev'n  the  barb'rous  vi6lors  have  refus'd  : 
This  happy  hour  his  hands  (hall  make  us  one. 

Aim.  jflgo,  with  Love  and  Fortune,  two  blind  guides, 
To  lead  myAvay,  half  loth,  and  half  confenting. 
If,  as- my  foul  forebodes,  fome  dire  event 
Purfue  this  union,  or  fome  crime  unknown, 
Forgive  me,  Heav'n ;  and  all  ye  blefs'd  above, 
Excufe  the  frailty  of  unbounded  love.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  fuppofed  a  Garde?t,  with  Lodging  Rooms  behind 
//,  or  on  the  Side. 

Enter  Mufti',  Antonio  of  a  Jlavc^  rfw^Johayma,  the 

Mufti'j  wife. 

Muf.  And  how  do  you  like  him  ?  Look  upon  him  well  ; 
he's  a  perfohable  fellow,  of  a  Chriftian  dog.  Now  I 
think  you  are  fitted  for  a  gardener.  Ha,  what  fay'ft  thou, 
Johayma  ? 

Job.  He  may  make  a  (liift  to  fow  lettice,  raife  melons, 
and  water  a  garden-plat  j  4  but  otherwife,  a  very  filthy 

«  fellow. 
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*  fellow.     How  odioufly  he  fmells  of  his  country  gar- 

*  lick  !— Fugh,  how  he  {links  of  Spain  I* 

Muf.  Why,  honey-bird,  I  bought  him  on  purpofe  for 
thee.  Didfl  thou  not  fay  thou  long'dfl  for  a  Chriftian 
Have  ? 

Job.  Ay,  but  '  the  fight  of  that  loathfome  creature  has 

*  almofl  cured  me ;  and'  how  can  I  tell  that  he's  a  Chrif 
tian  ?  *  An  he  were  well  fearched,  he  may  prove  a  Jew,' 

*  for  ought  I  know.'    And  befides,  I  have  always  longed 
for  an  eunuch  ;  for  they  fay  that's  a  civil  creature,  and 
almofl  as  harmlefs  as  yourfelf,  hufband.     Speak,  fellow, 
are  not  you  fuch  a  kind  of  peaceable  thing  ? 

Ant.  I  never  was  taken  for  one  in  my  own  country ; 
and  not  very  peaceable  neither,  when  I  am  well  provoked. 

4  Muf.  To  your  occupation,  dog ;  bind  up  the  jefla- 
1  mines  in  yonder  arbour,  and  handle  your  pruning-knife 
4  with  dexterity  ;  tightly,  I  fay,  go  tightly  to  your  bufi- 

*  nefs.   You  have  colt  me  much,  and  mufl  earn  it  in  your 

*  work :  here's  plentiful  provifion  for  you,'  rafcal,  fal- 

*  lading  in  the  garden,  and  water  in  the  tanck,   and,  on 
'  holydays,  the  licking  of  a  platter  of  rice,  when  you  de- 

*  ferve  it.' 

Job.  What  have  you  been  bred  up  to,  firrah  ?  And 
what  can  you  perform,  to  recommend  you  to  my  fervice  ? 
'Ant.  {Making  legs."]  Why,  Madam,  I  can  perform  as 
much  as  any  man,  in  a  fair  lady's  fervice.  I  can  play 
upon  the  flute,  and  ling;  I  can  carry  an  umbrella,  and 
fan  your  ladyfhip,  and  cool  you  when  you  are  too  hot; 
in  fine,  no  fervice,  either  by  day  or  by  night,  (hall  come 
amifs  to  me ;  and  befides,  ana  of  fo  quick  an  apprehen- 
fion,  that  you  need  but. wink  upon  me  at  any  time,  to 
make  me  underftand  my  duty.  [Sbfvjinksatbim.]  *  Very 

*  fine  ;   flie  has  tipt  the  wink  already.  \_Afide* 

4  Job.  The  whelp  may  come  to  fomething  in  time, 
4  when  I  have  entered  him  into  his  bufinefs. 

4  Muf.  A  very  malapert  cur,  I  can  tell  him  that ;  I  do 
4  not  like  his  fawning.  You  mud  be  taught  your  diftance, 
^  firrah.  [Strikes  him* 

4  Job.  Hold,  hold — He  has  deferved  it,  I  confefs ;  but, 

6  for  once,  let  his  ignorance  plead  his  pardon ;  we  mufl 

4  not  difcourage  a  beginner.     Your  reverence  has  taught 

E  *  us 
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*  us  charity,  even  to  birds  and  beads.     Here,  you  filthy 

*  brute  you,  take  this  little  alms  to  buy  you  plailrers. 

*  [Gives  him  a  piece  of  money, 
'  Ant,  Money,  and  a  love-pinch  in  the  infide  of  my 

*  palm  into  the  bargain  !  [Afide? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Scrv.  Sir,  my  Lord  Benducar  is  coming  to  wait  on  you, 
and  is  already  at  the  palace-gate. 

Muf.  Come  in,  Johayma ;  regulate  the  reft  of  my 
wives  and  concubines,  and  leave  this  fellow  to  his  work. 

4  Job.  How  itupidly  he  flares  about  him,  like  a  calf 
'  new  come  into  the  world  !  I  fhall  teach  you,  firrah,  to 

*  know  your  buiinefs  a  little  better This  way,  you 

*  awkward  rafcal ;  here  lies  the  arbour :  muft  I  be  fhew- 

*  ing  you  eternally  ?  [Turning  him  about. 

*  Muf.  Come  away,  minion ;  you  fhall  (hew  him  no- 
4  thing. 

'  Job.  1*11  bring  him  into  the  arbour,  where  a  rofe- 

*  tree  and  a  myrtle-tree  are  jufl  falling,  for  want  of  a 

*  prop  :  if  they  were  bound  together,  they  would  help  to 

*  keep  up  one  another.     He's  a  raw  gardener  ;  and  'tis 

*  but  charity  to  teach  him. 

*  Muf.  No  more  deeds  of  charity  to-day.     Come  in, 

*  or  I  (hall  think  you  a  little  better  difpofed  than  I  could 
'  wifh  you. 

*  Job.  Well,  go  before  ;  I  will  follow  my  paftor. 

'  Muf.  So,  you  may  caft  a  fheep's  eye  behind  you. 
4  In  before  me.'  And  you,  faucinefs,  mind  your  pruning- 
knife  ;  or  I  may  chance  to  ufe  it  for  you. 

[Exeunt  Mufti  and  Johayma. 

"  Ant.  I  thank  you  for  that;  but  I  am  in  no  luch  hafte 
to  be  made  a  Muffulrnan.  For  his  wedlock,  for  all  her 
haughtinefs,  I  find  her  coining.  How  far  a  ChrifHarj 
fhould  refill,  I  partly  know ;  but  how  far  a  lewd  young 
Chriftian  can  renft,  is  another queftion.  *  She's  tolerable, 

*  and  I  am  a  poor  ftranger,  far  from  better  friends,  and 

*  in  a  bodily  neceffity.'     Now  have  I  a  flrange  tempta 
tion  to  try  what  other  females  are  belonging  to  this  fami 
ly — I  am  not  far  from  the  women's  apartment,  I  am  Cure  ; 
and  if  thefe  birds  are  within  diftance,  here's  that  will 
.chuckle  them  together.  [Pulls  out  bis  flute.'}  '  If  there 

*  be  variety  of  Moor's  nefh  in  this  holy  market,  'twere 

*  madnefs 
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e  madnefs  to  lay  out  all  my  money  upon  the  firft  bargain. 
[He  flays.     A  grate  opens,  and  Morayma,  the  Mufti'/ 

daughter,  appears  at  it.] Ay,   there's  an  apparition  ! 

This  is  a  morfel  worthy  of  a  Mufti ;  *  this  is  a  relifhing 

*  bit  in  fecret ;  this  is  the  myftery  of  his  Alcoran,  that 

*  muft  be  referred  from  the  knowledge  of  the  profane 

*  vulgar  j*  this  is  the  holiday  devotion.    See,  (he  beckons 
too.  [She  beckons  to  him. 

Mor.  Come  a  little  nearer,  and  fpeak  foftly. 

Ant.  I  come,  I  come ;  I  warrant  thee,  the  lead  twinkle 
had  brought  me  to  thee :  fuch  another  kind  fyllable  or 
two,  would  turn  me  to  a  meteor,  and  draw  me  up  to 
thee. 

Mor.  I  dare  not  fpeak,  for  fear  of  being  overheard  ; 
but  if  you  think  my  perfon  worth  your  hazard,  and  can 
deferve  my  love the  reft  this  note  (hall  tell  you 

*  [Throws  down  a  handkerchief.^    No  more;  my   heart 
goes  with  you.  [Exit  from  the  grate. 

Ant.  '  Oh,  thou  pretty  little  heart !  art  thou  flown 

*  hither?  I'll  keep  it  warm,  I  warrant  it,  and  brood  upon 
f  it  in  the  new  neil.     But  now  upon  my  treafure  trove, 

*  that's  wrapped  up  in  the  handkerchief— Nopeeping  here; 

*  tho*  I  long  to  be  fpelling  her  Arabic  fcrawls  and  pot- 

*  hooks — But  I  muit  carry  oft'  my  prize,  as  robbers  do, 

*  and  not  think  of  iharing  the  booty,   before  I  am  free 

*  from  danger,  and  out  of  eye-fhot  from  the  other  win- 

*  dows.'    If  her  wit  be  as  poignant  as  her  eyes,  I  am  a 
double  Have.     Our  northern  beauties  are  mere  dough  to 
thefe  ;  infipid  white  earth,  mere  tobacco-pipe  clay  ;  with 
no  more  foul  and  motion  in  them,  than  a  fly  in  winter. 

Here  the  warm  planet  ripens  and  fublimes 
The  well-bak'd  beauties  of  the  fouthern  climes : 
Our  Cupid's  but  a  bungler  in  his  trade ; 
His  keenetf  arrows  are  in  Afric  made. 

[Exit. 
END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE,  a  Terr  ace -walk,  or  fame  other  pullick  Place  in 
the  Caftle  of  Alcazar. 

Enter  the  Emperor,  and  Benducar. 

EMPEROR. 

MARRY'D  !  I'll  not  believe  it ;  'tis  impofture  ; 
'  Improbable  they  fhould  prefume  t'  attempt  : 

*  Impoffible  they  fhould  efFed  their  wifli.' 

Ben.  Have  patience,  till  I  clear  it. 
Emp.  I  have  none  : 
Go  bid  our  moving  plains  of  fand  lie  ftill, 

*  And  flir  not,  when  the  ftormy  fouth  blows  high. 

*  From  top  to  bottom  thou  haft  tofs'd  my  foul ; 

*  And  now  'tis  in  the  madnefs  of  the  whirl, 
'  Requir'fl  a  fudden  flop.     Unfay  thy  lie, 

*  That  may,  in  time,  do  fomewhat. 
'  Ben,  I  have  done  ; 

*  For,  lince  it  pleafes  you  it  fhould  be  forg'd, 

*  'Tis  fit  it  mould.     Far  be  it  from  your  flave, 

*  To  raife  diflurbance  in  your  facred  breaft. 

*  Emp.  SebafHan  is  my  flave  as  well  as  thou  ; 

*  Nor  durft  offend  my  love  by  that  prefumption, 

*  Ben.  Mofl  fure  he  ought  not. 

*  Emp.  Then  all  means  are  wanting; 

*  No  prieft,  no  ceremonies  of  their  fex  : 

*  Or,  grant  we  thefe  defects  could  be  fupply'd, 

*  How  could  our  prophet  do  an  a£t  fo  bale, 

*  So  to  refume  his  gifts,  and  curfe  my  conqueftsy 

*  By  making  me  unhappy.'     No,  the  flave 
That  told  thee  fo  abfurd  a  ftory,  lied. 

Ben.  Yet  till  this  moment  I  have  found  him  faithful : 
He  faid  he  faw  it  too. 

Emp.  Difpatch ;  what  faw  he  ? 

*  Ben.  '  Truth  is,  cqnfidering  with  what  earneftnefs 

*  Sebaftian  pleaded  for  Almeyda's  life, 

*  Inhanc'd  her  beauty,  dwelt  upon  her  praife 

*  Emp.  Oh,  flupid  and  unthinking  as  I  was ! 

*  I  migkt  have  mark'd  it  too ;  'twas  grofs  and  palpable. 

'  Ben.  Methought  I  trac'd  a  love  but  ill  difguis'd ; 

*  And  fent  my  fpy,  a  iharp  obferving  flave, 

•  T'in- 
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*  T'  inform  me  better,  if  I  guefs'd  aright.' 

He  told  me,  that  he  faw  Sebaftian's  page 

Run  crois  the  marble  fquare,  who  foon  return'd, 

And  after  him  there  lagg'd  a  puffing  friar  ; 

Clofe  wrapp'd  he  bore  fome  iecret  inflrument 

Of  Chriflian  fuperfHtion  in  his  hand. 

My  fervant  followed  faft,  and,  thro*  a  chink, 

Perceivfd  the  royal  captives  hand  in  hand, 

And  heard  the  hooded  father  mumbling  charms, 

That  make  thofe  mifbelievers  man  and  wife ; 

Which  done,  the  Jpoufes  kifs'd  with  fuch  a  fervour, 

And  gave  fuch  furious  earneft  of  their  flames, 

That  their  eyes  fparkled,  and  their  mantling  blood 

Flew  fluming  o'er  their  faces.     Tou  maygucfs  the  reft, 

*  Emp.  Hell  confound  them  ! 

*  Ben.  The  reverend  father,  with  a  holy  leer, 

4  Saw  he  might  well  be  fpar'd,  and  foon  withdrew : 
'  This  forc'd  my  fervant  to  a  quick  retreat, 
4  For  fear  to  be  difcover'd.     Gueis  the  reft,' 

Emp.  I  do.     My  fancy  is  too  exquiiite, 
And  tortures  me  with  their  imagined  bliis. 
Some  earthquake  fhould  have  rilen,  and  rent  the  ground, 
Have  fwallow'd  him,  and  left  the  longing  brjde 
In  agony  of  unaccomplifh'd  love.  \Walks  difordtrly* 

Enter  the  Mufti. 

Ben.  In  an  unlucky  hour  [AJide* 

That  fool  intrudes,  raw  in  tKis~  great  affair, 
And  uninftrucled  how  to  item  the  tide. 

[Coming  up  to  the  Mufti  afide. 
The  Emp'ror  rnufl  not  marry,  nor  enjoy  j 
Keep  to  th-at  point,  ftand  firm  \  for  all's  at  flake. 

Emp.  [Seeing  him.]  You  druggernian  of  Heav'n,  mufl 

I  attend 

Your  droaning  prayers  ?  Why  came  ye  not  before  ? 
Dofl  thou  not  know  the  captive  King  has  dar'd 
To  wed  Almeyda  ?  Cancel  me  that  marriage, 
And  make  her  mine.     About  thy  bufinefs,  quick  ; 
Expound  thy  Mahomet,  make  him  fpeak  my  fenfe^ 
Or  he's  no  prophet  here,  and  thou  no  Mufti, 
4  Unleis  thou  know'ft  the  trick  of  thy  vocation, 
'  To  vvreft  and  rend  the  law  to  pleale  thy  prince.* 
Muf.  Why,  verily,,  the  law  is  monftrous  plain : 

E  3  There's 
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There's  not  one  doubtful  text  in  all  the  Alcoran, 
Which  can  be  wrench'd  in  favour  to  your  project. 
-—  Emp.  Forge  one,  and  foift  it  into  fome  bye-place 
Of  fome  old  rotten  roll  :  do't,  I  command  thee  : 
Muft  I  teach  thee  thy  trade  ? 

Muf.  It  cannot  be; 
For  matrimony  being  the  deareft  point 
Of  law,  the  people  have  it  all  by  heart  : 
A  cheat  on  procreation  will  not  pals. 
Befides,  th*  offence  is  fo  exorbitant,     [la  a  higher  tone. 
To  mingle  with  a  mifbelieving  race, 
That  fpeedy  vengeance  would  purfue  your  crime, 
And  holy  Mahomet  launch  himfelf  from  Heav'n 
Before  th*  unready  thunderbolt  were  form'd.' 
Emp.  [Taking  him  by  the  throat  'with  one  hand^  fnatching 
out  his  fword  with  the  other,  and  pointing  it  to  his  breaft.~\ 
Slave  !   have  I  rais'd  thee  to  this  pomp  and  pow'r, 
To  preach  againft  my  will  ?  Know,  I  am  law  ; 
And  thou  not  Mahomet's  meflenger,  but  mine  : 
Make  it,  I  charge  thee,  make  my  pleafures  lawful  ; 
4  Or  firft  I'll  flrip  thee  of  thy  ghoftly  greatnefs, 

*  Then  fend  thee  poft  to  tell  thy  tale  above, 

*  And  bring  thy  vain  memorials  to  thy  prophet, 
'  Of  juiHce  done  below  for  difobedience.' 

Muf.  For  Heaven's  fake  hold  ;  the  reipite  of  a  moment, 
To  think  for  you  - 
Emp.  And  for  thyfelf  - 
Muf.  For  both. 
Sen,  Difgrace,  and  death,  and  avarice  have  loft  him  ! 


Muf.  'Tis  true,  our  law  forbids  to  wed  a  Chriftian  ; 
But  it  forbids  you  not  to  ravifh  her. 
You  have  a  conqueror's  right  upon  your  flave: 
And  then,  the  more  defpite  you  do  a  Chriftian, 
You  ferve  the  prophet  more,  who  loaths  that  (eft. 

Emp.  Oh,  now  it  mends,  and  you  talk  reafon,  Mufti  \ 
But  ftay  ;  I  promis'd  freedom  to  Sebaftian  ; 
Now,  mould  I  grant  it,  his  revengeful  foul 
Would  ne'er  forgive  his  violated  bed. 

Muf.  Kill  him  ;  for  then  you  give  him  liberty  : 
His  foul  is  from  his  earthly  prifon  freed. 

i  Emp* 
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Emp.  How  happy  is  th$  prince  who  has  a  churchman 
So  learn'd  and  pliant  to  expound  his  laws ! 

Ben.  Two  things  I  humbly  offer  to  your  prudence. 

Emp.  Be  brief;   but  Itt  not  either  thwart  my  love. 

Ben.  Firft,  fince  our  holy  man  has  made  rape  lawful, 
Fright  her  with  that ;  proceed  not  yet  to  force  : 
Why  fliould  you  pluck  the  green  diftafteful  fruit 
From  the  unwilling  bough, 
When  it  may  ripen  of  itlelf,  and  fall  ? 

Emp.  Grant  her  a  day  ;  tho*  that's  too  much  to  give 
Out  of  a  life  which  1  devote  to  love. 

Sen.  Then  next,  to  bar 
All  future  hopes  of  her  delir'd  SebafHan, 
Let  Dorax  be  enjqin'd  to  bring  his  head. 

Emp.  [To  the  Mufti.]  Go,  Mufti,  call  him  to  receive 
his  orders.  f  Ex.it  Mufti. 

*  I  tafte  thy  counfel ;  herdefires,  new  rous'd, 

*  And  yet  unflak'd,  will  kindle  in  her  fancy, 
'  And  make  her  eager  to  renew  the  feaiV 

Ben.  [Afide,]  Dorax,  I  know  before,  will  difobey ; 

There's  a  foe's  head  well  cropp*d 

But  this  hot  love  precipitates  my  plot, 

And  brings  it  to  projection  ere  its  time. 

Enter  Sebafiian  and  Almeyda,,   band  in  band  \  upon  Jlgbt 

of  the  Emperor  they  fcparate^  and  fecm  dijlurled. 
Aim.  He  breaks  at  unawares  upon  our  walks  ; 

And,  like  a  midnight  wolf,,  invades  the  fold. 
Make  fpeedy  preparation  of  your  foul, 
And  bid  it  arm  apace.     He  comes  for  anfwer ; 
And  brutal  miichief  fits  upon  his  brow.' 
Seb.  Not  the  laft  founding  could  furprife  me  more, 
That  fummons  droufy  mortals  to  fiheir  doom  : 
When  call'd  in  hafle,  they  fumble  for  their  limbs, 
And  tremble,  unprovided  for  their  charge. 
My  fenfe  has  been  fo  deeply  plung'd  in  joys, 
The  foul  out-flept  her  hour ;  and,  fcarce  awake, 
Would  think,  too  late,  and  cannot.    But  brave  minds, 
At  worft,  can  dare  their  fate.' 
Emp.  [Coming  up  to  tbem.~\  Have  you  perform'd 

Your  embaffy,  and  treated  with  fuccefs  ? 
Seb.  I  had  not  time. 

Imp.. 
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Emp.  No,  not  for  my  affairs  j 
But  for  your  own  too  much. 

Seb.  You  talk  in  clouds.     Explain  your  meaning,  Sir. 

Emp    Explain  yours  firft.     What  meant  you  hand  in 
And  when  you  faw  me,  with  a  guilty  ftart,  [hand  ; 

You  loos'd  your  hold,  affrighted  at  my  prefence  ? 

Scb.  Affrighted  ! 

Emp.  Yes,  aftcniuVd  and  confounded. 

Self.  What  mak'ft  thou  of  thyfelf,  and  what  t»f  me  ? 
'  Art  thou  fome  ghoft,  fome  daemon,  or  fome  god,' 
That  I  fliould  ft  and  aftonifh'd  at  thy  fight  ? 
If  thou  couldft  deem  fo  meanly  of  my  courage, 
Why  didft  thou  not  engage  me  man  for  man, 
And  try  the  virtue  of  that  Gorgon  face, 
To  Hare  me  into  ftatue  ? 

Emp.  Oh,  thou  art  now  recover'd  !  but,  by  Heav'n, 
Thou  wertamaz'd  at  firft,  as  if  furpriz'd 
At  unexpected  bafenefs  brought  to  light : 
For,  know,  ungrateful  man,  that  kings,  like  gods, 
Are  every  where  j  walk  in  th'  abyfs  of  minds, 
And  view  the  dark  recefles  of  the  foul. 

Self.  Bafe  and  ungrateful  never  was  I  thought ; 
Nor,  till  this  turn  of  fate,  durft  thou  have  call'd  me. 
But,  fince  thou  boaft'ft  th'  omnifeience  of  a  god, 
Say,  in  what  cranny  of  Sebaftian's  foul, 
Unknown  to  me,  fo  loath *d  a  crime  is  todg'd  ? 

jEmf.  Thou  haft  not  broke  my  truft  repos'd  in  thee  ? 

Sc&.  Impos'd,  but  not  receiv'd.  Take  back  that  falfhoocl. 

Emp.  Thou  art  not  marry'd  to  Almeyda  ? 

**f  Yes. 

Enip.  And  own'ft  the  ufurpation  of  my  love  ? 

Sel.  I  own  it,  in  the  face  of  Heav'n,  and  thee  -t 
No  ufurpation,  but  a  lawful  claim, 
Ofwhichlftandpoffefs'd, 

Emp.  Sh*  haschofen  well, 
Betwixt  a  captive  and  a  conqueror. 

Slim.  Betwixt  a  nxmfter  and  the  beft  of  men. 

He  was  the  envy  of  his  neighboring  kings  ; 

*  For  him  their  fighing  queens  defpis'd  their  lords, 

*  And  virgin  daughters  blufh'd  when  he  was  nam'd.' 
To  mare  his  noble  chanis  is  more  to  me, 

Than  all  the  favage  greatnefs  of  thy  throne. 

Set, 
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Set.  Were  I  to  chufe  again,  and  knew  my  fate, 
For  fuch  a  night,  I  would  be  what  I  am. 
The  joys  I  have  pofleis'd  are  ever  mine  ; 
Out  or  thy  reach,  behind  eternity, 
Hid  in  the  facred  treafure  of  the  pafl ; 
But  blefs'd  remembrance  brings  them  hourly  back. 

Emp.  Hourly  indeed,  who  haft  but  hours  to  live  ! 
Oh,  mighty  purchafe  of  a  boafted  blifs  ! 
To  dream  of  what  thou  hadfl  one  fugitive  night, 
And  never  fhalt  have  more. 

*  Seb.  Barbarian,  thou  canft  part  us  but  a  moment— 
We  mail  be  one  again  in  thy  defpite. 

Life  is  but  air, 

That  yields  a  paflage  to  the  whittling  fword, 
And  clofes  when  'tis  gone. 

'  Mm.  How  can  we  better  die,  than  clofe  embrac'd, 
Sucking  each  others  fouls  while  we  expire  ; 
Which,  fo  transfus'd,  and  mounting  both  at  once, 
The  faints,  deceiv'd,  fhall  by  a  fweet  miftake, 

*  Hand  up  thy  foul  for  mine,  and  mine  for  thine. 

*  Emp.  No,  I'll  untwiftyou  ; 

*  I  have  occalion  for  your  flay  on  earth  : 

*  Let  him  mount  firft,  and  beat  upon  the  wing, 

*  And  wait  an  age  for  what  I  here  detain ; 

*  Or  licken  at  immortal  joys  above, 

*  And  languim  for  the  Heav'n  he  left  below.'     [join'd  ? 
Aim,  Thou  wilt  not  dare  to  break  what  Heav'n  has 
Emp.  Not  break  the  chain  ;  but  change  a  rotten  link, 

And  rivet  one  to  laft. 

Think'ft  thou  I  come  to  argue  right  and  wrong  ? 

Why  lingers  Dorax  tkus  ?   Where  are  my  guards, 

[Benducar^wj  out  for  the  guards,  and  returns. 
To  drag  that  Have  to  death  ?  [Pointing  to  Sebaftian. 

Now  itorm  and  rage  ; 
Call  vainly  on  thy  prophet,  then  defy  him, 
For  wanting  power  to  lave  thee. 

Scb,  That  were  to  gratify  thy  pride.     I'll  (hew  thee 
How  a  man  fhould,  and  how  a  king  dare  die  : 
So  even,  that  my  foul  fhall  walk  with  eafe 
Out  of  its  flew,  and  (hut  out  life  as  calmly 
As  it  does  words  ;  without  a  figh  to  note 
One  ilruggle  in  the  fmooth  dhTolving  frame. 
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Aim.  [To the  Emp.]  E'xpecl  revenge  from  Heav'n,  inhu- 
Nor  hope  t'  afcend  Sebaitian's  holy  bed.        [man  wretch  ! 
Flames,  daggers,  poiibns,  guard  the  facred  ftcps; 
Thofe  are  the  promised  pleafurts  of  my  love. 

Emp.  And  thefe  might  fright  another,  but  not  me  : 
Or  me,  if  I  deiign,  to  give  you  pleafure. 
I-feekmyown;  and  while  that  lafts,  you  live. 

Enter  two  of  the  guards. 
Go,  bear  the  captive  to  a  fpeedy  death, 
..And  fet  my  foul  at  eafe. 

Aim.  I  charge  you,  hold,  ye  miniflers  of  death  ! 
Speak-,  mySebafrian, 

Piead  for  thy  life  j  Oh,  afk  it  of  the  tyrant ! 
'Tis  no  difhonour ;  truft  me,  love,  'tis  none. 
I  would  die  for  thee,  but  I  cannot  plead  : 
My  haughty  heart  difdains  it,  ev'n  for  thee. 
Still  lilent  \  Will  the  King  of  Portugal 
Go  to  his  death  like  a  dumb  facrifice  ? 
Beg  him  to  lave  my  life,  in  faving  thine. 

Sel.  Farewel ;   my  life's  not  worth  another  word. 

Emp.  [To  the  guatiis.'}  Perform  your  orders. 

Aim.  Stay,  take  my  farewel  too. 
Farewel  thegreatnefs  of  Almeyda's  foul  ! 
Look,  tyrant,  what  excefs  of  love  can  do  j 
It  pulls  me  down,  thus  low,  as  to  thy  feet ;    [Kneels  to  him. 
Nay,  to  embrace  thy  knees  with  loathing  hands, 
Which  blifler  when  they  touch  thee.     let  ev'n  thus, 
Thus  far  I  can,  to  fave  Sebaflian'slife. 

Emp.  A  fecret  pleafure  trickles  through  my  veins  ; 
It  works  about  the  inlets  of  my  foul, 
To  feel  thy  touch  ;  and  pity  tempts  the  pafs : 
But  the  tough  metal  of  rny  heart  refifts ; 
'Tis  warrn'd  with  the  foft  fire,  not  melted  down. 

*  Aim.  A  flood  of  fcalding  tears  will  make  it  run. 

Spare  him,  Oh,  fpare  !  Can  you  pretend  to  love, 

And  have  no  pity  ?  Love  and  that  are  twins. 

Here  will  I  grow  ; 

Thus  compafs  you  with  thefe  fupplanting  cords, 

And  pull  fo  long  till  the  proud  fabric  falls.' 

Emp.  Still  kneel,  and  ftill  embrace  ;  'tis  double  pleafure 
So  to  be  hugg'd,  and  fee  Sebaftian  die. 

dim.  Look,  tyrant,  when  thou  nam'ft  Sebaftian's  death, 

Thy 
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Thy  very  executioners  turn  pale. 

Rough  as  they  are,  and  hardened  in  their  trade 

Of  death,  they  ftart  at  an  anointed  head, 

And  tremble  to  approach He  hears  me  not, 

Nor  minds  th'  imprefiion  of  a  god  on  kings  ; 

Becaufe  no  ft  amp  of  Heav'n  was  on  his  foul ; 

But  the  refifting  mafs  drove  back  the  feal. 

Say,  tho'  thy  heart  be  rock  of  adamant, 

Yet  rocks  are  not  impregnable  to  bribes  : 

Inftruft  me  how  to  bribe  thee — Name  thy  price  j* 
Lo,  I  reiign  my  title  to  the  crown  ; 
Send  me  to  exile  with  the  man  I  love, 
And  banimment  is  empire. 

Emp.  '  Here's  my  claim  ; 

'  [Clapping  bis  hand  t»  Ins  fwora". 
'  And  this  extinguifli'd  thine — thou  giv'ft  me  nothing. 

'  Aim.  My  father's,  mother's,  brother's  deaths  I  pardon: 

*  That's  fomewhat,  Cure;  a  mighty  fum  of  murder, 

*  Of  innocent  and  kindred  blood  (truck  off. 

*  My  prayers  and  penance  ftiall  difcount  forthefe, 

*  And  beg  of  Heav'n  to  charge  the  bill  on  me. 
'  Behold  what  price  I  offer,  and  how  dear, 

'  To  buy  Sebaflian's  life. 
Emp,  Let  after-reck'nings  trouble  fearful  fools ; 

*  I'll  ftand  the  trial  of  thofe  trivial  crimes. 

*  But,  fince  thou  begg'ft  me  to  prefcribe  my  terms, 

*  The  only  I  can  ofter  are  thy  love  ; 

*  And  this  one  day  of  refpite  to  refolve.' 
Grant  or  deny  ;  for  thy  next  word  is  fate, 
And  fate  is  deaf  to  pray'r. 

Aim.  May  Heav'n  be  fo,  \Rifag  */• 

At  thy  laft  breath,  to  thine.     '  I  curfe  thee  not ; 

*  For  who  can  better  curfe  the  plague  or  devil, 

'  Than  to  be  what  they  are  ?  That  curfe  be  thine.* 
Now,  do  not  fpeak,  Sebaftian  ;  for  you  need  not : 
But  die  ;  for  I  reiign  your  life.     Look,  Heav'n, 
Almeyda  dooms  her  dear  Sebaftian's  death  ! 
But  is  there  Heav'n  ?   For  I  begin  to  doubt : 
The  Ikies  are  hufh'd,  no  grumbling  thunders  roll. 
Now  take  your  fwing,  ye  impious ;  fin  unpunilh'd, 
Eternal  Providence  feems  over-watch'd, 
And  with  a  flumb'ring  nod  ailents  to  murder.' 

Enter 
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Enter  Dorax,  attended  ly  three  foldiers. 
Emp.  Thou  mov'ft  a  tortoife-pace  to  my  relief. 
Take  hence  that  once-a-king,  that  fullen  pride 
That  fwells  to  dumbnefs,  lay  him  in  the  dungeon, 
And  fink  him  deep  with  irons  ;  *  that,  when  he  would, 

*  He  fhall  not  groan  to  hearing.     When  I  fend,' 
The  next  commands  are  death. 

Aim,  Then  prayers  are  vain  as  curfes. 

Emp.  Much  at  one 

In  a  flave's  mouth,  againft  a  monarch's  pow'r. 
This  day  thou  haft  to  think  ; 

At  night,  if  thou  wilt  curfe,  thou  fhalt  curfe  kindly. 
4  Then  I'll  provoke  thy  lips,  lay  liege  fo  clofe, 

*  That  all  thy  fallying  breath  (hall  turn  to  bleflings.' 
Make  hafte,  feize,  force  her,  bear,  her  hence. 

Aim.  Farewel,  my  loft  Sebaftian  ! 
I  do  not  beg,  I  challenge  juftice  now. 
Oh,  Pow'rs !  if  kings  be  your  peculiar  care, 
Why  plays  this  wretch  with  your  prerogative  ? 
Now  flaih  him  dead,  now  crumble  him  to  aflies  ; 
'  Or  henceforth  live  confm'd  in  your  own  palace, 
'  And  look  not  idly  out  upon  a  world 

*  That  is  no  longer  yours.' 

[She  is  carried  off  ftrugglivg :  Emp.  and  Ben.  follow, 
[Sebaftian  flr-ugglcs in  his  Guards  arms,  and  Jbakes  off  one 

of  them  ;   but  tyjo  others  come  in  and  hold  him  \  he  fpeaks 

not  all  the  while. 

Dor.  I  find  I'm  but  a  half-ftrain'd  villain  yet ;     \Afide. 
But  mongrel-mifchievous ;  for  my  blood  boil'd 
To  view  this  brutal  act,  and  my  ftern  foul 
Tugg'd  at  my  arm  to.draw  in  her  defence. 
Down  thou  rebelling  Chriftian  in  my  heart ; 
Redeem  thy  fame  on  this  Sebaftian  firft  ;      [Walks  a  turn. 
Then  think  on  others  wrongs,  when  thine  are  righted. 
But  how  to  right  them  ?  On  a  flave,  difarm'd, 
Defencelefs,  and  fubmitted  to  my  rage  ? 

A  bafe  revenge  is  vengeance  on  myfelf [Walks  again* 

Ihave  it— .and  I  thank  thee,  honeft  head, 
Thus  prefeht  to  me  at  my  great 'neceffi ty— 

[Comes  up  to  Sebaftian. 
You  know  me  not  ? 

&£.  I  hear  men  call  thee  Dorax. 

Dor. 
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Dor.  'Tis  well ;  you  know  enough  for  once  j  you  fpeak, 
You  were  flruck  mute  before.  [too; 

fab.  Silence  became  me  then. 
"Dor.  Yet  we  may  talk  hereafter. 

Seb.  Hereafter  is  not  mine 
Di (patch  thy  work,  good  executioner.  [falfhood 

Dor.  None  of  my  blood  were  hangmen.     Add  that 
To  a  long  bill  that  yet  remains  unreckoned. 

Seb.  A  king  and  thoucan  never  have  a  reckoning. 

Dor.  A  greater  fum,  perhaps,  than  you  can  pay. 
Mean  time,  I  Hull  make  bold  t*  increafe  your  debt. 

[Gives  him  his 
Take  this,  and  ufe  it  at  your  greateu  need. 

Seb.  This  hand  and  this  have  been  acquainted  well. 
[Looks  en  it.]  It  fliould  hare  come  before  into  my  grafp, 
To  kill  the  raviflier. 

D0r.  Thou<heard'it  the  tyrant's  orders  ;  guard  thy  life, 
When  'tis  attacked,  and  guard  it  like  a  man. 

Seb.  I'm  {till  without  thy  meaning ;  but  I  thank  ther. 

Dor.  Thank  me  when  I  afk  thanks  ;  thank  me  with 

Seb.  Such  furly  kindnefs  did  I  never  fee.  [that. 

Dor.  [To  the  Captain  of  his  Guards.}  Muza,  draw  out 

a  file,  pick  man  'by  man, 
Such  who  dare  die,  and  dear  will  fell  their  deaths. 

Guard  him  to  th'  utmoir. Now,  condudt  him  hence, 

And  treat  him  as  my  perfon. 

Seb.  Something  like 

That  voice,  raethinks,  I  fliould  have  fomewrrece  heard  ; 
But  floods  of  woes  have  hurry'd  it  far  off, 
Beyond  my  ken  of  foul.          [Exit  Seb.  w/V£  tbefildicrs* 

Dor.  But  I  lliall  bring  him  back,  ungrateful  man ! 
I  (hall,  and  fet  him  full  before  thy  fight, 
When  I  fliall  front  thee,  like  Come  (taring  ghoft, 

With  all  iay  wrongs  about  me What,  fo  loon 

Return'd  ?  This  hafte  is  boding. 

Enter  to  him  Emperor,  Benducar,  and  Mufti. 

Emp.  She's  dill  inexorable,  Hill  imperious, 
And  loud,  as  if,  like  Bacchus,  born  in  thunder. 
Be  quick,  ye  faife  phyiicians  of  my  mind, 
Bring  fpeedy  death,  or  cure. 

Ben.  What  can  be  counfeH'd  while  Sebaftian  lives  ? 
The  vine  will  cling,  while  the  tall  poplar  Hands  j 

F  But 


\ 


ONSEBASTIAN. 


down,  creeps  to  the  next  fupport, 
-^c^'as  clofely  there. 

.  That's  done  with  eafe ;  I  fpeak  him  dead.  Proceed^ 
Muf.  Proclaim  your  marriage  with  Almeyda  next, 
That  civil  wars  may  ceafe.     This  gains  the  crowd  : 
Then  you  may  fafely  force  her  td  your  will : 

*  For  people  fide  with  violence  and  injuflice, 

*  When  done  for  public  good.' 
Emp.  Preach  thou  that  doctrine. 

Ben.  Th'  unreafonable  fool  has  broach'd  a  truth 
That  blafts  my  hopes  :  but  fince  'tis  gone  fo  far, 
Jie  fhall  divulge  Almeyda  is  a  Chriitian. 
Jf  that  produce  no  tumulr,  I  defpair. 

Emp.  Why  fpeak s  not  Dorax  ? 
.  Dor.  Becaufe  my  foul  abhors  to  mix  with  him. 
Sir,  let  me  bluntly  fay,  you  went  too  far, 
To  truft  the  preaching  pow'r  on  ftate  affairs 
*To  him,  or  any  heav'nly  demagogue. 
'Tis  a  limb  lopp'd  from  your  prerogative  ; 
And  fo  much  of  Heaven's  image  blotted  from  you. 

*  Muf.  Sure  thou  haft  never  heard  of  holy  men 

*  (So  Chriftians  call  them)  fam'd  in  flate  affairs; 

*  Such  as  in  Spain,  Ximenes,  Albornex, 

*  In  England,  Wolfey  :  match  me  thefe  with  laymen, 
A  Dor.  How  you  triumph  in  one  or  two  of  thefe, 

*  Born  to  be  ftatefmen,  happening  to  be  churchmen  ! 

*  Thou  call'ft  them  holy ;  fo  their  function  was : 

*  But,  tell  me,  Mufti,  which  of  them  were  faints  ? 

*  Next,  Sir,  to  you  ;  the  fum  of  all  is  this, 

*  Since  he  claims  pow'r  from  Heaven,  and  not  from  kings, 
4  When  'tis  his  int'reft,  he  can  int'reft  Heav'n 

*  To  preach  you  down  ;  and  ages  oft  depend 

*  On  hours,  uninterrupted,  in  the  chair. 

'  Emp.  I'll  truft  his  preaching,  while  I  rule  his  pay  ; 

*  And  1  dare  truft  my  Africans  to  hear 

*  Whatever  he  dare  preach. 

'  Dor.  You  know  them  not. 

*  The  genius  of  your  Moors  is  mutiny; 

.     '  They  fcarcely  want  a  guide  to  move  their  madnefs, 
'  Prompt  to  rebel  on  every  weak  pretence  ; 

*  BJuftering  when  courted,  crouching  when  opprefs'd  ; 

*  Wife  to  themfelves,  and  fools  to  all  the  world ; 

*  Rcftleff 
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Reftlefs  in  change,  and  perjur'd  to  a  proverb : 

They  love  religion  fweeten'd  to  the  fenfe ; 

A  good,  luxurious,  palatable  faith. 

Thus  Vice  and  Godlinefs,  prepoft'rous  pair  ! 

Ride  cheek  by  jowl :  but  churchtnen  hold  the  reins* 

And  whene'er  kings  would  lower  clergy  gfeamefs, 

They  learn,  too  late,  what  power  the  preachers  have, 

*  And  whofe  the  fubje&s  are.     The  Mufti  knows  it ; 

*  Nor  dares  deny  what  pafs'd  betwixt  us  two.' 

Emp.  No  more  ;   whatever  he  faid  was  my  command. 

Dor.  Why,  then,  no  more,  fmce  you  will  hear  no  more* 
Some  kings  are  refolute  to  their  own  ruin. 

Emp.  Without  your  meddling  where  you  are  not  afk'd, 
Obey  your  orders,  and  difpatch  Sebailun. 

Dor.  Truft  my  revenge  ;  be  fure  I  wifti  him  dead. 

Emp.  What  mean'it  thou  ?  What's  thy  wifliing  to  my 
Difpatch  him  :  rid  me  of  the  man  I  loath.  [will  £ 

Dor.  I  hear  you,  Sir~:  I'll  take  my  time,  and  do't. 

•Emp.  Thy  time!  what's  all  thy  time?  What's  thy 
To  my  one  hour  of  eafe  ?  No  more  replies  j  [whole  life,, 
But  fee  thou  doft  it ;  or 

Dor.  Choak  in  that  threat.     I  can  fay  Or,  as  loud. 

Emp.  'Tis  well ;  I  fee  my  words  have  no  effect. 
But  1  may  fend  a  meflage  to  difpofe  you.       [Is  going  of* 

Dor.  Expecl  an  anfwer  worthy  of  that  mefiuge. 

Mttf.  The  Prophet  ow'd  him  this :  \Afde* 

And,  thank'd  be  Heaven,  he  has  it. 

Ben.  By  holy  Alha,  I  conjure  you,  flay, 
And  judge  not  rafhlyof  fo  brave  a  man. 

\_Dra<wstbe  Emperor  a/ideiandivbfycrs  him* 
I'll  give  you  reafons  why  he  cannot  execute 
Your  orders  now,  and  why  he  will  hereafter, 

Muf.  Benducar  is  a  fool  to  bring  him  off:  \Afidc* 

I'll  work  my  own  revenge,  and  fpeedily. 

Ben.  The  fort  is  his,  the  foldicrs  hearts  are  his ;  \ 
A  thoufand  Chriftian  Haves  are  in  the  caftle, 
Which  he  can  free  to  reinforce  his  pow'r ; 

*  Your  troops  far  off,  beleaguering  Larache^ 

*  Yet  in  the  Chriftian  hands.' 
Emp.  I  grant  all  this ; 

But  grant  me  he  mull  die. 
Ben.  He  (hall,  by  poifon ; 

F  &  is 
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'Tis  here,  the  deadly  drug  prepar'd  in  powder, 
Hot  as  hell  fire — then,  to  prevent  his  ibldiers 
From  rifing  to  revenge  their  general's  death; 
While  he  is  ftruggling  with  his  mortal  pangs, 
The  rabble  on  the  fudden  may  be  rais'd 
To  feize  the  caftle. 

Emp.  Do't ;  'tis  left  to  thee. 

Ben.  Yet  more— but  clear  your  brow ;  for  he  obferves* 

[  They  ^johifper  again, 

Dor.  What,  will  the  fav'rite  prop  my  falling  fortunes  ? 
Oh,  prodigy  of  court !  \_Afide. 

[Emp.  aWBe'n.  return  to  Dor, 
JLrnp.  Your  friend  has  fully  clear'd  your  innocence  ; 
I  was  too  hafty  to  condemn  unheard  ; 
And  you,  perhaps,  too  prompt  in  your  replies. 
As  far  £s  fits  the  majefty  of  kiftgs, 
I  alk  excufe. 

Dor.  I'm  fure  I  meant  it  well. 

Efftp.  I  know  you  did this  to  our  love  rcnew'd. 

[Emp1.  drinh* 
Bend  near,  fill  to  Dora*. 

[Ben.  turns )  and  mixes  a  po-ivder  in  it* 
Dor.  Let  it  go  round  ;  for  all  of  us  have  need 
To  quench  our  heats  :  'tis  the  King's  health,  Benducar, 

[He  drinks* 
And  I  would  pledge  it,  tho*  I  knew  'twere  poilbn. 

Ben.  Another  bowl ;  for  what  the  King  has  touch'd, 
And  you  have  pfedg'd,  is  facred  to  your  loves. 

[Drinks  out  pf  another  £0W. 
Muf.  Since  charity  becomes  my  calling,  thus 
Let  me  provoke  your  friendihip  :  and  Heaven  blefs  it, 

As  I  intend  it  well— 

[Drinks,  and,  turning  afidc,  pours  fame  drops  out  of  a  little 
vial  into  the  lovcl,  then  prefcnts  it  to  Darax. 
Dar.  Heav'n  make  thee  honefl  : 
On  that  condition  we  (hall  foon  be  friends.  [7>'Wv. 

Muf.  Yes,  at  our  meeting  in  another  world; 
For  thou  haft,  drunk  thy  pailport  out  of  this.  < 
4  Not  the  Nomicrian  font,  tier  Lethe's  lake, 

*  Could  fooner  numb  thy  nimble  faculties 

*  Than  this,  to  ilet-p  eternal.' 


DON    SEBASTIAN*..  6$ 

Emp.  Now,  farewel,  Dorax ;  this  was  our  firft quarrel; 
And  I  dare  prophecy,  will  prove  our  laft. 

[£#/'/ Emp.  i'j.V.6Ben.  and  the -Mufti* 

Dor.  It  may  be  lo— I'm  ilrangely  difcompos'd ; 
Quick  (hootings  thro'  my  limbs,  and  pricking  pains,, 
Qualms  at  my  heart,  coiivulfions  in  my  nerves, 
Shiv'ringsof  cold,  and  burnings  of  my  entrails. 
Within  my  little  world  make  medley-war: 
Lofe  and  regain,  beat,  and  are  beaten  back, 
4  As  momentary  victors  quit  their  ground. 
4  Can  it  be  poiibn  ?  Poifon's  of  one  tenour*' 
Or  hot,  or  cold  ;  this  neither,  and  yet  both* 
Some  deadly  draught,  ibme  enemy  of  life 
Boils  in  my  bowels,  and  works  out  my  foul. 
Ingratitude's  the  growth  of  every  crime  j 
Afric,  the  fcene  remov'd,  is  Portugal. 
Of  ail  coui  t-fervice  learn  the  common  lot  j 
To-d:iy  'tis  done,  to-morrow  'tis  forgot. 
Oh,  were  that  all !— my  honeft  corpfe  mufllie 
Expos'd  to  (corn  and  public  infamy  : 
My  (hameful  death  will  be  divulg'd  alone; 
The  worth  and  honour  of  my  foul  unknown;         [Exit. 

A  NIGHT-SCENE  of  the  Mufti'*  Garden,  whm  an 

Arbour  is  difco'vcrcd, 

*  Enter  Antonio, 

Ant.  She  names  herfelf  Moray  may  the  Mufti's  only* 
daughter,  and  a  virgin.  This  is  the  time  and  place  that 
Ihe  appointed  in  her  letter,  yet  flie  comes  not.  «•  Why, 

*  thou  fweet,  delicious  creature,  why  to  torture  me  with 

*  thy  delay  ?  Dar'ii  thou  be  falfe  to  thy  afiignation  ? 
*•  What,  in  the  cool  and  lilence  of  the  night,  and  to  a 

*  new  lover  ?  Pox  on  the  hypocrite,  thy  father,  for  in- 

*  ftructmg  i-.i&e  fo  little  m  the  fweeteft  point  of  his  reli- 
*•  gion*    "Hark!  I  hear  the  ruilling  of  herfilk  mantle. 

*  Now  fhe  comes  !  now  {he  comes  ! — No,  hang  it,  that 

*  was  but  the  whiffling  of  the  wind  through  the  orange* 
4  trees.     Now  again,  I  hear  the  pit-a-pat  of  a  pretty 
*•  foot  thro*  the  dark  alley— ^No-,  'tis  the  fon  of  a  mare 
4  that's  broken  loofe,  and  munching  upon  the  melons.'— 
Ob*  the  mifery  of  a&  expecting  lover !  WelL  I'll  e'ea 

r  m-  ^  •»  1       /*         • 

fc  3, 
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defpair,  go  into  my  arbour,  and  try  to  fleep ;  in  a  dream 
I  fliall  enjoy  her  in  defpight  of  her. 

[GW^ftr  the  arbour,  and  lies  dawn. 

Enter  Johayma,  wrapt  up  in  a  Moorifh  Mantle \ 

Job.  Thus  far  my  love  has  carried  me,  almoft  without 

my  knowledge  whither  I  was  going  :  '  fhall  I  goon,  mall 

4  I  difcover  myfelf  ? What  an  injury  am  I  doing  to 

*  my  old  hufband  ! Yet  what  injury,  iince  he's  old 

*  and  has  three  wives,  and  fix  concubines  belides  me  !  'tis 

*  but  Healing  my  own  tythe  from1  him.' 

[Sbe  comrs  a  little  nearer  the  arlour. 

Ant.[RaiJlng  hbnfelf  a  little,  and  looking*]  AMaft 'tis 
die,  this  is  no  illufion  I  am  fure ;  'tis  a  true  (he-devil  of 
fjefh  and  blood ;  and  fhe  could  never  have  taken  a  fitter 
time  to  tempt  me 

Job.  He's  young  and  handfome 

*  Ant*  Yes,  well  enough,  I  thank  nature.          \_Afide? 
Job.  And  1  am  yet  neither  old  nor  ugly  :  fure  he  will 

not  refufe  me. 

Ant.  No,  thou  may'ft  pawn  thy  maidenhead  upon't  he 
wonnot.  [Afide. 

Job.  The  Mufti  would  feaft  himfelf  upon  other  wo 
men,  and  keep  me  fading. 

Ant.  Oh,  the  holy  curmudgeon  !  \_jtJtJie. 

«  Job.  Would  preach  abftinence,  and  pra&ife  luxury  ; 

*  bat  I  thank  my  {tars,  I  have  edified  more  by  his  exam- 

*  pie  than  his  precept. 

*  Ant.  Moft  divinely  argued  :  die's  the  beft  cafuift  in 
«  allAfric.  \Afde? 
{He  rujbes  out  and  emir  aces  her.]  I  can  hold  no  longer  front 
embracing  thee,  my  dear  Morayma;  '  the  old  uncon- 
4  fcionable  whorefon  thy  father,  could  he  expedt  cold 

*  chaftity  from  a  child  of  his  begetting  ?' 

*  Job.  What  nonfenfe  do  you  talk  ?  Do  you  take  me 

*  for  the  Mufti's  daughter  ? 

*  Ant.  Why  are  you  not,  Madam  ?' 

[  Thro  wing  of  her  larnns* 

Job.  I  find  you  had  an  appointment  with  Morayma, 
Ant.  By  all  that's  good,  the  naufeous  wife.          \Apde* 
Job.  What,  you  are  confounded,  and  {land  mute  ? 
Ant.  Somewhat  nonpluft  I  confefs,  to  hear  you  deny 
your  name  io  pofuively :  why,  are  not  you  Morayma,, 

the 
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the  Mufti's  daughter  ?  Did  not  I  fee  you  with  him,  did 
not  he  prefent  me  to  you  ?  '  Were  you  not^fo  charitable 
'  as  to  give  me  money  ?  Ay,  and  to  tread  upon  my  foot, 

*  and  fqueeze  my  hand  too,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold  to  re- 

*  member  you  ot  pafl  favours  ?' 

*  Job.  And  you  fee  I  am  come  to  make  them  good ;  but 

*  I  am  neither  Morayma  nor  the  Mufti's  daughter. 

4  Ant.  Nay,  I  know  not  that :  but  I  am  fure  he  is  old 

*  enough  to  be  your  father;  and  either  father,  or  reve- 

*  rend  father  I  heard  you  call  him. 

*  Job,  Once  again,  how  came  you  to  name  Morayma  * 
'  Ant.  Another  damned  miftake  of  mine  :  for  alking 

*-  one  of  my   fellow-flaves,  who  were  the  chief  ladigs 

*  about  the  houfe,  he  anfwered  me,  Morayma  and  Jo- 

*  hayma  ;  but  (he,  it  feems,  is  his  daughter,  with  a  pox 

*  to  her,  and  you  are  his  beloved  wife.' 

Job.  '  Say  your  beloved  miftrefs,  if  you  pleafe;  for 
8  that's  the  title  I  defire.'  This  moon-fhine  grows  often- 
five  to  my  eyes :  come,  (hall  we  walk  into  the  arbour  £ 
there  we  may  redify  all  miilakes. 

4  Ant.  That's  clofe  and  dark. 

*  Job.  And  are  thofe  faults  to  lovers  ? 

*  Ant.  But  there  I  cannot  pleafe  myfelf  with  the  fighf 

*  of  your  beauty. 

'  Job.  Perhaps  you  may  do  better. 

*  Ant.  But  there's  not  a  breath  of  air  {birring. 

«  Job.  The  breath  of  lovers  is  the  fweeteft  air ;  but 

*  you  are  fearful. 

*  Ant.  I  am  confidering  indeed,  that  if  am  taken  witfe 
4  you 

'  Job.  The  bed  way  to  avoid  it,  is  to  retire,  where  WC3 

*  may  not  be  difcovered. 

*  Ant.  Where  lodges  your  hufband  ? 

*  J°b*  Juft  againft  the  face  of  this  open  walk. 

*  Ant.  Then  he  has  feen  us  already,  for  ought  I  know* 

*  Job.  You  make  fo  many  difficulties,  I  fear  I  am  dif- 

*  pleafing  to  you.' 

Ant.  ^Ajlde.l  If  Morayma  comes,  and  takes  me  in  the 
arbour  with  her,  I  have  made  a  fine  exchange  of  that 
diamond  for  this  pebble. 

Job.  You  are  much  fallen  off,  let  me  tell  you,  from' 
4he  fury  of  your  firil  embrace. 
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Ant.  \  confefs,  I  was  fomewhat  too  furious  at  fir  ft,  buf 
you  will  forgive  the  transport  of  my  pallion  ;  now  1  have1 
considered  it  better,  I  have  a  qualm  of  confcience. 

Joh,  Of  confcience  !  why,  what  has  confcienee  to  da 
with  two  young  lovers  that  have  opportunity  ? 

4  Ant.  Why  truly,  confcience  is  ibmething  to  blame  for 

*  interpofing  in  our  matters :  but  how  can  I  help  it,  if  I 

*  have  a  fcruple  to  betray  my  mafler  ? 

4  Job.  There  mult  be  fomething  more  in't  ?  for  your 

*  confcience  was  very  quiet  when  you  took  me  for  Mo- 

*  ray  in  a, 

4  Ant.  I  grant  you,  Madam,  when  I  took  you  for  his 
f  ^daughter ;  for  then  I  might  have  made  you  an  honou- 

*  rable  amends  by  marriage. 

.    *  Job.  You,  Chriilians,  are  fuch  peeking  finners,  you 

*  tremble  at  a  fhadow  in  the  nroor.fliine, 

4  Ant.  And  you,  Africans,  are  fuch  termagants,  you  flop 

*  ^t  nothing.  I  muft  be  plain  with  you,  you  are  married, 
••  and  to  a  holy  man,  the  head  of  your  religion.  Go  back 

*  to  your  chamber,  go  back,  I  fay,  and  coniider  of  it  for 

*  this  night ;  as  I  will  do  on  my  part :  I  will  be  true  to 
«  you  ;  and  invent  all  the  arguments  I  can  to  comply  with 
**  you ;  and  who  knows,  but  at  our  next  meeting,  the 

*  fweet  devil  may  have  more  power  over  me  ?  I  am  true 

*  flefh  and  blood,  I  can  tell  you  that  for  your  comfort.' 
Job.  c  FleQi  without  bleed  I  think  thou  art  f  or  if  anyy 

*  'tis^as  cold  as  that  of  fifaes.'  But  I'll  teach  thee,  to  thy 
coft,  what  vengeance  is  in  ftore  for  refilling  a  lady,  who- 
has  offered  thee  her  love Help,  help,  there  !  will  no 
body  come  to  my  afliltance  ? 

6  Ant.  What  do  you  mean,  Madam?  for  heaven's  fake 
peace  ;  your  hulband  will  hear  you  ;  think  of  your  own 
danger,  if  you  will  not  think  of  mine. 

Joh.  Ingrateful  wretch,  thou  deferveft  no  pity  :  helpr 
help,  hufband;  or  I  fhall  be  ravilhed :  the  villain  will  be 
too  ftrong  for  me.  Help,  help,  for  pity  of  a  poor  dif- 
trefled  creature. 

Ant.  Then  I  have  nothing  but  impudence  to  affift  me : 
I  mufl  drown  her  clamour,  whatever  comes  on't. 

takes  out  bhjlute^  and  plays  as  loud  as  be  can. 
andjhc  continues  crying  out* 

Entw 
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F,nter  the  Mufti  /;/  his  night -gown ,  and  t-iuofcrvants. 

Muf.  Oh,  thou  villain,  what  horrible  impiety  art  thou 
committing?  What!  ravifhing  the  wife  of  my  bofom  ? 
Take  him  away,  ganch  him,  impale  him,  rid  the  world  of 
fuch  a  monfter.  [Servants  feize  him. 

Ant.  Mercy,  dear  mafter,  mercy  :  hear  me  firfl,  and 
after,  if  I  have  deferred  hanging,  fpare  me  not.  What 
have  you  feen  to  provoke  you  to  this  cruelty  ? 

Muf.  I  have  heard  the  outcries  of  my  wife  ;  the 
Heatings  of  the  poor  innocent  lamb  :  '  feen  nothing 
4  fayeft  thou  ?  If  I  fee  the  lamb  lie  bleeding,  and  the 

*  butcher  by  her  with  his  knife  drawn,  and  bloody,'  is 
not  that  evidence  fufficient  of  the  murder  ?  I  come  too 
late,  and  the  execution  is  already  done. 

Ant.  Pray  think  in  reafon,  Sir,  is  a  man  to  be  put  ta 
death  for  a  iimilitude  ?  '  No  violence  has  been  commit- 

*  ted  ;  none  intended:  the  lamb's  alive  ;  and. if  I  durfl 
4  tell  you  fo,  no  more  a  lamb  than  I  am  a  butcher. 

4  Job.  How's  that,  villain,  daretf thou  accufe  me?' 

Ant.  Be  patient,  Madam,  and  fpeak  but  truth,  and 
I'll  do  any  thing  to  ferve  you :  '  I  fay  again,  and  fwear 
4  it  too,  I'll  do  any  thine  to  ferve  you.' 

Job.  \Afiiie. ]  I  underitand  hint ;  but,  I  fear,  'tis  now 

too  late  to  lave  him. Pray  hear -him  fpeak,  hufband  ; 

perhaps  he  may  fay  fomething  for  himfelf  j  I  know  not. 

Muf.  Speak  thou,  has  he  not  violated  my  bed,  and  thy 
honour? 

'Job.  I  forgive  him  freely,  for  he  has  done  nothing. 
What  he  will  do  hereafter,  to  make  jne  fatisfaclion,  him* 
felf  be  ft  knows. 

Ant.  Any  thing,  any  thing,  fweet  Madam  :  I  fhall  re- 
fufe  no  drudgery. 

Muf.  But  did  he  mean  no  mifchief  ?  Was  he  endea* 
vouring  nothing  ? 

Jab.  In  my  conference,  I  begin  to  doubt  he  did  not. 

Muf.  Tis  impoffible  ;  then  what  meant  all  thefe  out 
cries  ? 

Joh.  I  heard  murk  in  the  garden,  and  at  an  unfeafon- 
able  time  of  night,  and  I  ftole  foftly  out  of  my  bed,  as 
imagining  it  might  be  he. 

4  Muf.  How's  that,  Johayma  ?  Imagining  it  was  he,: 

*  and  yet  you  went  ? 

*  Job. 
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*  Job.  Why  not,  my  Lord,  am  not  I  the  miftrefs  of 

*  the  family?  and  is  it  not  my  place  to  fee  good  orders 

*  kept  in  it  ?    I  thought  he  might  have  allured  fome  of 

*  the  (he-Haves  to  him ;  and  was  refolved  to  prevent  what 
4  might  have  been  betwixt  him  and  them  :'  when,  on  the 
fudden,  he  rufhed  out  upon  me,  caught  me  in  his  arms 
with  fuch  a  fury 

*  Muf.  I  have  heard  enough,  away  with  him. 

4  Job.  Miftaking  me,  no  doubt,  for  one  of  his  fellow- 

*  (laves :  with  that,  affrighted  as  I  was,  I  difcovered  my* 
'  felf,  and  cried  aloud  :*  but  as  foon  as  ever  he  knew  me, 
the  villain  let  me  go,  and  I  mutt  needs  fay,  he  ftarted 
back,  as  i/  1  were  fome  ferpent  j  and  was  more  afraid 
ot  me  than  I  of  him. 

Muf.  Oh,  thou  corrupter  of  my  family,  that's  caufe 
enough  of  death  ;  once  again,  away  with  him. 

Job.  What,  for  an  intended  trefpafs  ?  No  harm  ha* 
been  done,  whatever  may  be.  He  coll  you  five  hundred 
crowns,  1  take  it. 

Muf.  Thou  fayed  true,  a  very  confiderable  fum  :  he 
iball  not  die,  though  he  had  committed  folly  with  a  flave  j 
'tis  too  much  to  lole  by  him. 

Ant.  My  only  fault  has  ever  been  to  love  playing  in 
the  dark,  and  the  more  (he  cried,  the  more  I  played  ;  that 
it  might  be  feen  I  intended  nothing  to  her. 

Muf.  To  your  kennel,  firrah,  mortify  your  flefli,  and 
confider  in  whofe  family  you  are. 

Job.  And  one  thing  more,  remember  from  henceforth 
to  obey  better. 

Muf.  [Afide.']  For  all  her  fmoothnefs,  I  am  not  quite 
cured  of  my  jealoufy ;  but  I  have  thought  of  a  way 
that  will  clear  my  doubts. 

[Exit  Mufti  with  Joh.  andfcrvants, 

Ant.  I  am  mortified  fufficiently  already,  without  the 
help  of  his  ghoftly  counfel.  Fear  of  death  has  gone 
farther  with  me  in  two  minutes,  than  my  confclence 
would  have  gone  in  two  months.  I  find  myfelf  in  a  very 
deje&ed  condition,  all  over  me;  poor  fin  lies  dormant ; 
'  concupiience  is  retired  to  his  winter  quarters ;'  and  if 
Moray  ma  fhould  now  appear,  I  fay  no  more,  but,  alas, 
for  her  and  me  ! 

[Mo ray  ma  comes  out  of  the  arbour,  foe  Jteah  behind 
bim^  and  dafei  him  on  the  back* 
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Mor.  And  if  Morayma  (liould  appear,  as  (lie  does  ap 
pear,  alas,  you  fay  for  her  and  you  ! 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,  my  fweet  temptation  !  my  eyes, 
my  life,  my  foul,  my  all ! 

Mor.  A  mighty  compliment,  when  all  thefe,  by  your 
own  confeffion,  are  juft  nothing. 

Ant.  Nothing,  till  thou  earned:  to  new  create  me ; 
thou  doft  not  know  thfc  power  of  thy  own  charms  :  let 
me  embrace  thee,  and  rhou  fhalt  fee  how  quickly  I  can 
turn  wicked. 

4  Mor.  [Stepping  lack.}  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  dangerous, 

*  'tis  befl  keeping  you  at  a  diitance  ;  I  have  no  mind  to 

*  warm  a  frozen  fnake  in  my  bolbm  ;  he  may  chance  to 
4  recover,  and  fting  me  for  my  pains. 

4  Ant.  Confider  what  I  have  fuffered  for  tliy  fake  al- 

*  ready ;  and  make  me  fome  amends :  two  difappoint- 

*  ments  in  a  night!  Oh,  cruel  creature ! 

4  Mor.  And  you  may  thank  yourfelf  for  both  :  I  came 

*  eagerly  to  the  charge,  before  my  time,  thro'  the  back- 

*  walk  behind  the  arbour ;  and  you,  like  a  frefh-water 

*  foldier,  Hood  guarding  the  pafs  before :  if  you  mifled 

*  the  enemy,  you  may  thank  your  own  dulnefs. 

*  Ant.  Nay,  if  you  will  be  ufing  flratagems,  you  fhall 

*  give  me  leave  to  make  ufe  of  my  advantages,  now  I  have 
*•  you  in  my  power  :  we  are  fairly  met  j  I'll  try  it  out, 
4  and  give  no  quarter. 

*  Mor.  By  your  favour,  Sir,  we  meet  upon  treaty  now 

*  and  not  upon  defiance. 

4  Ant.  If  that  be  all,  you  fhall  have  carte  llancle  im- 

*  mediately;  for  I  long  to  be  ratifying.' 

Mor.  No,  now  I  think  on't,  you  are  already  entered 
into  articles  with  my  enemy  Jchayma  :  any  thing  to  ferve 
you,  Madam  ;  I  fhall  revufe  no  drudgery  :  whofe  words 
were  thofe,  gentleman  ?  Was  that  like  a  cavalier  of  ho 
nour  ? 

4  Ant.  Not  very  heroic ;  but  felf-prefervation  is  a  point 

*  above  honour  and  religion  too — Antonio  was  a  rogue,  I 
4  muft  confefs  ;  but  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  love  him. 

*  Mor.  To  beg  your  life  fo  bafely ;  and  to  prefent 

*  your  fword  to  your  enemy  :  Oh,  recreant ! 

4  Ant.  If  I  had  died  honourably,  my  fame  indeed  would 

*  have  founded  loud,  but  I  fhould  never  have  heard  the 

3,  *  blaiU 
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'  blaft.  Come,   don't  make  yourfelf  worfe-natu red  than 
4  you  are  ;  to  fave  my  lite,  you  would  be  content  I  fhould 

*  promii«  any  thing. 

'  Mor.  Yes,  if  I  were  fure  you  would  perform  nothing.* 
Ant.  Can  you  fufpecl  I  would  leave  you  for  Johayma  ? 
Mor.  No,  but  I  can  expect  you  would  have  both  of 
\is :  love  is  covetous,  I  mufl  have  all  of  you  ;  heart  for 
heart  is  an  equal  truck  :  in  (hort,  I  am  younger  ;  I  think 
handfomer,  and  am  fure  I  love  you  better  ;  fhe  has  been 
my  ftep-mother  thefe  fifteen  years  ;  you  think  that's  her 
face  you  fee,  but  'tis  only  a  daubed  vizard :  fhe  wears 
an  armour  of  proof  upon't ;  an  inch  thick  of  paint,  be- 
fides  4  the  wafh :  her  face  is  fb  fortified,  that  you  can 
make  no  approaches  to  ft,  without  a  (hovel.  But  for 
her  conftancy,  I  can  tell  you  for  your  coaifort,  fhe 
will  love  till  death,  I  mean  till  yours  ;  for  when  fhe 
has  worn  out,  fhe  will  certainly  difpatch  you  to  another 
world,  for  fear  of  telling  tales ;  as  fhe  has  already 
ferved  three  flaves,  your  predeceflbrs  of  happy  me 
mory  in  her,  favours.'  She  has  made  my  pious  father 
a  three-piled  cuckold  to  my  knowledge ;  and  now  fhe 
would  be  robbing  me  of  my  fi-ngle  flieep  too. 

Ant.  Pr'ythee  prevent  her  then ;  and  at  ieaft  take  the 
{hearing  of  me  firft. 

*  Mor.  No,   I'll  have  a  butcher's  pen'worth  of  you  ; 

*  firft  fecure  the  carcafs,  and  then  take  the  fleece  into  the 

*  bargain. 

'  Ant.  Why  fure,  you  did  not  put  youvfelf  and  me  to 
4  all  this  trouble,  tor  a  dry  come- oft V  by  this  hand — 

[Taking  it. 

Mor.  Which  you  fliall  never  touch,  but  upon  better 
aflurances  than  you  imagine.  [Pulling  her  band  away* 

Ant.  Til  marry  thee,  and  iruike  a  Chriilian  of  thee, 
thou  pretty  damned  infidel. 

Mor.  I  mean  you  fliall ;  but  no  earneft,  till  the  bargain 
be  made  before  witnefs ;  there's  love  enough  to  be  had, 
and  as  much  as  you  can  turn  you  to,  never  doubt,  but 
all  upon  honourable  terms. 

Ant.  I  vow  and  fwear  -by  Love  ;  and  he's  a  deity  in 
all  religions. 

Mor.  But  never  to  be  trufted  in  any  :  he  has  another 
name  too,  of  a  worfe  found.  Shall  I  trull  an  oath,  when 

I  fee 
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I  fee  your  eyes  languifhing,  your  cheeks  flufliing,  and 
can  hear  your  heart  throbbing  ?  No,  I'll  not  come  near 
you  :  he's  a  foolifh  phylician  who  will  feel  the  pulie  of 
a  patient,  that  has  the  plague  fpots  upon  him. 

Ant.  Did  one  ever  hear  a  little  moppet  argue  fb  per- 
verfly  againft  fo  good  a  caufe !  Come,  pr'ythee  let  me 
anticipate  a  little  of  my  revenue. 

*  Mor.  You  would  tain  be  fingering  your  rents  before- 
'  hand ;  but  that  makes'  a  man  an  ill  hufband  ever  after. 
'  Conlider,  marriage  is  a  painful  vocation,  as  you  (hall 

*  prove  it  :  manage  your  incomes  as  thriftily  as  you  can, 

*  you  fliall  find  a  hard  taik  on't  to  make  even  at  the 

*  year's  end,  and  yet  to  live  decently. 

'  Ant.  I  came  with  a  Chriftian  intention  to  revenge 
— -Hnyfelf  upon  thy  father,  for  being  the  head  of  a  falfe 

*  religion.' 

Mor.  And  fo  you  lhall ;  I  offer  you  his  daughter  for 
your  fecond :  but  fince  you  are  fo  preffing,  meet  me 
wvdermy  window  to-morrow  night,  body  for  body,  about 
this  hour;  I'll  flip  down  out  of  my  lodging,  and  bring 
my  father  in  my  hand. 
Ant.  How  !  thy  father  ! 

Mor,  I  mean,  all  that's  good  of  him  ;  his  pearls,  and 
jewels,  his  whole  contents,  his  heart  and  foul;  as  much 
as  ever  I  c.m  carry  !  I'll  leave  him  his  Alcoran  ;  that's 
revenue  enough  for  him:  every  page  of  it  is  gold  and 
diamonds.  *  He  has  the  turn  of  an  eye,  a  demure  fmile, 
*  and  a  godly  cant,  that  are  worth  millions  to  him.  I 
'  forgot  to  rell  you,  that'  I  will  have  a  Have  prepared  at" 
the  poflerngate,  with  two  hurfes  ready  (addled  :  no  more, 
for  I  fear  I  may  be  milled ;  and  think  I  hear  them  calling 

for  me if  you  have  conilarcy  and  courage 

Ant.  Never  doubt.it :  and  love  in  abundance,  to  wan 
der  with  thee  all  the  world  over. 

Mor.  The  value  of  twelve  "hundred  thoufand  crowns 
in  a  calket ! 

Ant.  A  heavy  burden,  heaven  knows !  but  we  mull: 
pray  for  patience  to  fupport  it. 

Mor.  Befides  a  willing  tit  that   will  venture  her  corps 

with  you  :- come,   i  know  you  long  to  have  a  parting 

blow  with  me  j  and  therefore  tolhew  1  am  in  chanty — 

[He  t&s  her. 
G  Am.- 
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Ant.  Once  more  for  pity ;  that  I  may  keep  the  flavour 
upon  my  lips  till  we  meet  again. 

Mcr.  No  :  frequent  charities  make  bold  beggars :  and 
b,efides,  I  have  learned  of  a  falconer,  never  to  feed  up  a 
hawk  when  I  would  have  him  fly :  that's  enough 
but  if  you  would  be  nibbling,  here's  a  hand  to  flay  your 
ftomach.  \K*JFng  her  band. 

.Ant.  Thus  conquered  infidels,  that  wars  may  ceafe, 
Are  forc'd  to  give  their  hands,  and  fign  the  peace. 

Mor.  Thus  Chriilians  are  outwitted  by  the  foe ; 
You  had  her  in  yourpow'r,  and  let  her  go. 
If  you  releafe  my  hand,  the  fault's  not  mine  ; 
You  fhou'd  have  made  me  feal  as  well  as  fign. 

[She  runs  of\  be  follows  her  to  the  door  j  then  comes 
back  again ,  and  goes  out  at  the  other* 

END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT        IV. 

SCENE,  Benducar'j  Palace  in  the  Cajlle  of  Alcazar. 
Enter  Benducar. 

BENDUCAR. 

MY  future  fate,  the  colour  of  my  life, 
My  all  depends  on  this  important  hour  : 
This  hour  my  lot  is  weighing  in  the  fcales, 
And  heav'n,  perhaps,  is  doubting  what  to  do. 
Almeyda  and  a  crown  have  pufn'd  me  forward : 
'Tis  fix'd,  the  tyrant  mufl  not  ravifh  her ; 
He  and  Sebaftian  fland  betwixt  my  hopes  ; 
He  moil  ;  and  therefore  firfl  to  be  difpatch'd. 
Thefe  and  a  thoufand  things  are  to  be  done 
In  the  fhort  compafs  of  this  rowling  night, 
And  nothing  yet  perform'd, 

*  None  of  my  emiflaries  yet  return'd. 

'  Enter  H*\y,Jirftfervant. 
4  Oh,  Haly,  thou  haft  held  me  long  in  pain. 
«  What  hail  thou  learn'd  of  Dorax  ?  Is  .he  dead  ? 

'  Haly.  Two  hours  I  warily  have  watch'd  his  palace  ; 

*  AH  doors  are  (hut,  no  fervant  peeps  abroad ; 

«  Some 
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Some  officers  with  finding  hafte  pafs'd  in, 

While  others  outward  went  on  quick  difpatch  ; 

Sometimes  huQi'd  filence  feem'd  to  reign  within  ; 

Then  cries  confus'd,  and  a joint  clamour  follow'd  ; 

Then  lights  went  gliding  by,  from  room  to  room, 

And  Oiot  like  thwarting  meteors  crofs  the  houfe. 

Not  daring  further  to  enquire,  I  came 

With  fpeed,  to  bring  you  this  imperfect  news. 

*  Send.  Hence  I  conclude  him  either  dead  or  dyings 

His  mournful  friends,  fummon'd  to  take  their  leaves, 

Are  throng'd  about  his  couch,  and  fit  in  council. 

What  thofe  caballing  captains  may  deiign, 

I  mull  prevent,  by  being  nrilin  adlion. 

To  Muley  Zeydan  fly  with  fpeed  ;    defire  him 

To  take  my  lall  ?nftru6tions  ;  tell  the  importance, 

And  ha  lie  his  prefence  here.  [Exit  Haly. 

How  has  this  poifon  loft  its  wonted  way  ? 

It  fliould  have  burnt  its  paflage,  not  have  linger'd 

In  the  blind  labyrinths  and  crooked  turnings 

Of  human  competition  ;  now  it  moves 

Like  a  flow  fire  that  works  againfl  the  wind, 

As  if  his  ftronger  ftars  had  interpos'd. 

*  Enter  Hamet. 

Well,  Hamet,  are  our  friends  the  rabble  raised  ? 
From  Muftapha  what  meffage  ? 
'  Ham.  What  you  wifo  : 
The  ftreets  are  thicker  in  this  noon  of  night, 
Than  at  the  mid-day  fun  :  a  drouzy  horror 
Sits  on  their  eyes,  like  Fear,  not  well  awake  : 
All  croud  in  heaps,  as  at  a  night-alarm 
The  bees  drive  out  upon  each  others  backs, 
T*  imbofs  their  hives  in  clutters :  all  afk  news : 
Their  bufy  captain  runs  the  weary  round 
To  whifper  orders,  and  commanding  filence, 
Makes  not  noife  ceafebut  deafens  it  to  murmurs. 

*  Bend.  Night  waftes  apace :  when,  when  will  he  ap- 
4  Ham.  He  only  waits  your  fummons.  [pear  £ 

*  Bend.  Hafte  their  coming. 
Let  fecrecy  and  filence  be  enjoin'd 

In  their  clofe  march.  What  news  from  the  lieutenant? 
'  Ham.  I  left  him  at  the  gate  firm  to  your  intereft, 
T'  admit  the  townfmen  at  their  firft  appearance. 

G  2  *  Bend. 


?6  DON    SEBASTIAN. 

*  Send.  Thus  far  'tis  well.  Go  haften  Muftapha. 

[£.*•// Hamet, 
Enter  Orchan,  tie  tblr dfervant. 

*  O,  Orchan,  did  I  think  thy  diligence 

*  Would  lag  behind  the  reft  I  What  from  the  Mufti  ? 

4  Ore.  I  fought  him  round  his  palace  ;    made  enquiry 

*  Of  all  the  flaves  :  in  fhort  I  ufed  your  name, 

*  And  urg'd  the  importance  home  ;  but  had  for  anfwer, 

*  That  iince  the  flmt  of  evening  none  had  feen  him. 
Bend*  O  the  curft  fate  of  all  confpiracies  ! 

*  They  move  on  many  fprings ;  if  one  but  fail, 

4  The  reltiff  machine  nops — In  an  ill  hour  he's  abfent ; 
'  Tis  the  firft  time,  and  fure  will  be  the  laft 
4  That  e'er  a  Mufti  was  not  in  the  way, 

*  When  tumults  and  rebellion  (hould  be  broach'd. 
4  Stay  by  me  :  thou  art  refolute  and  faithful ; 

*  I  have  employment  worthy  of  thy  arm,  [ffralks* 

Enter  Muley-Zeydan. 

M.  Zeyd.  You  fee  me  come  impatient  of  my  hopes, 
And  eager  as  the  courier  for  the  race. 
Is  all  in  reading's  ? 

J5W.  All  but  the  Mufti. 

M.  Zeyd.  We  muft'go  on  without  him. 

Semi.  True,  we  mufl ; 
For  'tis  ill  flopping  in  the  full  career, 
Howe'er  the  le<ip  be  dangerous  and  wide. 

Ore.  [Looking  out.]  I  fee  the  blaze  of  torches  from  afar ; 
And  hear  the  trampling  of  thick-beating  feet ; 
This  way  t*hey  move. 

Send.  No  doubt,  the  Emperor. 
We  muftnot  be  furpriz'd  in  conference. 
Truft  to  my  management  the  tyrant's  death  ; 
Andhafte  yourfelf  to  join  with  Muftapha. 

The  officer  who  guards  the  gate  is  yours : 

When  you  have  gain'd  that  pafs,  divide  your  force  ; 

Yourfelf  in  perfon  head  one  chofen  half, 

And  march  tl  Opprefs  the  fa&ion  inconfult 

With  dying  Dorax  :  Fate  has  driven  'em  all 
Into  the  net  :  you  muft  be  bold  and  fuflden  : 
Spare  none,  and  if  you  find  him  itruggling  yet 

With  pangs  of  death,  trufl  not  his  rowling  eyes 

c  And 
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'  And  heavy  gafps  ;  for  poifon  may  be  falfe, 
*  The  home  thruft  of  a  friendly  ivvord  is  fure.' 

M.  Zeyd.  Doubt  not  my  conduct :  they  mall  be  fur- 
Mercy  may  wait  without  the  gate  one  night,  [priz'dj 
At  morn  I'll  take  her  in 

Bend.  He  re  1  i  es  y  p  u  r  w  ay , 
You  meet  your  brother  there. 

M  Zeyd.  May  we  ne'er  meet : 
For  like  the  twins  of  Leda,  when  I  mount, 
He  gallops  down  the  Ikies \Exlt  M.  Zeyd. 

Bend.  He  comes  ;   now  heart 
Be  ribb'd  with  iron  for  this  one  attempt ; 
'  Set  ope  thy  fluices,  fend  thy  vigorous  blood 
'  Through  every  active  limb  tor  my  relief;* 
Then  take  thy  reft  within  thy  quiet  tell, 
For  thou  (halt  drum  no  more. 

Enter  Emperor,  and  guards  attending  him. 

Emp.  What  news  of  our  affairs,  and  what  of  Dorax  ? 
Is  he  no  more  ?  Say  that,  and  make  me  happy. 

Bend.  May  all  your  enemies  be  like  that  dog, 
Whofe  parting  foul  is  labouring  at  the  lips. 

Emp.  The  .people,  are  they  rais'd  ? 

Bend.  And  marfhall'd  too  ; 
Juft  ready  for  the  march. 

Emp.  Then  Tin  at  eafe. 

Bend.  The  night  is  yours,  the  glittering  hoft  of  Heav'n 
Shines  but  for  you  ;  but  moft  the  ifor  of  love, 
That  twinkles  you  to  fair  Almeyda's  bed. 
Oh  !  there's  a  joy,  to  melt  in  her  embrace, 
DifTo)ve  in  pleafure, 
And  make  the  gods  curfe  immortality, 
That  fo  they  could  not  die. 
But  hafte  and  make  'em  yours. 

Emp.  I  will  ;  and  yet    • 
A  kind  of  weight  hangs  heavy  at  my  heart ; 
My  flagging  foul  flies  under  her  own  pitch  ; 
Like  fowl  in  air  too  damp,  and  lugs  along, 
As  if  flie  were  a  body  in  a  body, 
And  not  a  mounting  fubilance  made  of  fire. 
4  My  fenfes  too  are  dull  and  ftupify'd, 
*  Their  edge  rebated  ;'  furefome  ill  approaches, 

G  3  And 
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Arid  fome  kind  fpirit  knocks  foftly  at  my  foul, 
To  tell  me  Fate's  at  hand. 
Bend.  Mere  fancies  all. 
1  Your  foul  has  been  before-hand  with  your  body, 

*  And  drunk  fo  deep  a  draught  of  promised  blifs, 

*  She  {lumbers  o'er  the  cup  ;*  no  danger's  near, 
But  of  a  furfeit  at  too  full  a  feaft. 

Emp,  It  may  be  fo;  *  it  looks  fo  like  the  dream 

That  overtook  me  at  my  waking  hour 

This  morn  ;  and  dreams  they  fay  are  then  divine. 

When  all  the  balmy  vapours  are  exhal'dr 

And  ibme  a'erpow'ring  god  continues  fleep. 

'Twas  then  methought  Almeyda,  fmiling,  came 

Attended  with  a  train  of  all  her  race, 

Whom  in  the  rage  of  empire  I  had  murder'd. 

But  now,  no  longer  foes,  they  gave  me  joy 

Of  my  new  conqueft,  and  with  helping  hands 

Heav'd  me  into  our  holy  prophet's  arms, 

Who  bore  me  in  a  purple  cloud  to  Heav'n. 

*  Bend.  Good  omen,  Sir ;  I  wifli  you  in  that  heav*h 
Your  dreams  portend  you, 

Which  prefages  death [A/ide, 

*  Enip.  Thou  too  wert  there  ; 

And  thou  methought  didft  pufli  me  from  belew, 
With  thy  full  force  to  Paradife. 

*  Bend.  Yet  better. 

'  Emp.  Ha  \  what's  that  grizly  fellow  that  attends  thee  ? 

*  Bend.  Why  aft  you,  Sir? 

..'  Emp.  For  he  was  in  rny  dream  ; 

*  And  helped  to  heave  me  up. 

*  Bend.  With  prayers  and  wiflics  ; 
'  For  I  dare  fwear  him  honeft. 

'  Emp.  That  may  be ; 

*  But  yet  he  looks  damnation. 

4  Bend.  You  forget 

The  face  would  pleafe  you  better  :  do  you  love, 
And  can  you  thus  forbear  ?* 
Emp.  I'll  head  my  people  ; 
Then  think  ot 'dalliance  when  the  danger's  o'er 

*  My  warlike  fpirits  work  now  another  way  ; 

*  And  my  foul's  tun'd  to  trumpets.' 
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Bend.  You  debafeyourfelf, 

To  think  of  mixing  vvirh  th'  ignoble  herd. 

Let  fuch  perform  the  fervile  work  of  war, 

Such  who  have  no  Almeyda  to  enjoy. 
What,  (hall  the  people  know  their  god-like  prince 
Skulk'd  in  a  nightly  fkirmifli  ?  Stole  a  conqueir, 
Headed  a  rabble,  and  profan'd  his  perfon, 
Shoulder'd  with  filth,  borne  in  a  tide  of  ordure, 
And  tfifled  with  their  rank  offenfive  fweat  ? 
'  Emp.  I  am  off  again  :  I  will  notproftitute 

c  The  regal  dignity  fo  far,  to  head  'em.' 
Bend.  *  There  fpoke  a  king.' 

Difmifs  your  guards  to  be  employ'd  elfewhere 

In  ruder  combats :  you  will  want  no  fcconds 

*  In  thofe  alarms  you  feek.' 

Emp.  Go  join  the  crowd.  [To  the  Guards. 

Benducar,  thou  fhalt  lead 'em  in  my  place.   \Rx.  Guards, 
The  god  of  love  once  more  has  (hot  his  fires 
Into  my  foul ;  and  my  whole  heart  receives  him, 
Almeyda  now  returns  with  all  her  charms; 
I  feel  her  as  fhe  glides  along  my  veins, 
And  dances  in  my  blood.     So  when  our  prophet 
Had  long  been  hamm'ring  in  his  lonely  cell, 
Some  dull,  infipid,  tedious  Faradife, 
A  brifk  Arabian  girl  came  tripping  by  ; 
Faffing,  fhecaftat  him  a  fide-long  glance, 
And  look'd  behind  in  hopes  to  be  purfu'd  : 
He  took  the  hint,  embrac'd  the  flying  fair  : 
And  having  found  his  heav'n,  he  fix'd  it  there.          [Exit* 

Bend.  That  Paradife  thou  never  (hai*  pofles. 
His  death  is  eafy  now,  his  guards  are  gone  ; 
And  I  can  fin  but  once  to  feize  the  throne. 

*  All  after-ads  are  fan&ify'd  by  power. 
4  Ore.  Command  my  fword  and  life. 
'  Bend.  I  thank  thee,  Orchan, 

And  mall  reward  thy  faith  :  this  mafter-key 
Frees  every  lock,  and  leads  us  to  his  perfon  : 
And  fhould  we  mils  our  blow,  as  Heav'n  forbid, 
Secures  retreat  :  leave  open  all  behind  us ; 
And  fir  ft  fet  wide  the  Mufti's  garden  gate, 
Which  is  his  private  paifage  to  the  palace  : 
for  there  our  mutineers  appoint  to  meet, 

*  And 
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^nce  we  may  have  aid,'     Now  fleep  ye  {tars, 

.itly  o'erwatch  th,e  tate  of  kings  j 

Be  all  propitious  influences  barr'd, 

And  none  but  murd'rous  planets  mount  the  guard. 

[Exeunt  • 

A  NIGHT-SCENE  of  the  Mufti's  Garden. 

Enter  the  Mufti  alone,   in  a  Slave's  Habit,  like  that  of 
Antonio'^. 

Muf.  This  'tis  to  have  a  found  head-piece  ;  by  this  I 
have  got  to  be  chief  of  my  religion  ;  that  is,  honeftly 
fpeaking,  to  teach  others  what  I  neither  know  nor  be 
lieve  myfelf.  For  what's  Mahomet  to  me,  but  that  I 
get  by  him  ?  Now  for  my  policy  of  this  night :  I  have 
mew'd  up  my  fufpecled  fpouie  in  her  chamber.  No 
more  embaffies  to  that  lufty  young  itallion  of  a  gard'ner. 
Next,  my  habit  of  a  (lave  ;  I  have  made  myfelf  as  like 
him  as  I  can,  all  but  his  youth  and  vigour  ;  which  when 
I  had,  I  pafs'd  my  time  as  well  as  any  of  my  holy  pre- 
deceifors.  Now,  walking  under  the  windows  of  my  fe- 
raglio  -  if  Johayma  look  out,  (he  will  certainly  take  me 
for  Antonio,  and  call  to  me;  and  by  that  I  fliall  know 
what  concupifcence  is  working  in  her  ;  (he  cannot  come 
down  to  commit  iniquity,  there's  my  fafety  ;  but  if  (he 
peep,  if  fhe  put  her  nofe  abroad,  there's  demonflration 
of  her  pious  will :  and  I'll  not  make  the  firil  precedent 
for  a  churchman  to  forgive  injuries. 
Enter  Morayma  running  to  him  with  a  cajkfi  in  her  hanJ^ 

and  embracing  him. 

.  Mor.  Now  I  can  embrace  you  with  a  good  confcience ; 
here  are  the  pearls  and  jewels,  here's  my  father. 

Muf.  I  am  indeed  thy  father ;  but  how  the  devil  didfl 
thou  know  me  in  this  difguife  ?  And  what  pearls  and 
jewels  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Mor.  [Going  lack.]  What  have  I  done,  and  what  will 
now  become  of  me ! 

Muf.  Art  thou  mad,  Morayma  ? 

Mor.  I  think  you'll  make  me  fo. 

Muf.  Why,  what  have  I  done  to  thee  ?  Recoiled  thy- 
felf,  and  fpeak  fenfe  to  me. 

Mor.  Then  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you  are  the  worft 
of  fathers. 
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Muf.  Did  I  think  1  bad  begotten  fuch  a  monfler  ? 
Proceed,  my  dutiful  child,  proceed,  proceed. 

Mor.  You  have  been  raking  together  a  mafs  of  wealth, 
by  indirect  and  wicked  means  :'  the  fpoils  of  orphans 
are  in  thefe  jewels,  and  the  tears  of  widows  in  thefe 
pearls. 

Muf.  Thou  amazeft  me  ! 

Mor.  I  would  do  fo.  This  calket  is  loaded  with  your 
fins;  'tis  the  cargo  of  rapines,  fimony,  and  exertions; 
the  iniquity  of  thirty  years  Muftifhip  converted  into  dia 
monds. 

'  Muf.  Would  forne  rich,  railing  rogue  would  fay  as 

much  to  me,  that  I  might  fqueeze  his  purfe  for  (cau 
dal. 

*  Mor.  No,  Sir  ;  you  get  more  by  pious  fools  than 
railers,  when  you  inlinuate  into  their  families,  manage 
their  fortunes  whilft  they  live,  and  beggar  their  heirs 
by  getting  legacies  when  they  die.     And  do  you  think 

*  1*11  be   the  receiver  of  your  theft  ?  I  difcharge  my 

*  confcience  of  it  :  here,    take  again  your  filthy  mam- 

*  mon,  and  reftore  it,  you  had  belt,  to  the  true  owners. 

'  Muf.  I  am  finely  documented  by  my  own  daughter. 

*  Mor.  And  a  great  credit  for  me  to  be  fo.     Do  but 

*  think  how  decent  a  habit  you  have  on,  and  how  be- 

*  coming  your  function  to  be  difguifed  like  a  flave,  and 
1  eves-dropping  under  the  women's  windows,    to  be  fa- 
4  luted,  as  you  deferveit  richly,  with  a  pifs-pot.     If  I 

*  had  not  known  you  cafually  by  your  mambling  gait, 

*  and  a  certain  reverend  aukwardnefs  that  is  natural  to 

*  all  of  your  function,  here  you  had  been  expofed  to  the 
4  laughter  of  your  own  fervnnts  ;  who   have  been  in 

*  fearch  of  you  thro'  the  whole  Seraglio,  peeping  under 
'  every  petticoat  to  find  you. 

*  Muf.  Pr'ythee,  child,  reproach  me  no  more  of  hu- 
4  man  failings  ;  they  are  but  a  iirtle  of  the  pitch  and 
'  fpots  of  the  world  that  are  Hill  flicking  on  me  ;  but  I 
4  hope  to  fcour  'em  out  in  time  :  I  am  better  at  bottom 
4  than  thou  thinkefl ;  I  am  not  the  man  thou  takeft  me 

*  for, 

4  Mor.  No,  to  my  forrow,  Sir,  you  are  not. 

*  Muf.  It  was  a  very  odd  beginning  tho'   methought, 

*  to  fee  thee  come  running  in  upon  me  with  fuch  a  warm 

embrace ; 
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4  embrace :  pr'ythee  what  was  the  meaning  of  that  vio- 
4  lent  hot  hug  ? 

4  Mor.  I  am  fure  I  meant  nothing  by  it,   but  the  zeal 

*  and  affection  which  I  bear  to  the  man  of  the  world 

*  whom  I  may  love  lawfully. 

*  Muf.  But  thou  wilt  not  teach  me  at  this  age  the  na- 

*  ture  of  a  clofe  embrace  ? 

*  Mor.  No  indeed  :  for  my  mother-in  law  complains, 

*  you  are  paft  teaching  :  but  if  you  miftook  my  innocent 
4  embrace  for  fin,  I  wifh  heartily  it  had  been  given  where 

*  it  fliould  have  been  more  acceptable. 

4  Muf.  Why  this  is  as  it  mould  be  now  :  take  the  trea- 

*  fure  again,  it  can  never  be  put  into  better  hands. 

4  Mor.  Yes  to  my  knowledge  but  it  might.     I  have 

*  confefied  my  foul  to  you,   if  you  can  imderftand  me 

*  rightly  ;   I  never  difobeyed  you  till  this  night ;  and 

*  now  fince  thro'  the  violence  of  my  paifion,  I  have  been 

*  fo  unfortunate,  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon,  your  blef- 

*  ling,  and  your  leave,  that  upon  the  firfl  opportunity  I 
*.  may  go  rer  ever  from  your  fight ;  for  Heav'n  knows, 
4  I  never  defire  to  fee  you  more. 

*  Muf.  [Wiping  bis  eyes.]  Thou  makeft  me  weep  at  thy 

*  unkindnefs  ;    indeed,  dear  daughter,  we  will  not  part. 

*  Mor.  Indeed,  dear  daddy,  but  we  will.' 

Muf.  Why,  if  I  have  been  a  little  pilfering  or  fo,  I 
take  it  bitterly  of  thee  to  tell  me  of  it,  fince  it  was  to 
make  thee  rich  ;  and  I  hope  a  man  may  make  bold  with 
his  own  foul,  without  offence  to  his  own  child  :  here, 
take  the  jewels  again,  take  'em  I  charge  thee  upon  thy 
obedience. 

Mor.  Well  then,  in  virtue  of  obedience  I  will  take 
'em  ;  but  on  my  foul,  I  had  rather  they  were  in  a  better 
hand. 

Muf.  Meaning  mine,  I  know  it. 

Mor.  Meaning  his  whom  I  love  better  than  my  life. 

Muf.  That's  me  again. 

Mor.  I  would  have  you  think  fo. 

Muf.  How  thy  good-nature  works  upon  me  ;  *  well,  I 
*•  can  do  no  lefs  than  venture  damning  for  thee,  and  \ 
4  may  put  fair  for  it,  if  the  rabble  be  ordered  to  raife  to-i 

*  night.' 

Enter 
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Enter  Antonio  in  an  African.rich  halit. 

Ant.  What  do  you  mean,  my  dear,  to  fland  talking  in 
this  fufpicious  place,  jufl  underneath  Johayma's  window? 
[To  the  Mufti..]  You  are  well  met,  comrade,  I  know  you 
are  the  friend  of  our  flight ;  are  the  horfes  ready  at  the* 
Poflern  Gate  ; 

Muf.  Antonio,  and  in  difguife  ?  Now  I  begin  to  fmell 
a  rat. 

Ant.  And  I  another,  that  out-ftinks  it;  falfe  Morayma, 
haft  thou  thus  betrayed  me  to  thy  father  ? 

Mor.  Alas !  I  was  betrayed  myfelf :  he  came  difguif- 
ed  like  you,  and  I,  poor  innocent,  ran  into  his  hands  ! 

Muf.  In  a  good  time  you  did  fo ;   '  I  laid  a  trap  for  a 

*  bitch-fox,  and  a  worfe  vermin  has  caught  himfelf  in 
4  it :'  you  would  fain  break  loofe  now,  though  you  left  a 
limb  behind  you  ;  but  I  am  yet  in  my  own  territories 
and  in  call  of  company,  that's  my  comfort. 

Ant.  [Taking  him  ly  the  throat.~\  No  ;  I  have  a  trick 
left  to  put  thee  pail  thy  fqueeking  :  I  have  given  thee 
the  quinzey  ;  that  ungracious  tongue  mail  preach  no 
more  falfe  doctrine. 

Mor.  What  do  you  mean  ?  You  will  not  throttle  him  ? 
Confider  he's  my  father. 

Ant.  Pr'ytheelet  us  provide  firft  for  our  own  fafety  : 
if  I  do  not  confider  him,  he  will  confider  us  with  a  ven 
geance  afterwards. 

4  Mor.  You  may  threaten  him  for  crying  out,  but  for 
my  fake  give  him  back  a  little  cranny  of  his  windpipe, 
and  fome  part  of  fpeech. 

'  Ant.  Not  fomuch  as  one  (ingle  interjection.  Come 
away,  father-in-law,  this  is  no  place  for  dialogues ; 
when  you  are  in  the  Mofque  you  talk  by  hours,  and 
there  no  man  muft  interrupt  you  ;  this  is  but  like  for 
like,  good  father-in-law  ;  now  I  am  in  the  pulpit,  'tis 
your  turn  to  hold  your  tongue.'  \_~Re  jlruggks.~\  'Nay, 
if  you  will  be  hanging  back,  I  fhall  take  care  you  ihall 

*  hang  forward.' 

[Pulls  him  along  the  jlage  with  his  fword  at  his  reins. 
Mor,  T'other  way  to  the  arbour  with  him  ;  and  make 
hafte  before  we  are  difcovered. 

*  Ant.  If  I  only  bind  and  gag  him  there,  he  may  com- 

*  mend  me  hereafter  for  civil  ufage  ;  he  deferves  not  fo 
'  much  favour  by  any  action  of  his  life, 

*  Mor. 
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*  Mor.  Yes,  pray  bate  him  one,  for  begetting  yout 

*  miftrefs.' 

Ant.  l  I  would,  if  he  had  not  thought  more  of  thy  mo- 

*  ther  than  of  thee  :  once  more*  come  along  in  filence, 
my  Pythagorean  father-in-law. 

Job.  [At  the  balcony. ~\  A  bird   in   a   cage   may 

peep  at  leaft,  tho*  (he  muft  not  fly.  What  buftle's  there 
beneath  my  window  ?  Antonio,  by  all  my  hopes  !  I 
know  him  by  his  habit ;  but  what  makes  that  woman 
with  him,  and  a  friend,  a  fword  drawn,  and  battening 
hence  ?  This  is  no  time  for  iilence  :  who's  within 'call 
there  ?  where  are  the  fervants  ?  Why,  Omar,  Abedin, 
HafTan,  and  the  reft,  make  hafte  and  run  into  the  garden  ; 
there  are  thieves  and  villains;  arm  all  the  family,  and 
flop  *em. 

Ant.  [Turning  lack.~\  O  that  fcriech  owl  at  the  win 
dow  !  we  fhall  be  purlued  immediately  j  which  way  fhall 
we  take  ? 

Mor.  \G'uving  him  the  co/kef.]  'Tis  impoffible  to  efcape 
them  :  for  the  way  to  our  horfes  lies  back  again  by  the 
houfe ;  and  then  we  (hall  meet  'em  full  in  the  teeth. 
Here,  take  thefe  jewels;  thou  mayefl  leap  the  walls  and 
get  away. 

Ant*  And  what  will  become  of  thee  then,  poor  k'uid 
foul  ? 

Mor.  I  muft  take  my  fortune.     '  When  you  have  got 
fafe  into  your  own  country,  I  hope  you  will  beftow  a 
figh  on  the  memory  of  her  who  loved  you. 
'  Ant,  It  makes  me  mad,  to  think  how  many  a  good 
night  will  be  loft  betwixt  us !     Take  back  thy  jewels  ; 
'tis  an  empty  cafket  without  thee  ;  beiides,  I  fltould 
never  leap  well  with  the  weight  of  all  thy  father's  fins 
about  me  ;  thou  and  they  had  been  a  bargain. 
'  Mor.  Pr'ythee  take  'em,  'twill  help  me  to  be  re- 
4  venged  on  him. 

*  Ant.  No ;    they'll  ferve  to  make  thy  peace  with 

*  him. 

Mor.  I  hear  'em  coming:  (hift  for  yourfelf  at  le.ift  ; 
remember  I  am  yours  for  ever. 

Servants  crying.  This  way,  this  way,  lehind  tbefcenes. 
'  Ant.  And  but  the  empty  ftradow  of  myfelf  without 

*  thee!  Farewel,  father-in-law,  that  mould  have  been,  * 

4  if 


DON    SEBASTIAN.  8$ 

*  if  I  had  not  been  curfed  in  my  mother's  belly — Now, 
'*  which  way,  Fortune?' 

[Runs  amaze  d ly  backwards  and  forwards. 

Servants.  \W'nh'm.\  Follow,  follow!  yonder  are  the 
villains. 

Ant.  Oh,  here's  a  gate  openl  but  it  leads  into  ihe 
•caille  ;  yet  I  mutl  venture  it.  [Going  out.  A  Jboui  behind 
the  fanes.]  There's  the  rabble  in  a  mutiny— What,  is 

the  devil  up  at  midnight  ?- However,  'tis  good  herding 

•in  a  crowd.  [Runs  cut-. 

*  [Mufti  runs  to  Moray  ma,   and  lays  bold  ou  her^  then 
4  fnatcbcs  away  the  cajlzct. 

'  Maf.  Now,  to  do  things  in  order,  fir  ft  I  feize  upon 
e  the  bag,  and  then  upon  the  baggage:  for  thou  art  but 

*  my  flefh  and  blood  ;  but  thefe  are  my  life  anil  foul, 

.     *  Mar.  Then  let  me  follow  my  flefh  and  blood,  anJ 
'*  keep  to  yourfelf  your  life  and  foul. 

*  Miff.  Both  or  none — Come  away  to  durance. 

4  Mor.  Well,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  agreed  ;  for  I  have  ano7 

*  ther  trick  to  play  you,  and  thank  yourfelf  for  what 
«  ihall  follow. 

•*  Enter  Servants. 
'*  J°b*  [From  above.]  One  of  them  took  through  die? 

*  private  way  into  the  caftle.     Follow  him,  be  fure :  for 

*  thefe  are  yours  already. 

*  Mor.  Help  here,  quickly  !  Omar,   Abedis  !  I  have 

*  hold  on  the  villain  that  ftole  my  jewels ;  but  'tis  a  lufty 
•*  rogue,  and  he  will  prove  too  ih'ong  for  me.     What, 

*  help,  I  fay  !  Do  you  not  know  your  mailer's  daughter? 

'  Muf.  Now,  if  I  -cry  out,  they  will  know  my  voice, 
6  and  then  I  am  difgraced  for  ever.  Oh,  thou  art  a  ve- 
4  nomous  cockatrice  ! 

''Mor.  Of  your  own  begetting.  [The  Servants  feize  him. 

'   1  Scrv.  What  a  glorious  deliverance  have  you  -hail, 

*  Madam,  from  this  bloody-minded  Chriftian! 

'  Mo-r.  Gi-ve  me 'back  my  jewels,  and  carry  this  noto- 

*  rious  malefactor  to  be  punifli'd  by  mj' father.    I'll  lunu 
•*  the  other  dry- foot. 

*  [  Tates  the  jewels ,  and  runs  out  after  Antonio  at  the  fume 

*  taJT'W* 

*  i  Serv.  I  long  to  be  handling  his  hide,  before  we 
'*  bring  him  txrmy  mailer. 

H  *  *£,*. 
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*  2  Serv.  Hang  him  for  an  old  covetous  hypocrite,  he 

*  deferves  a  vvorfe  punifhment  himfelf,  for  keeping  us  fo 
'  hardly. 

4   i  Serv.  Ay,  would  he  were  in  this  villain's  place  : 

*  thus  would  1  lay  him  on,  and  thus.  [Seats  hint. 
4  2  Serv.  And  thus  would  I  revenge  myfelf  of  my  laft 

*  beating.  [He  beats  him  loo,  and  then  the  reft. 
'Muf.  Oh,  ho,  ho! 

•  *   i  Serv.  Now,  fuppofingyou  were  the  Mufti,  Sir-— 

4   [Beats  him  again. 

*  Muf.  The  devil's  in  that  fuppofing  rafcal :  I  can 
bear  no  more  ;  and  1  am  the  Mufti.     Now,   fuppofe 
yourfelves  my  fervants,  and   hold   your   hands :    an 
anointed  halter  take  you  all.  _ 

'   i  Serv.  My  mailer !  You  will  pardon  the  excefs  of 
our  zeal  for  you,  Sir :  indeed  we  all  took  you  for  a 
villain  ;  and  fo'we  ufed  you.' 
Muf.  '  Ay,  fo  I  feel  you  did ;  my  back  and  fides  are 

*  abundant  teftimonies  of  your  zeal.'     Run,  rogues,  and 
bring  me  back  my  jewels,  and  my  fugitive  daughter : 
run,  I  fay.' 

*  [They  run  to  the  gate,  and  the  Jirft  Servant  runs  lack  again. 
4   i  Serv.  Sir,  the  caftle  is.  in  a  mofl  terrible  combufUon  ; 

*  you  may  hear  them  hither. 

4  Muf.  'Tis  a  laudable  commotion :  the  voice  of  the 
'  mobile  is  the  voice  of  Heaven.  I  muft  retire  a  little, 

*  to  flrip  me  of  the  flave,  and  to  aflame  the  Mufti ;  and 

*  then  1  will  return  :  for  the  piety  of  the  people  muft 
t  be  encouraged,  that  they  may  help  me  to  recover  my 
4  jewels  and  my  daughter.    [Exeunt  Mufti  and  Servants.' 

SCENE  changes  to  tie  Caftle-Tard, 

And  difcovers  Antonio,  Muftapha,  and  the  Rablle  Jbouting. 
They  come  forward. 

Ant.  And  fo,  at  length,  as  I  informed  you,  I  efcaped 
out  of  his  covetrous  clutches  j  and  now  fly  to  your  il- 
luftrious  feet  for  my  protection. 

Muft.  Thou  (halt  have  it  :  and  now  defy  the  Mufti. 
'Tis  the  firil  petition  that  has  been  made  to  me  lince  my 
exaltation  to  tumult — *  In  this  fecond  night  of  the  month 
«  Abib,  and  in  the  year  of  the  Hegira — the  lord  knows 

*  what  year :  but  'tis  no  matter  j  for  when  I  am  fettled, 

2  '  the 


D  O  N    S  E  B  A  S  T  I  A  N.  W 

c  the  learned  are  always  bound  to  find  it  out  for  me ;  for 

*  I  am  refolved  to  date  my  authority  over  the  rabbl« 

*  like  other  monarchs,' 

Ant.  I  have  always  had  a  longing  to  be  yours  again, 
tho'  I  could  not  compafs  it  before  :  and  had  defigned  you 
a  calket  of  my  matter's  jewels  tco  ;  *  for  I  knew  the  cuf- 

*  torn,  and  would  not  have  appeared  before  a  great  per- 

*  fon,  as  you  are,  without  a  prefent;'  but  he  has  de 
frauded  my  good  intentions,  and  bafely  robbed  you  of 
them.     <  'Tis  a  prize  worth  a  million  of  crowns  ;  and  you, 

'  carry  your  letters  of  marque  about  you.'  r.  • 

Mujl.  I  Iball  make  bold  with  his  treafure,  for  the  fup- 
port  of  my  new  government.  \Tbepeople  gather  about  him.'} 

*  What  do  thefe  vile  raggamuffins  to  near  our  perfon  ? 
Your  favour  is  offenfive  to  us — Bear  back  there,  and 
make  room  forhoneft  men  to  approach  us.     Thefe  fools 
and   knaves  are  always  impudently   crowding  next  to 
princes,  and  keeping  off  the  more  deferving—  Bear  back^ 
I  fay.    [They  make  a  wider  circle.}  That's  dutifully  done. 
Now,  mout  to  (hew  your  loyalty.  [Agreatjheut.}  Hear'it 
thou  that,   flave  Antonio?  Thefe  obftreperous  villains 
(liout,  and  know  not  for  what  they  make  a  noife.     You ' 
lhall  fee  me  manage  them,  that  you  may  judge  what  ig 
norant  beafts  they  are.     For  whom  do  you  (hout  now  ? 
Who's  to  live  and  reign  ?  Tell  me  that,  the  wifeft  of  yoi«. 

1  Rabble.  Even  who  you  pleafe,  Captain. 
Muft.  La  you  there  !   I  told  you  fo. 

2  Rabble.   We  are  hot  bound  to  know  who  is  to  live 
and  reign;  our  bufmefs  is  only  to  rife  upon  command, 
and  plunder. 

3  Rabble.  Ay,  the  richeft  of  both  parties ;  for  they  are 
our  enemies. 

Mujl.  This  laft  fellow  is  a  little  more  fenfible  than  the 
reft ;  he  has  entered  fomewhat  into  the  merits  of  the 
caufe. 

i  Rabble.  If  a  poor  man  may  fpeak  his  mind,  I  think, 
Captain,  that  yourfelf  are  the  fitteft  to  live  and  reign,  *  I 

*  mean  not  over,  but  next,  and  immediately  under  the 

*  people  :'  and  thereupon  I  fay,  a  Muftapha,  a  Muftapha! 


A  Muftapha,  a  Muftaph 


Muft.  I  mud  confefs  the  found  is  pleaiing,  and  tickles 
the  ears  of  my  ambition  :  *  but,  alas,  good  people,  it  mil  it 
H  2  'not 
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*  cot  be  !  I  am  contented  to  be  a  poor  fimple  viceroy  ; 

*  but  Prince  Muley-Zeydan  is  to  be  the  man — I  fliall 

*  take  care  to  initruct  him  in  the  arts  of  government,  and 

*  in  his  dury  to  us  all  ;  and  therefore,   mark  my  cry — A 

*  Muley-Zeydan,  a  Muley-Zeydan  ! 

»'  All.  A  Muley-Zeydan,  a  Muley-Zeydan! 
4  Muft.  You  fee,  flave  Antonior  what  I  might  have 

*  been. 

*  Ant.  I  obferve  your  modefty. 

V  Mitft.  But  for  a  foolifli  promife  I  made  once  to  my 

*  Lord  Benducar,  to  fet  up  any  one  he  pleafed.' 

Re-enter  the  Mufti,  \vitk  bis  Servants. 

Ant.  Here's  the  old  hypocrite  again.  Now,  fland  your 
ground,  and  bate  him  not  an  inch.  Remember  the  jewels, 
the  rich  and  glorious  jewels ;  they  are  defigned  to  be 
yours  by  virtue  of  prerogative. 

Muft .  Let  me  alone  to  pick  a  quarrel ;  I  have  an  old 
grudge  to  him  upon  thy  account. 

Muf.  \Mdking  up  to  the  Mobile.'}  Good  people,  here, 
you  are  met  together. 

1  Rallle.  Ay,  we  know  that  without  your  telling ;  but 
why  are  we  met  together,  Doctor  ?  For  that's  it  which 
nobody  here  can  tell. 

2  Rabble.  Why,  to  fee  one  another  in  the  dark,  and  to 
make  holiday  at  midnight. 

Muf.  You  are  met,  as  becomes  good  MufTulmen,  to 
fettle  the  nation  ;  for  I  mil  ft  tell  you,  that  tho'  your  ty 
rant  is  a  lawful  emperor,  yet  your  lawful  emperor  is  but  a 
tyrant. 

Ant.  What  (tuff  he  talks ! 

Muji.  *  This  is  excellent  fine  matter,  indeed,  flave  An- 

*  tonio.'    He  has  a  rare  tongue.    Oh,  he  would  move  a 
rock  or  elephant ! 

Ant.  \AJide, ,]  What  a  block  have  I  to  work  upon  ! 

*  But  ft  ill  remember  the  jewels,  Sir,  the  jewels.  [To  him. 

*  Muft.  Nay  that's  true  on  the  other  lide  ;  the  jewels 
mull  be  mine  ;  but  he  has  a  pure  fine  way  of  talking  ; 
my  confcience  goes  along  with  him  ;  but  the  jewels 
have  fet  my  heart  againtl  him. 

*  Muf.  That  your  emperor  is  a  tyrant,  is  mod  mani- 
fett ;  for  you  were  born  to  be  Turks,  but  he  has  played 
the  Turk  with  you,  and  is  taking  your  religion  away. 

*  i  Rabbb*. 
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*  2  "RaHlc.  We  find  that  in  our  decay  of  trade  :  I 

*  have  feen,  for  thefe  hundred  years,  that  religion  and 

*  trade  always  go  together.' 

Muf.  He  is  now  upon  the  point  of  marrying  himfetf, 
without  your  fovereign  content;  and  what  are  the  effects 
of  marriage  ? 

3  Rabble.  A  fcolding  domineering  wife,  if  {he  prove: 
honeft  ;  and  if  a  whore,  a  fine  gaudy  minx,  that  robs  our 
counters  every  night,  and  then  goes  out,  and  fpends  it 
upon  our  cuckold-makers. 

*  Muf.  No,  the  natural  effects  of  marriage  are  children. 
Now,  on  whom  would  he  beget  thefe  children  ?    Everi 
upon  a  Chriilian  !  Oh,  horrible  !  how  can  you  believe 
me,  tho'  I  am  ready  to  fwear  it  upon  the  Alcoran  ?  Yes, 
true  believers,  you  may  believe,  that  he  is  going  to  be 
get  a  race  of  mifbelievers. 

*  Mvjl.  That's  fine,  in  earneft  :  I  cannot  forbear  hear- 
1  kening  to  his  enchanting  tongue. 

4  Ant.  But  yet  remember— 

8  Muft.  Ay,  ay,  the  jewels — Now  again  I  hate  him  ; 

*  but  yet  my  confcience  makes  me  Men  to  him.' 

Muf.  Therefore,  to  conclude  all,  believers,  pluck  up 

your  hearts,  and  pluck  down  the  tyrant.  '  Remember 
the  courage  of  your  anceftors ;  remember  the  majefly 
of  the  people  ;  remember  yourfelves,  your  wives  and 
children;  andlaftly,  abovet*Hy4«rnember  your  religion, 
and  our  holy  Mahomet ;  all  thefe  require  your  timous 
afHftance;  (hall  I  fay,  they  beg  it  ?  No,  they  claim  it 
of  you,  by  all  the  neareft  and  cleared  ties  of  thefe  three 
P's,  felf-prefervation,  our  property,  and  our  prophet. 
Now,  anfwer  me  with  an  unanimous,  chearful  cry,  arid* 

follow  me,  who  am  your  leader,  to  a  glorious  deliverance, 

[All  cry,   A  Mufti,    A  Mufti !  and  are  following  him  off 
the  f age. 

*  dnt.  Now  you  fee  what  comes  of  your  foolifh  qualms 
'  of  confcience :  the  jewels  are  loft,  and  they  are  all 
'  leaving  you.' 

Muft.  What,  am  I  forfaken  of  my  fubjects  ?  Would 
the  rogue  purloin  my  liege  people  from  me  ?  I  charge 
ycru,  in  my  own  name,  comeback,  ye  deferters,  and  hear 
me  ipeak. 

H  3  v 
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1  Rabble.  What,  will  he  come  with  his  balderdafh,  af 
ter  the  Mufti's  eloquent  oration  ? 

2  Rabble.  He's  our  Captain,  lawfully  picked  up,  and 

upon  a  flail  ;  we  will  hear  him. 
Omnes.  Speak,  Captain  ;  for  we  will  hear  you. 
Muft.  Do  you  remember  the  glorious  rapines  and  rob 
beries  you  have  committed ;  your  breaking  open  anc? 
gutting  of  houfes,  your  rummaging  of  cellars,  *  your  de- 
molifliing  of  Chriilian  temples,  and  bearing  otf  in  tri 
umph  the  fuperftitious  plate  and  pidures,  the  ornaments 
of  their  wicked  altars,  when  all  rich  moveables  were 
fentenced  for  idolatrous,  and  all  that  was  idolatrous  was 
feized  ?  Anfwer  firfl  for  your  remembrance  of  all  thete. 
fweetnefles  of  mutiny  ;  for  upon  thofe  grounds  I  lliall 

*  proceed.* 

Omnes.  Yes,  we  do  remember,  we  do  remember. 

Muft.  Then  make  much  of  your  retentive  faculties.- 
And  who  led  you  to  thofe  honey-combs?  Your  Mufti  £ 
No,  believers,  he  only  preached  you  .up  to  it,  but  durfl 
not  lead  you  ;  he  was  but  your  counfellor,  but  I  was  your 
Captain  ;  he  only  loo*d  you,  but  *twas  I  that  led  you. 

Omnes.  That's  true,  that's  true. 

Ant.  There  you  were  with  him  for  his  figures. 

Muft.  I  think  I  was,  flave  Antonio*  Alas,  I  was  igno- 
lant  of  my  own  talent  t — Say,  then,  believers,  will  you 
fiave  a  Captain  for  your  Mufti,  or  a  Mufti  for  your  Cap 
tain  ?  And  further,  to  inftrudt  you.  how  to  cry,  will  you 
have  a  Mufti,  or  no  Mufti  ? 

Omnes.  No,  Mufti,,  no  Mufti. 

*  Muft.  That  I  laid  In  for  them,  flave  Antonio — Do  I 

*  then  fpit  upon  your  faces?  Do  I  difcovirage  rebellion, 
4  mutiny,  rapine,  and  plundering  ?  You  may  think  I  do> 

*  believers ;  but,  Heaven  forbid  !  No,  I  encourage  you, 
to  all  thefe  laudable  undertakings ;  you  fhall  plunder, 
you  fliall  pull  down  the  government ;  but  you  mall  da 
this  upon  my  authority,  and  not  by  his  wicked  miti 
gation. 

•  3  Rablle.  Nay,  when  his  turn  is  ferved,  he  may 
preach  up  loyalty  again,  and  reflitution,  that  he  might 
have  another  fnack  among  us. 

<   i  Rabble.  He  may,  indeed ;  for  'tis  but  his  faying 
f  'tis  fin,  and  then  we  niuft.  reitore ;  and  therefore  1 

f  would 
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would  have  a  new  religion,  where  half  the  command- 

*  ments  fliould  be  taken  away,  the  reil  mollified,,  and  there 

*  fliould  be  little  or  no  fin  remaining. 

4  Omnes.  Another  religion,  a  new  religion,  another 
1  religion. 

*  Mujl.  And  that  may  eafily  be  done,  with  the  help 

*  of  a  little  infpiration :  for  I   m-uft  tell  you  I  have  a 
'  pigeon  at  home,  of  Mahomet's  own  breed  ;  and  when  I 

*  have  learned  her  to  pick  peafe  out  of  my  ear,  reft  fatis- 

*  fied  till  then,  and  you  (hall  have  another.     But  now  I 
4  think  on't,  I  am  infpired  already,  that  'tis  no  fin  to  de- 

*  pofe  the  Mufti. 

*  ~Ant.  And  good  reafon  ;  for  when  kings  and  queent 

*  are  to  be  difcarded,  what  fliould  knaves  do  any  longer 

*  in  the  pack  ? 

*  Omncs.  He  is  depofed,  he  is  depofed,  he  is  depofed  ! 

*  Muft.  Nay,  if  he  and  his  clergy  will  needs  be  preach- 
'  ing  up  rebellion,  and  giving  us  their  blefling,  'tis  but 

*  juftice  they  fliould  have  thefirft-fruitsofit— Slave  An- 
4  tonio,  take  him  into  cuflody  ;  and,  doll  thou  hear,  boy  I 
4  be  fure  to  fecure  the  little  tranfitory  box  of  jewels — If 

*  he  be  obftinate,  put  a  civil  quefiion  to  him  upon  the 
4  rack,  and  he  fqueeks,  J  warrant  him. 

*  Ant.  \Seizing  the  Mufti.]  Come,  my  quondam  ma- 
4  fler  ;  you  and  1  muft  change  qualities. 

*  Muf.  I  hope  you  will  not  be  fo  barbarous  to  torture 
'  me  ;  we  may  preach  fuffering  to  others ;  but,   alas, 
4  holy  flefli  is  too  well  pampered  to  endure  martyrdom  I* 

Muft.  Now,  late  Mufti,  not  forgetting  my  firft  quar 
rel  to  you,  we  will  enter  ourfelves  with  the  plunder  of 
your  palace.  4  'Tis  good  to  fandify  a  work,  and  begin 
4  a  God's  name. 

*  i  Rablk.  Our  prophet  let  the  devil  alone  with  the 
4  lafl  mob. 

*  Mob.  But  he  takes  care  of  this  himfelf.' 

As  they  art  going  out,  enter  Benducar  leading  Almeyda  ; 
be  with  a  fwordin  one  hand ;  Benducar'^  Jlave  folh*ws9 
ivitb  Muley-Moluch'j  bead  upon  a  fpear. 
Muft.  *  Not  fo  much  hafte,  maflers ;  come  back  again, 

4  You  are  fo  bent  upon  mifchief,  that  you  take  a  man 

*  iif  on  the  firft  word  for  plunder.'     Here's  a  fight  for 
you  !  the  Emperor  is  come  upon  his  head  to  viftt  you^ 


i)2  DON    SEBASTIAN. 

[Rowing.]  Moft  noble  Emperor,  now  I  hope  you  will 
not  hit  us  in  the  teeth,  that  we  have  pulled  you  down  ; 
for  we  can  tell  you  to  your  face,  that  we  have  exalted 
you.  [They  all  Jbout. 

Ben.  [To  Almeyda,  apart."]   Think  what  I  am,  an«i 

what  yourfelf  may  be 
In  being  mine  :  refufe  not  profferM  love 
That  brings  a  crown. 

Aim.  [To  him.]  I  have  refolv'd  ; 
And  thefe  (hall  know  my  thoughts, 

Sen.  [To  her.]  On  that  I  build 

[He  comes  up  to  the  Rallk* 
Joy  to  the  people  for  the  tyrant's  death  ! 

Oppreffion,  rapine,  baniflbment,  and  blood 

Are  now  no  more ;  but  fpeechlefs  as  that  tongue, 

That  lies  for  ever  fHll. 

How  is  my  grief  divided  with  my  joy, 

When  I  mult  own  I  kill'd  him  !  Bid  me  fpeak ; 

For  not  to  bid  me,  is  to  difallow 

What  for  your  fakes  is  done.' 

Mufl.  In  the  name  of  the  people,  we  command  you 
fpeak.  But  that  pretty  lady  fhall  fpeak  firfl ;  for  we  have 
taken  fomewhat  of  a  liking  to  her  perfon.  Be  not  afraid, 
lady,  to  fpeak  to  thefe  rude  raggamuffinf :  there's  nothing 
fhall  offend  you,  unlefs  it  be  their  flink,  an't  pleafe  you. 

[Making  a  leg* 

Aim.  Why  (hould  I  fear  to  fpeak,  who  am  your  queen  ? 
My  peaceful  father  fway'd  the  fceptre  long ; 
And  you  enjoy'd  the  bleffings  of  his  reign, 
While  you  deferv'd  the  name  of  Africans. 
Then,  not  commanded,  but  commanding  you, 
Fearlefs  I  fpeak — Know  me  for  what  I  am. 

4  Ben.  How  fhe  afTumes !  I  like  not  this  beginning. 

*  [Afule. 

1  Aim.  I  was  not  borii  fo  bafe  to  flatter  crowds, 

*  And  move  your  pity  by  a  whining  tale. 

*  Your  tyrant  would  have  forc'd  me  to  his  bed  ; 
'  But  in  th'  attempt  of  that  foul  brutal  adl, 

*  Thefe  loyal  Haves  fecur'd  me  by  his  death. 

'  [Pointing  to  Ben. 
c  Ben.  Makes  fhe  no  more  of  me  than  of  a  Have  !  [Afide. 

*  Madam,  I  thought  I  had  inflructed  you          [To  Aim.- 

4  To 
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To  frame  a  fpeech  more  fuiting  to  the  times : 
The  circumitances  of  that  dire  defign, 
Your  own  defpair,  my  unexpected  aid, 
My  life  endangered  by  his  bold  defence, 
And  after  all,  his  death,  and  your  deliverance, 
Were  themes  that  ought  not  to  be  flighted  o'er. 
4  Muft.  She  might  have  pafTed  over  all  your  poetry 
bufinefles,  and  no  great  matter— But  the  railing  of  my 
rabble  is  an  exploit  of  confequence,  and  not  to  be  mum 
bled  up  in  filence,  for  all  herpertnefs. 

*  Aim.  When  force  invades  the  gift  of  nature,  life, 

*  The  eldeft  law  of  nature,  bids  defend  j 

*  And  if,  in  that  defence,  a  tyrant  fall, 

*  His  death's  his  crime,  not  ours. 

Suffices  that  he's  dead ;  all  wrongs  die  with  him  ; 

When  he  can  wrong  no  more,  I  pardon  him : 

Thus  I  abfolve  mylelf,  and  him  extufe 

Who  fav'd  my  life  and  honour  ;  but  praife  neither, 

'  Ben.  'Tis  cheap  to  pardon  whom  you  would  not  pay* 

But  what  fpeak  I  of  payment  or  reward  ? 

Ungrateful  woman  !  you  are  yet  no  queen  ; 

Nor  more  than  a  proud,  haughty  Chnftian  flave  : 

As  fuch  I  ftize  my  right.          [Going  to  lay  bold  of  ber* 

*  Aim.  [Drawing  a  daggcr."\  Dare  not  to  approach  me» 
Now,  Africans, 

He  mows  himfelf  to  you  ;  to  me  he  flood 
Confefs'd  before,  andown'd  his  infolence 
T*  efpoufe  my  perlbn,  and  aiTume  the  crown, 
Claim'd  in  my  right.     For  this  he  flew  your  tyrant  8 
Oh,  no,  he  only  chang'd  him  for  a  worfe ; 
EmbasM  your  flavery  by  his  own  vilenefs, 
And  loaded  you  with  more  ignoble  bonds. 
Then  think  me  not  ungrateful,  not  to  (hare 
Th*  imperial  crown  with  a  presuming  traitor. 
He  lays  I  am  aChriftian  :  true,  I  am  ; 
But  yet  no  Dave.     If  Chriftians  can  be  thought 
Unfit  to  govern  thofe  of  other  faith, 
Tis  left  for  you  to  judge. 

*  Ben.  I  have  no  patience ;  flie  con  fumes  the  time 
In  idle  talk,  and  owns  her  falfe  belief. 

Seize  her  by  force,  and  bear  her  hence  unheard,* 
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Aim*  [To  the  people, .]  *  No,  let  me  rather  die  your  facri- 

*  Than  live  his  triumph.'  [fice* 
I  throw  myfelf  into  my  people's  arms  : 

As  you  are  men,  compaffionate  my  wrongs, 
And  as  good  men,  proteft  me. 

*  Ant.  Something  mufl  be  done  to  faveher.--i-—[^5/^ 

*  to  Mufl.]  This  is  all  addrefTed  to  you,  Sir  :  fhe  fingled 

*  you  out  with  her  eye,  as  commander  in  chief  of  the 

*  mobility, 

«  Mufl.  Think'tt  thou  fo,  (lave  Antonio  ? 

*  Ant.  Moil  certainly,  Sir ;  and  you  cannot  in  honour 

*  but  protect  her.     Now,  look  to  your  hits,  and  make 

*  your  fortune. 

4  Mujl.  Methought,  indeed,  fhe  caft  a  kind  leer  to- 

*  wards  me.     Our  prophet  was  but  juft  fuch  another 
'  fcoundrei  as  I  am,  till  he  raifed  himfelf  to  power,  and 
'  confequently  to  holinefs,    by   marrying  his  mafter's 
4  widow.     I  am  refolved  I'll  put  forward  for  myfelf; 

*  for  why  fhould  I  be  my  Lord  Benducar's  fool  and  Have, 

*  when  I  may  be  my  own  fool,  and  his  matter  ?' 
Ben.  Take  her  into  poffeffion,  Muttapha. 

Muft.  That's  better  counfel  than  you  meant  it.  Yes, 
I  do  take  her  into  poflfeflion,  and  into  protection  too — =— 
What  fay  you,  matters,  will  you  Hand  by  me  ? 

Omncs.  One  and  all,  one  and  all  ! 

*  Ben.  Haft  thou  betray'd  me,  traitor  ?  Mufti,  fpeak, 

*  And  mind  them  of  religion.          [Mufti  Jhakes  bis  hc&d. 
'  Muft.  Alas,  poor  gentleman !  he  has  gotten  a  cold, 
with  a  feritron  of  two  hours  long,  and  a  prayer  of 
four  ;  and,  befides,  if  he  durft  fpeak,  mankind  is  grown 
wifer,  at  this  time  of  day,  than  to  cut  one  another's 
throats  about  religion.    Our  Mufti's  is  a  green  coat,  and 
the  ChrifHan's  is  a  black  coat ;  and  we  mutt  wifely  go  to 
gether  by  the  ears,  whether  green  or  black  mall  fvveep 
our  ipoi  Is.'  [Drums  within ,  and  Jbouts* 
Ben.  Now  we  irmll  fee  whofe  numbers  will  prevail : 

The  conquering  troops  of  Muley-Zeydan  come, 
To  crulli  rebellion,  and  elpoufe  my  caufe. 

Mitft.  We  will  have  a  fair  trial  of  Ikill  for  it,  I  caa 
tell  him  that.  When  we  have  difpatched  with  Muley- 
Zeydan,  vour  Lordiliip  fhafi  march  in  equal  proportions 

of 
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of  your  body,  to  the  four  gates  of  the  city,  and  every 
tower  fhall  have  a  quarter  of  you. 

[Antonio  draws  them  up,  and  takes  Aim.  ly  the 

hand*  Shouts  again  ^  and  drums, 
Enter  Dorax  and  Sebartian,  attended  by  African  Soldiers 

and  Portuguefes.  Almeyda  and  Sebaflian  run  into  each 

other's  Arms^  and  lotbfpcak  together. 

Sfb.  and  dim.  My  Sebaftian  !  My  Almeyda  ? 

Aim.  Do  you  then  live  ? 

Seb.  And  live  to  love  thee  ever. 

Ben.  How  !   Dorax  and  Sebaftian  Hill  alive! 
The  Moors  and  Chrifliansjoin'd  !   I  thank  thee,  prophet. 

Dor.  The  citadel  is.  ours ;  and  Muley-Zeydan 
Safe  under  guard,  but  as  becomes  a  prince. 
Lay  down  your  arms  :  fuch  bale  plebeian  blood 
Would  only  ftain  the  bright  nefs  of  my  fword, 
And  blunt  it  for  fome  nobler  work  behind. 

Muft.  I  iuppofe  you  may  put  it  up  without  offence  t» 
any  man  hereprefent.  For  my  part,  I  have  been  loyal  to 
my  fovereign  lady  ;  though  that  villain,  Benducar,  and 
that  hypocrite,  the  Mufti,  would  have  corrupted  me ; 
but  if  thofe  two  'fcape  public  juflice,  then  I,  and  all  my 
lateft  honeil  fubjeds  here,  deierve  hanging. 

Ben.  [To  Dor.]  I'm  lure  I  did  my  part  to  poifon  thee, 
What  faint  foe'er  has  fodderd  thee  again  : 
A  dole  lefs  hot  had  burfl  through  ribs  of  iron. 

Muf.  Not  knowing  that,  I  poifon'd  him  once  more, 
And  drench'd  him  with  a  draught  ib  deadly  cold, 
That,  had'ft  not  thou  prevented,  had.congeal'd 
The  channel  of  his  blood,  and  froze  him  dry. 

Ben.  Thou  interpofmg  fool,  to  mangle  mifchief, 
And  think  to  mend  the  perfect  work  of  hell. 

Dor.  Thus,  when  heav'n  pleafes,  double  poifons  cure* 
I  will  not  tax  thee  of  ingratitude 
To  me  thy  friend,  who  haft  betray'd  thy  prince  : 
Death  he  deferv'd  indeed,  but  not  from  thee. 
But  Fate,  it  feems,  reierv'd  the  worft  of  men 
To  end  the  woril  of  tyrants. 
Go,  bear  him  to  his  fate, 
And  fend  him  to  attend  his  mailer's  ghoft. 

Let 
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Let  fome  fccure  my  other  poifoning  friend, 
Whofe  double  dil'gence  preferv'd  my  life. 

4  Ant.  You  are  fallen  into  good  hands,  father-in-law  ; 

*  your  fparkiing  jewels,  and  Moraymu's  eyes  may  prove 

*  a  better  bail  than  you  defer ve. 

*  Muf.  The  beil  that  can  come  of  me,  In  this  condi- 

*  tion,  is  to  have  my  life  begged  firft,  and  then  to  be 
4  begged  for  a  fool  afterwards.' 

[Exit  Antonio  w//£/^?-M\ifti,  and  at  tht  famp  time 

Benducar  is  carried  off. 
.     *  Dor.  [To  Muft.]  You  and  your  hungry  herd  depart 

*  For  juilke  cannot  ftoop  fo  low,  to  reach      [umouch'd  ; 

*  The  groveling  fin  ot  crouds ;  but  emit  be  they 
•*  Who  trull  revenge  with  fuch  mad  inftruments, 
4  Whofe  blindfold  bufinefs  is  but  to  deftroy  ; 

*  And  like  the  fire  commiilion'd  by  the  winds, 

*  Begins  on  fheds,  but  fowling  in  a  round, 
4  On  palaces  returns.     Away,  ye  fkum, 

'  That  Hill  rife  upmcft  when  the  nation  boils  : 

*  Ye  mongrel  work  of  heav'n,  with  human  (hapes, 

*  Not  to  be  damn'd  or  fav'd,  but  breathe  and  perifh, 

*  That  have  but  juft  enough  of  fenle,  to  know 
6  The  mailer's  voice  when  rated,  to  depart. 

*  [  Exeunt  Muitapha  and  rallied 
Aim.  With  gratitude  as  low,  as  knees  can  pay 

{Kneeling  to  him. 

To  thofe  bk  ft  holy  fires,  our  guardian  angels, 
Receive  thefe  thanks ;  till  altars  can  be  raibM. 
Dor.  Arife,  fair  excellence,  and  pay  no  thanks, 

[Raifing  her  up. 

Till  time  difcover  what  I  have  deferv'd. 
Feb.  More  than  reward  can  anfwer, 

*  If  Portugal  and  Spain  were  join'd  to  Africa, 
'  And  the  main  ocean  crufted  into  land,' 

If  universal  monarchy  were  mine, 
Here  fhould  the  gift  be  plac'd. 

Dor.  And  from  fome  hands  I  (hould  refufe  thnt  gift : 
Be  not  too  prodigal  of  promifes  ; 
Bur  flint  your  bounty  to  one  only  grant, 
\Vhich  I  can  aik  widi  honour. 

Scb.  Wh;i£  I  am 

Is 
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Is  but  thy  gift,  make  what  thou  canft  of  me, 
Se  ure  of  no  repulfe. 

Dor.  [To  Seb.j  Difmifs  your  train. 
\To  Aim.]  You,  Madam,  pleafe  one  moment  to  retire. 
[Scbaftian/^j  to  the  Portguefes  to  go  off?  Almeyda  bow 
ing  to  bimt  goes  off  alfo  :  the  frftVMUQ»foHvw  her. 

Dor.  [To  the  Captain  of  the  Guard.'}   With   you   one 
word  in  private.  [Goes  out  with  the  Captain, 

Set,  [Solus.]  Referv'd  behaviour,  open  noblenefs, 
A  long  myfterious  track  of  ftern  bounty. 
But  now  the  hand  of  Fate  is  on  the  curtain, 
And  draws  the  fcene  to  fight. 

Re-enter  Dorax,  having  taken  off  his  turbant,  and  put  on  a 
peruke^  hat,  and  cravat. 

Dor.  Now  do  you  know  me  ? 

Seb.  Thou  fhould'lt  be  Alonzo. 

Dor.  So  you  mould  be  Sebaftian  : 
But  when  Sebaftian  ceas'd  to  be  himfelf, 
I  ceas'd  to  be  Alonzo* 
.    Seb,  As  in  a  dream 
I  fee  thee  here,  and  fcarce  believe  mine  eyes. 

Dor.  Is  it  fo  ftrange  to  find  me  where  my  wrongs* 
And  your  inhuman  tyranny  have  fent  me  ? 
4  Think  not  you  dream  ;  or,  if  you  did,  my  injuries 
4  Shall  call  fo  loud,  that  lethargy  mould  wake  ; 

*  And  death  fliould  give  you  back  to  anfwer  me. 

*  A  thoufand  nights  have  bru-ih'd  their  balmy  wings 

*  Over  thefe  eyes,  but  ever  when  they  clos'd, 
4  Your  tyrant  image  forc'd  them  ope  again, 

*  And  dry'd  the  dews  they  brought. 

4  The  long-expected  hour  is  come  at  length, 
'  By  manly  vengeance  to  redeem  my  fame  : 

*  And  that  once  clear'd,  eternal  fleep  is  welcome. 

4  Seb.  I  have  not  yet  forgot  I  am  a  king; 
4  Whofe  royal  office  is  redrefs  of  wrongs : 
4  If  I  have  wronoMth.ee,  charge  me  face  to  face  ; 
4  I  have  not  yet  forgot  I  am  a  foldier, 

4   Dor.  'Tis  the  firft  juftice  thou  haft  ever  done  me; 
4  Then  though  I  loath  this  woman's  war  of  tongues,' 
Yet  (hall  my  caufe  of  vengeance  fail  be  clear ; 
And,  Honour,  be  thou  judge. 

Seb.  4  Honour  befriend  us  both.' 

I  Beware, 
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Beware,  I  warn  thee  yet,  to  tell  thy  griefs 
In  terms  becoming 'majefty  to  hear': 

I  warn  thee  thus,  becaufe  I  know  thy  temper 

Is  infolent  and  haughty  to  fuperiors  : 

How  often  haft  thou  brav'd  my  peaceful  court, 

Fill'd  it  with  noify  brawls,  and  windy  boafts  ; 

And,  with  pail  fervice,  naufeoufly  repeated, 

Reproach'd  ev'n  me  thy  prince  ?' 

Dor.  *  And  well  I  might,  when  you  forgot  reward, 

The  part  of  heav'n  in  kings  :  rbrpuniftiment 

Is  hangman's  work,  and  drudgery  for  devils.* 
I  muft,  and  will  reproach  thee  with  my  iervice, 
Tyrant  {it  irks  me  fo  to  call  my  prince) 
Butjuft  refentment  and  hard  ufage  coin'd 
Th'  unwilling  word ;  and  grating  as  it  is, 
Take  it,  for  'tis  thy  due. 

Seb.  How,  tyrant ! 

Dor*  Tyrant. 

Seb.  Traitor ;  that  name  thou  can'ft  not  echo  back  t 
That  robe  of  infamy,  that  circumcilion 
111  hid  beneath  that  robe,  proclaim  the  traitor: 
And,  if  a  name 
More  foul  than  traitor  be,  'tis  renegade. 

Dor.  If  I'm  a  traitor,  think,  and  bluih,  thou  tyrant, 
Whofe  injuries  betray 'd  me  into  treafon, 
Kffac'd  my  loyalty,  unhing'd  my  faith, 
And  hurry 'd  me  from  hopes  of  heaven  to  hell, 
4  All  thefe,  and  all  my  yet  unfinilh'd  crimes, 
4  When  I  ihall  rife  to  plead  before  the  faints, 
4  I  charge  on  thee,  to  make  thy  damning  fure.' 

Seb.  Thy  old  prefumptuous  arrogance  again, 
That  bred  my  firft  diflike,  and  then  my  loathing. 
Once  more  be  warn'd,  and  know  me  for  thy  king. 

Dor.  Too  well  I  know  thee,  but  for  kinglio  more : 
This  is  not  Lifbon,  nor  the  circle  this, 
Where,  like  a  ftatue,  thou  haft  flood  befieg'd 
By  fycophams,  and  fools,  the  growth  of  courts; 
Where  thy  giill'd  eyes, -in  all  the  gaudy  round, 
Met  nothing  but  a  lie  in  every  face  ; 
4  And  the  grofs  flattery  of  a  gaping  croud, 

*  Envious  who  firft  fhould  catch,  and  firft  applaud 

*  Tke  fluff  or  royal  nonfenie  :  when  I  fpoke,' 

My 
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My  honeft  homely  words  were  carp'd,  and  cenfurd, 

For  want  of  courtly  ilile  :  related  actions, 

Though  mode  illy  reported,   pafs'd  for  boafls : 

Secure  of  merit,   if  I  afk'd  reward, 

Thy  hungry  minions  thought  their  rights  invade J, 

'  And  the  bread  fnatch'd  from  pimps  and  parafitts.* 

Henriquez,  anlwer'd,  with  a  ready  lie, 

To  lave  his  king'?,  the  boon  was  begg'd  before. 

Seb.  4  What  fiiy'it  thou  of  Henriquez  ?'  Now  by  hcav'n, 
Thou  mov'it  me  more  by  barely  naming  him, 
Than  all  thy  foul  unmanncrM  feurril  taunts. 

Dor.  And  therefore  'twas  to  gaul  thee,  tlwt  I  nam'd 
That  thing,  that  nothing,  but  a  cringe  and  fmile  ;    [him, 
That  woman,  but  more  daub'd  ;   or,  if  a  man, 
Corrupted  to  a  woman  ;   thy  man  miitrefs. 

Scb.  All  falle  as  hell  or  thou. 

Dor.  Yes  ;   full  a*  fa  He 
As  that  I  ferv'd  thee  fifteen  hard  campaigns. 
And  pitch'd  thy  ilandanj  in  thefe  foreign  fields 
By  me  thy  greatnefs  grew,  thy  years  gresv  with  it, 
But  thy  ingratitude  outgrew  them  buih. 

&£.  I  fee  to  what  thou  tend'rt,  but  tell  me  firft, 
If  thofe  great  a&s  were  done  alone  for  me ; 
If  love  produc'd  not  fome,  and  pride  the  reft  ? 

Dor.  Why,  lo.ve  does  all  that's  noble  here  below  : 
But  all  th*  advantage  of  that  love  was  thine  ; 
For,  coming  fraughted  back,  in  either  hand 
With  palm  and  olive,  victory  and  peace, 
I  was  indeed  prepar'd  to  alk  my  own, 
(For  Violante's  vows  were  mine  before  :.) 
Thy  malice  had  prevention,  ere  I  fpoke  ; 
And  alk'd  me  Violante  for  Heiwiquez. 

'  Scb.  I  meant  thee  a  reward  of  greater  worth. 

*  Dor.  Where  juftice  wanted,  could  reward  be  hopM? 

*  Could  the  robb'd  palfenger  expect  a  bounty 

*  Fxom  thofe  rapacious  hands  who  ftripp'd  him  firft  ? 

*  Scb,  He  had  my  promife,  ere  I  knew  thy  love. 

*  Dor.  My  Cervices  deferv'd  thou  mould'rf  revoke  it.'   , 
Scb.  Thy  infolence  had  canceled  all  thy  fervice  ; 

To  violate  my  laws,  even  in  my  court, 
Sacred  to  peace,  and  fafe  from  all  affronts  ; 
llv'n  to  my  face,  and  done  in  my  defpight, 

1  2  Under 
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Under  the  wing  of  awful  rnajefty 
To  ftrike  the  man  I  lov'd  f 

Dor.  Ev'n  in  the  face  of  heav'n,  a  place  more  facred, 
Would  I  have  ftruck  the  man,  who,  prompt  by  power, 
Would  feize  my  right,  and  rob  me  of  my  love  : 
But,  for  a  blow  provoked  by  thy  injuftice, 
The  hafty  product  of  a  juft  defpair, 
When  he  refus'd  to  meet  me  in  the  field, 
That  thou  fhould'ft  make  a  coward's  caufe  thy  own  ? 

Sel.  He  durft  :  nay,  more,  defir'd  and  beggTd  with  tears, 
To  meet  thy  challenge  fairly  :  'twas  thy  fault 
To  make  it  public  ;  but  my  duty,  then 
To  interpofe,  on  pain  of  my  difpleafure, 
Betwixt  your  fwords. 

Dor.  On  pain  of  infamy 
He  ihould  have  difobey'd. 

Seb.  Th*  indignity  thou  didft  was  meant  to  me  : 
'  Thy  gl°°my  eycs  were  caft  on  me  with  fcorn, 
*  As  who  mould  fay,  the  blow  was  there  intended  j* 
But  that  thou  did'ft  not  dare  to  lift  thy  hands 

Againft  anointed  power  : fo  was  1  forc'd 

To  do  afovereignjuftice  to  myfelf, 
And  fpurn  thee  from  my  prefence. 

Dor.  Thou  haft  dar'd 
To  tell  me,  what  I  durft  not  tell  myfelf  r 
I  durft  not  think  that  I  was  fpurn'd,  and  live  ; 

And  live  to  hear  it  boafted  to  my  face. 

All  my  long  avarice  of  honour  loft, 

Heap'd  up  in  youth,  and  hoarded  up  for  age  j 

Has  honour's  fountain  then  fuck'd  back  the  ftream  ? 

He  has ;  and  hooting  boys  may  dry-fhod  pafs, 

And  gather  pebbles  from  the  naked  ford.' 
Give  me  my  love,  my  honour  ;  give  them  back- 
Give  me  revenge,  while  I  have  breath  to  afkit • 

Seb.  Now  by  this  honour'd  order  which  I  wear, 
More  gladly  would  I  give,  than  thou  dar'ft  alk  it— 

*  Nor  fhall  the  facred  character  of  king 

*  Be  urg'd  to  fhield  me  from  thy  bold  appeal. 

*  If  I  have  injur'd  thee,  that  makes  us  equal : 

*  The  wrong,  if  done,  debas'd  me  down  to  thee.' 
But  thou  haftcharg'd  me  with  ingratitude; 
Haft  thou  not  charg'd  me  ?  Speak. 

Dor. 
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jDor.  Thou  know'ft  I  have  r 
If  thou  difown'ft  that  imputation,  draw, 
And  prove  my  charge  a  lie. 

Seb.  No  ;  to  difprove  that  lie  I  muft  not  draw  ; 
Be  confcious  to  thy  worth,  and  tell  thy  foul 
What  thou  haft  done  this  day  in  my  defence  : 
To  fight  thee,  after  this,  what  were  it  elfe 
Than  owning  that  ingratitude  thou  urgeft  ? 
That  Ifthmus  (lands  between  two  rufliing  feas ;  ; 

Which  mounting,  view  each  other  from  afar  ;- 
And  ftrive  in  vain  to  meet. 

Dor.  I'll  cut  that  Ifthmus, 
Thou  know'ft  I  meant  not  to  preferve  thy  life, 
But  to  reprieve  it,  for  my  own  revenge.     . 
«•  I  fav'd  thee  out  of  honourable  malice  :' 
Now  draw  ;  I  (hould  be  loth  to  think  thou  dar'ft  not  r 
Beware  of  fuch  another  vile  excufe. 

Seb.  Oh,  patience,  heav'n  ? 

Dor.  Beware  of  patience  too  ; 
That's  a  fufpicious  word  :  '  it  had  been  proper, 

*  Before  thy  foot  had  fpurn'd  me  j  now  'tis  bafe ; 

*  Yet  to  difarm  thee  of  thy  laft  defence,* 
I  have  thy  oath  for  my  fccurity: 

The  only  boon  I  begg'd  was  this  fair  combat : 
Fight  or  be  perjur'd  now  ;  that's  all  thy  choice. 

Seb,  Now  can  I  thank  thee  as  thou  would'ft  be  thank 'd  : 


Never  was  vow  of  honour  better  paid, 

If  my  true  fword  but  hold,  than  this  fliall  be. 

*  The  fprightly  bridegroom  on  his  wedding  night,, 
c  More  gladly  enters  not  the  lifts  of  love. 

*•  Why  'tis  enjoyment  to  be  fummon'd  thus.' 
Go  ;  bear  my  meflage  to  Henriquez'  ghoft  -r 
And  fay  his  mafter  and  his  friend  reveng'd  him.. 

Dor.  His  ghoft  !  then  is  my  hated  rival  dead'? 

Seb*.  ThequefHon  is  beiideourprefent  purpoJb; 
Thou  feeft  me  ready  ;  we  delay  too  long. 

Dor  A  minute  is  not  much  in  cither's  life, 
When  there's  but  one  betwixt  us ;.  '  throw  it  in, 

*  And  give  it  him  of  us  who  is  to  fall. 

4  Scb.  He's  dead  :.  make  hafte,  and  thou  may 'it  yet 
overtake  him. 

I  3  *  Dor. 
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*  Dor.  When  I  was  hafty,  thou  delay  Mft  me  longer. 

*  I  pr'ythee  let  me  hedge  one  moment  more  „ 
'  Into  thy  promife  :J  for  thy  life  preferv'd, 

Be  kind  ;  and  tell  me  how  that  rival  dy'd, 
Whofe  death  next  thine  I  wifh*d. 

Seb.  '  If  it  would  pleafe  thee,   thou  fhould'ft  never 

*  But  thou,  like  jealoufy,  enquir'fr.  a  truth,          [know: 

*  Which  found  will  torture  thee  :  he  dy'd  in  fight : 
Fought  next  my  perfon  ;  as  in  confort  fought : 
Kept  pace  for  pace,  and  blow  for  every  blow  ; 
Save  when  he  heav'd  his  fhield  in  my  defence ; 
And  on  his  naked  fide  receiv'd  my  wound  : 

Then  when  he  could  no  more,  he  fell  at  once, 
But  rowl'd  his  falling  body  crofs  their  way ; 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  it  for  his  prince. 

Dor.  I  never  can  forgive  him  fuch  a  death  ! 

&/.  I  prophefy'd  thy  proud  foul  could  not  bear  it» 
Now  judge  thyfelf,  who  belt  deferv'd  my  love. 
I  knew  you  both ;  and  (durft  I  fay)  as  heav'n 
Foreknew  among  the  fhining  angel  hofl 
Who  fhould  ftand  firm,  who  fall. 

Dor.  Had  he  been  tempted  fo,  fo  had  he  fall'n  ; 
And  fo,  had  I  been  favoured,  had  I  Hood. 

*  Seb.  What  had  been,  is  unknown  ;  what  is,  appears ; 

*  Confefs  he  juftly  was  preferred  to  thee. 

4  Dor.  Had  I  been  born  with  his  indulgent  ftars, 

*  My  fortune  had  been  his,  and  his  been  mine,' 
Oh,  worfe  than  hell !  what  glory  have  I  loft, 
And  what  has  he  acquirM  by  fuch  a  death ! 

1  fhould  have  fallen  by  SebafHan's  fide, 

My  corps  had  been  the  bulwark  of  my  king, 

His  glorious  end  was  a  patch'd  work  of  Fate, 

111  forted  with  a  foft  effeminate  life  : 

It  fuited  better  with  my  life  than  his 

So  to  have  dy'd  :  mine  had  been  of  a  piece, 

Spent  in  your  fervice  dying  at  your  feet. 

Seb.  The  more  effeminate  and  foft  his  life, 
The  more  his  fame,  to  ftruggle  to  the  field, 
And  meet  his  glorious  fate  :  confefs,  proud  fpirit, 
(I'or  I  will  have  it  from  thy  very  mouth) 
That  better  he  deferv'd  my  love  than  thou. 

Dor.  Oh,  whither  would  you  drive  me  !  I  muft  grant, 
3  Henrique  x 
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Yes,  I  mud  grant,  but  with  afwelling  foul, 

Henriquez  had  your  love  with  more  defert : 

For  you  he  fought  and  dy'd  ;  I  fought  againft  you  ; 

Through  all  the  mazes  of  the  bloody  field, 

Hunted  your  facred  life ;  which  that  I  mifs'd 

Was  the  propitious  error  of  my  fate, 

Not  of  my  foul ;  my  foul's  a  regicide, 

Seb.  Thou  might'ft  have  given  it  a  mere  gentle  name  : 
Thou  meant'ft  to  kill  a  tyrant,  not  a  king.  [More  calmly* 
Speak,  did'ft  ihou  not,  Alonzo  ? 

Dor.  Can  I  fpeak  ! 
Alas,  I  cannot  anfvver  to  Alonzo : 
No,  Dorax  cannot  anfwer  to  Alonzo  : 
Alonzo  was  too  kind  a  name  for  me. 

*  Then,  when  I  fought  and  conquer'd  with  your  armsj 
'  In  that  bleft  age  I  was  the  man  you  nam'd  : 

*  Till  rage  and  pride  debas'd  me  into  Dorax ; 

*  And  loft,  like  Lucifer,  my  name  above.' 

Seb.  Yet  twice  this  day  I  ow'd  my  life  to  Dorax. 

f)or.  I  fav'd  you  but  to  kill  you  :  there's  my  grief. 

Scb.  Nay,  if  thou  canft  be  griev'd,  thou  canft  repent : 
Thou  couldft  not  be  a  villain,  though  thou  wouldft ; 
Thou  own'ft  too  much  in  owning  thou  haft  err'd; 
And  I  too  little,  who  provok'd  thy  crime. 

Dor.  Oh,  ftop  this  headlong  torrent  of  your  goodnefs ; 
It  comes  too  faft  upon  a  feeble  foul, 
Half  drown Jd  in  tears  before  ;  fpare  my  confulion : 
For  pity  fpare,  and  fay  not,  firft  you  err'd. 
For  yet  I  have  not  dar'd,  through  guilt  and  fhame, 
To  throw  myfelf  beneath  your  royal  feet. 

[Falls  at  bis  feet, 

Now  fpurn  this  rebel,  this  proud  renegade  : 
JTis  juft  you/hould,  nor  will  I  more  complain. 

Self.  Indeed  thou  fhouldft  not  atk  forgivenefs  firft, 
But  thou  prevent'ft  me  ftill,  in  all  that's  noble. 

[Taking  him  op* 

Yes,  I  will  raife  thee  up  with  better  news : 
Thy  Violance's  heart  was  ever  thine  ; 
Compell'd  to  wed,  becaufe  fhe  was  my  ward, 
Her  foul  was  abfent  when  fhe  gave  her  hand  : 
Nor  could  my  threats,  or  hispurfuingcourtlhip, 
Effect  the  confummation  of  his  love  t 

So, 
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So,  ftill  indulging  tears,  fhe  pines  for  thee, 
A  widow  and  a  maid. 

Dor.  Have  I  been  curfing  Heav'n,  while  Heaven  blf  ft- 

*  I  fhall  run  mad  with  extaly  of  joy  :'  me  ! 
What,  in  one  moment,  to  be  reconciled 

To  Heav'n,  and^o  my  king,  and  to  my  love ! 
But  pity  is  my  friend,  and  itops  memort, 
For  my  unhappy  rival.  Poor  Henriquez,  ! 

Seb.  Art  thou  fo  generous  too,  to  pity  him  ? 
Nay,  then  I  was  unjuil  to  love  him  better. 
Here  let  me  ever  hold  thee  in  my  arms ;  [Embracing  him* 
And  all  our  quarrels  be  but  fuch  as  thefe, 
Who  fhall  love  belt,  and  clofeil  (hall  embrace  : 
Be  what  Henriquez  was  :  be  my  Alonzo. 

Dor.  What,  my  Alonzor  laid  you?  My  Alonzo! 
Let  my  tears  thank  you  ;  for  I  cannot  fpeak  ; 
«  And'if  I  could, 

*  Words  were  not  made  to  vent  fuch  thoughts  as  mine.* 
Scb.  '  Thou  can'il  not  fpeak,  and  I  can  ne'er  be  lilent.* 

Some  ftrange  reverfe  of  Fate  muir,  fure  attend 

This  vaft  profuiion,  this  extravagance 

Of  Heav'n  to  blefs  me  thus.     'Tis  gold  fopure, 

It  cannot  bear  the  flamp,  without  allay. 

Be  kind,  ye  pow'rs,  and  take  but  halt  away  r 

With  eafe  the  gifts  of  fortune  I  refign ; 

But,  let  my  love,  and  friend,  be  ever  mine.        [Exeunt* 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT        V. 

6  T'hc  SCENE  Is  a  Room  of  State* 
*  Enter  Dorax  and  Antonio. 

4  DORAX. 

JOY  is  on  every  face,  without  a  cloud  r 
As,  in  the  fcene  of  opening  Paradifer 
The  whole  creation  danced  at  their  new  being  ; 
Pleased  to  be  what  they  were  ;   pleas'd  with  each  other, 
Such  joy  have  I,  both  in  myfelf,  and  friends ; 
And  double  joy  that  I  have  mads  them  happy. 

*  Ant. 
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c  Ant.  Pleafure  has  been  the  bufmefs  of  my  life; 
And  every  change  of  fortune  eafy  to  me, 
Becaufe  I  fttll  was  eafy  to  myfelf. 
The  lofs  of  her  I  lov'd  wou'd  touch  me  nenreft ; 
Yet,  if  I  found  her,  I  might  love  too  much, 
And  that's  uneafy  pleafure. 

*  Dor.  If  (he  be  fated 

To  be  your  wife,  your  fate  will  find  her  for  you  : 
Predeflinated  ills  are  never  loll. 
'  Ant.  I  had  forgot 
A  T*  enquire  before,  but  long  to  be  inform'd  ; 

*  How,  poifon'd  and  betray'd,  and  round  befet, 

4  You.  could  unwind  yourfelf  from  all  thefe  dangers ; 

*  And  move  fo  fpeedily  to  our  relief! 

*  Dor.  The  double  poifons,  after  a  fhort  combat, 
4  Expell'd  each  other  in  their  civil  war, 

*  By  nature's  benefit ;  and  rous'd  my  though 

*  To  guard  that  life  which  now  I  found  attack'd. 

*  I  fummon'd  all  my  officers  in  hade, 

*  On  whofe  experienc'd  faith  I  might  rely  : 
'  All  came  refolv'd  to  die  in  my  defence, 

'  Save  that  one  villain  who  betray'd  the  gate. 

*  Our  diligence  prevented  the  furprize 

4  We  juftly  fear'd  :  So  Muley-Zeydan  found  us 
4  Drawn  up  in  battle,  to  receive  the  charge, 

4  Ant.  But  how  the  Moors  and  Chriftian  flaves  were 

*  You  have  not  yet  unfolded.  [join'd, 

4  Dor.  That  remains. 

*  We  knew  their  intereft  was  the  fame  with  ours : 

4  And  though  I  hated  more  than  death,  Sebadian  ; 
4  I  could  not  fee  him  die  by  vulgar  hands  j 

But  prompted  by  my  angel,  or  by  his, 
4  Freed  all  the  flaves,  and  plac'd  him  next  myfelf, 
4  Becaufe  I  would  not  have  his  perfon  known. 
4  I  need  not  tell  the  reft,  th'  event  declares  it. 

4  Ant.  Your  conqueits  came  of  courfe  j    their  men 

were  raw, 

'  And  yours  were  difciplin'd  :  one  doubt  remains, 
4  Why  you  induitriouily  conceal'd  the  king, 
4  Who,  known,  had  added  courage  to  his  men  ? 

4  Dor.  I  would  not  hazard  civil  broils  betwixt 

*  His  friends  and  mine ;  which  might  prevent  our  combat. 
4  Yet,  had  he  fall'n,  I  had  difmifs'd  his  troops ; 

'Or, 


ic6          DON    SEBASTIAN. 

*  Or,  if  victorious,  order'd  his  efcape. 
'  But  I  forgot  a  new  increase1' of  Joy, 

*  To  feaft  him  with  furprize  ;  I  muit  about  it  t 

*  Expect  my  fwi ft  return.  [EA 

Enter  a  Servant  to  Antonio. 

Ser.  Here's  a  lady  at  the  door,  that  bids  me  tell  you, 
fre  is  come  to  make  an  end  of  the  game,  that  was  broken 
©ft'  betwixt  you. 

Ant,  What  manner  of  woman  is  file  ?  Does  fhe  not 
want  two  of  the  four  elements  ?  Has  me  any  thing  about 
her  but  air  and  fire  ? 

*  Set:  Truly,  (lie  flies  about  the  room,  as  if  (he  had 
4  wings  inftcad  of  legs  ;  I  believe  me's  juft  turning  into 
'  a  bird  :  a  houfe-bird,  I  warrant  her  :  and  fo  hafty  to  fly 

*  to  you,  that  rather  than  fail  of  entrance,  fhe  vvoulfi 
'  come  tumbling  down  the  chimney,  like  a  fwallow.' 

Enter  Moray  ma. 

Ant,  [Running  to  her,  and  embracing  her. ~\  Look  if  Hi ff 
be  not  here  already  !  What,  no  denial,  it  feems,  will 
ferve  your  turn  ?  Why,  thou  little  dun,  is  thy  debt  (b 
p  re  fling  ? 

Mor,  Little  devil,  if  you  pleafe<  your  leafe  is  our, 
good  Mr.  Conjurer;  and  I  am  come  to  fetch  your  foul 
and  body  i  not  an  hour  of  leudnefs  longer  in  this  world 
for  you. 

Ant.  Where  the  devil  haft  thou  been  ?  and  how  the; 
devil  didft  thou  find  me  here  ? 

Mor.  I  followed  you  into  the  caftle-yard :  but  there 
was  nothing  but  tumult  and  confufion  ;  and  I  was  bodily- 
afraid  of  being  picked  up  by  fome  of  the  rabble:  con- 

fidering  I  had  a  double  charge  about  me my  jewels, 

and  my  maiden-head. 

'  Ant.  Both  of  them  intended  for  my  worfhip's  fole 

*  ufe  and  property. 

*  Mor.  And  what  was  poor  little  I  among  them  all  ? 
c  Ant.  Not  a  mouthful  a-piece  :  'twas  too  much  odds 

*  in  confcience. 

4  Mor.  So  leaking  for  fhelter,  I  naturally  ran  to  the 
c  old  place  of  affignation,  the  garden-houfe  ;  where,  tor 

*  want  of  inftinct,  you  did  not  follow  me.' 

Ant.  Well,  for  thy  comfort,  I  have  fecured  thy  fa 
ther  j  and,  I  hope,  thou  haft  fecured  his  effects  for  us. 
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4  Mor.  Yes,  truly,  I  had  the  prudent  foreiight  to  con- 
fider,  that  when  we  grow  old,  and  weary  of  folacing  one 
another,  we  might  have,  at  leaft,  wherewithal  to  make 
merry  with  the  world  ;  and  take  up  with  a  worfe  plea- 
fure  of  eating  and  drinking,  when  we  were  dilabkd 
for  a  better. 

'  Ant.  Thy  fortune  will  be  even  too  good  for  thee : 
for  thou  art  going  into  (the  country  of  ferenades  and 
gallantries ;  where  thy  ftreet  will  be  haunted  every 
night  with  thy  foolifh  lovers,  and  my  rivals ;  who 
will  be  fighing,  and  fmging  under  thy  inexorable  win 
dows,  lamentable  ditties,  and  call  thee  cruel,  and  god- 
defs,  and  moon,  and  liars,  and  all  the  poetical  names 
of  wicked  rhyme.  While  thou  and  I  are  minding  out 
bufmefs,  and  jogging  on,  and  laughing  at  them,  atlei- 
fure  minutes ;  which  will  be  very  few,  take  that  by 
way  of  threatening. 

*  Mor.  I  am  afraid  you  are  not  very  valiant,  that  you 
huff  fo  much  beforehand,  .put  they  fay,  your  churche* 
are  fine  places  for  love-devotion  :  many  a  ihe  faint  is 
there  worshipped. 

4  Ant.  Temples  are  there  as  they  are  in  all  other  coun» 
tries,  good  conveniences  for  dumb  interviews  :  I  hear 
the  Proteitants  are  not  much  reformed  in  that  point  nei 
ther  ;  for  their  feclaries  call  their  churches  by  the  na 
tural  name  of  meeting-houfes.  Therefore  I  warn  thee 
in  good  time,  not  more  of  devotion  than  needs  mull, 
good  future  fpoufe  ;  nnd  always  in  a  veil  ;  for  thole 
eyes  of  thine  are  damned  enemies  to  mortificar  on.' 
Mor.  The  beft  thing  I  have  heard  of  Chriftentlom,  i?,  t 
that  we  women  are  allowed  the  privilege  ot  having  fouls  ; 
and  I  allure  you,  I  fhall  make  bold  to  beftow  mine  upon 
lome  lover,   whenever  you  begin  to  go  aftray  ;   *  and  if 
4  I  find  no  convenience  in  a  church,  a  private  chamber 
*  will  ferve  the  turn.' 

Ant.  When  that  day  comes,  I  muft  take  my  revenge?, 
and  turn  gardener  again  :  for,  I  find,  I  am  much  given 
to  planting. 

Mor.  But  take  heed  in  the  mean  time,  that  fome  young 
Antoni©  does  not  fpring  up  in  your  own  family  ;  as  laLe 
as  his  father,  though  of  another  man's  planting. 
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Re-enter  Dorax  with  SebaiKan  and  Almeyda.    Sebaftian 

enters  fpeaking  to  Dorax,  'while  in  the  mean  time  Anto- 

nio/>>Y/£«tt.Morayma  to  Almeyda. 

tieb.  How  fares  our  royal  pris'ner,  Muley-Zeydan  ? 

Dor.  Difpos'd  to  grant  whatever  I  deiire, 
To  gain  a  crown,  and  freedom  :  *  well  I  know  him, 

*  Or  eafy  temper,  naturally  good, 

*  And  faithful  to  his  word.* 
Seb.  Yet  one  thing  wants, 

To  fill  the  meafure  of  my  happinefs ; 
I'm  (till  in  pain  for  poor  Alvarez*  life. 

Dor.  Releafe  that  fear,  the  good  old  man  is  fafe ; 
I  paid  his  ran  Com  ; 
And  have  already  order'd  his  attendance. 

Seb.  Oh,  bid  him  enter,  for  I  long  to  fee  him. 
Enter  Alvarez  with  a  Servant ',  who  departs  when  Alvarez 
is  entered. 

Ah.  Now  by  my  foul,  and  by  thefe  hoary  hairs, 

[Falling  f/oivny  and  embracing  the  Kin ^3  knees* 
Fin  fo  o'er-whelm'd.  with  pleafure,  that  I  feel 
A  latter  fpring  within  my  with'ling  limbs, 
That  (hoots  me  out  again. 

Seb.  Thou  good  old  man  !  [Railing  him. 

Thou  haft  deceiv'd  me  into  more,  more  joys ; 
Who  flood  brim-full  before. 

'  Alv.  Oh,  my  dear  child! 
'*  I  love  thee  fo,  I  cannot  call  thee  king, 
6  Whom  I  fo  oft  have  dandled  in  thefe  arms  ! 

*  What,  when  I  gave  thee  loft,  to  find  rtiee  living! 
'Tis  like  a  father  who  himfelf  had  fcap'd 

A  falling  houfe,  and  after  anxious  fearch, 

Hears  from  afar,  his  only  fon  within  ; 

And  digs  through  rubbifh,  till  he  drags  him  out 

To  fee  the  friendly  light. 

Such  is  my  fcafte,  fo  trembling  is  myjoy, 

To  draw  thee  forth  from  underneath  thy  fate/ 

Scb.  The  tempeft  is  o'er-blovvn  ;  the  fkies  are  clear,. 
And  the  fea  charm'd  into  a  calm  fo  ftill, 
That  no?  a  wrinkle  ruffles  her  fmooth  face. 

Ali>.  Juft  fuch  flie  (hows  before  a  riling  dorm  : 
And  therefore  am  I  conve  with  timely  fperd, 
'i'o  warn  you  into  port. 

An. 
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Aim.  My  foul  forbodes  •  \Afde. 

Some  dire  event  involv'd  in  thofe  dark  words ; 
And  juft  difclofing  in  a  birth  of  fate. 

Al*v.  Is  there  not  yet  an  heir  of  this  vaft  empire, 
Who  ftill  furvives,  of  Muley-Moluch's  branch  ? 
Dor.  Yes,  fuch  a  one  there  is,  a  captive  here, 
And  brother  to  the  dead. 

Ah.  The  Pow'rs  above 

Be  prais'd  for  that :  my  prayers  for  my  good  mafler 
I  hope  are  heard. 

Set.  *  Thou  haft  a  right  in  heav'n ;' 
And  why  thefe  prayers  for  me  ? 

Ah.  A  door  is  open  yet  for  your  deliverance.     t 
Now  you,  my  countrymen,  and  you,  Almeyda, 
Now  all  of  us,  and  you  (my  all  in  one) 
May  ye*  be  happy  in  that  captive's  life. 

ticb.  We  have  him  here  an  honourable  hoftage 
For  terms  of  peace:  what  more  he  can  contribute 
To  make  me  Weft,  I  know  not. 

Alv.  Vailly  more  : 

Almeyda  may  be  fettled  in  the  throne ; 
And  you  review  your  native  clime  with  fame  : 
A  firm  alliance,  and  eternal  peace, 
(The  glorious  crown  of  honourable  war) 
Are  all  included  in  that  prince's  life  : 
Let  this  fair  queen  be  given  to  Muley-Zeydan  : 
And  make  her  love  the  Unction  of  your  league. 

Sel.  No  more  of  that;  his  life's  in  ray  difpoie  ; 
And  pris'nefa .are  not  to  inlifton  terms, 
Or  if  they  were,  yet  he  demands  not  thefe. 
Ah*  You  flaould  exact  them. 
Aim*  Better  may  be  made; 
Thefe  cannot ;  J  abhor  the  tyrant's  race  ; 
My  parents' murderers,  my  throne's  u Carpers. 
But,  at  one  blow,  to  cutoff  all  difpute, 
Know  this,  thou  buiy,  old,  officious  man, 
I  am  a  Chriftian.  Now  be  wife  no  more  ; 
Or  if  thou  wouldil  be  ilill  thought  wife,  be  Client. 

Alv.  Oh,  I  perceive  you  think  vouriui'reil:  touch'd; 
*Tis  what  before  the  battle- 1  obierv'd  : 
Eut  I  mu-ft  fpeak,  and  will. 

K  Set.    , 


jio          1)  O  N    SEBASTIAN* 

Set.  I  pr'ythee  peace : 

Perhaps  fhe  thinks  they  are  too  near  of  blood. 
Al<v.  I  wifli  (he  may  not  wed  to  blood  more  near1, 
Seb.  What  if  I  make  her  mine  ? 
Ali>.  Now  Heav'n  forbid  ! 
4  Scb.  Wifli  rather  Heav'n  may  grant. 
For,  if  I  could  deferve,  I  havedeferv'd  her? 
My  toils,  my  hazards,  and  my  fubje&s  lives^ 
(Provided  fheconfent)  may  claim  her  love; 
And,  that  once  granted,  I  appeal  to  thefc, 
If  better  I  could  chufe  a  beauteous  bride. 

*  Ant.  The  faireft  of  her  fex. 

*  3/or.  The  pride  of  nature. 

*  Dor.  He  only  merits  her ;  ftie  only  him. 

*  So  pair'd,  fo  fuited  in  their  minds  and  perfons, 

«  That  they  were  fram'd  the  tallies  for  each  other. 

*  If  any  alien  love  had  interpos'd,' 

It  muft  have  been  an  eye-fore  to  beholders, 
And  to  themfelves  a  curfe* 

Ah.  And  to  themfelves 
The  greateft  curfe  that  can  be,  were  to  join. 

Seb.  Did  not  I  love  thee,  paft  a  change  to  hate, 
That  word  had  been  thy  ruin  ;  but  no  more, 
I  charge  thee,  on  thy  life,  perverfe  old  man. 

Alv.  Know,  Sir,  I  would  be  filent  if  I  durfl : 
But,  if  on  Ihipboard,  I  mould  fee  my  friend 
Grown  frantic  in  a  raging  calenture, 
And  hej  imagining  vain  flow'ry  fields, 
Would  headlong  plunge  himfelf  into  the  deep ; 
Should  I  not  hold  him  from  that  mad  attempt, 
Till  his  fick  fancy  were  by  reafon  cur'd  ? 

Self.  I  pardon  thee  th'  effects  of  doting  age  ; 
Vain  doubts,  and  idle  cares,  and  over-caution^ 
The  fecond  non-age  of  a  foul,  more  wife  ; 
But  now  decay'd,   and  funk  into  the  focket, 
Peeping  by  jits,  and  giving  feeble  light. 

Alv.  Have  you  forgot  ? 

Sel.  Thou  mean'ft  my  father's  will, 
In  bar  of  marriage  to  Almeyda's  bed  : 

*  Thou  feeft  my  faculties  are  Hill  entire, 

*  Though  thine  are  much  impairM.    I  weigh'd  that  will, 
4  And  found  'twas  grounded  on  our  diff  'rent  faiths ; 

«  But, 
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*  But,  had  he  liv'd  to  fee  her  happy  change, 

*  He  would  have  cancelled  that  harih  interdict, 

*  And  join'd  our  hands  himfelf. 

*  Alv.  Still  had  he  liv'd  and  feen  this  change, 

*  He  ftill  had  been  the  fame. 

'  Seb.  I  have  a  dark  remembrance  of  my  father  ; 

*  His  reas'nings  and  his  actions  both  were  juft  ; 

*  And,  granting  that,  he  muft  have  changM  his  mesfure?. 
'  Alt*.  Yes,  he  was  juft,  and  therefore  could  not  change, 

v    *  Seb.  'Tis  a  bafe  wrong  thou  offer'ft  to  the  dead* 

'  Ah.  Now  Heav'n  forbid, 

That  I  (hould  blaft  his  pious  memory  : 

No,  I  am  tender  of  his  holy  fame: 

For  dying  he  bequeath'd  it  to  my  charge. 

Believe,  I  am ;  and  leek  to  kiwy  no  more, 

But  pay  a  blind  obedience  to  his  will. 
r  For  to  preferve  his  fame  I  would  be  filent. 

*  'Seb.  Craz'd  fool,  who  would 'ft  be  though  an  oracle, 
Come  down  from  off  the  tripo?,  and  fpeak  plain  : 
My  father  (hall  be  juftify'd,  he  fhall : 

'Tis  a  fon's  part  to  rife  in  his  defence ; 
And  to  confound  thy  malice,  or  thy  dotage.* 
Alv.  *  It  does  not  grieve  me  that  you  hold  me  craz'd : 
But,  to  be  clear'd  at  my  dead  matter's  coft, 
Oh,  there's  the  wound  !  but  let  me  firft  adjure  you,' 
/  do  f   and 

By  all  you  owe  that  dear  departed  foul, 
No  more  to  think  of  marriage  with  Almeyda. 
Seb.  Not  heav'n  and  earth  combin'd  can  hinder  it. 
AL*v.  Then  witnefs  heav'n  and  earth,  how  loth  I  am 
To  fay,  you  muft  not,  nay  you  cannot  wed. 
And  fince  not  only  a  dead  father's  fame, 
But  more,  a  ladyJs  honour  muft  be  touch'd, 
Which  nice  as  ermines  will  not  bear  a  foil ; 
Let  all  retire :  that  you  alone  may  hear 
What  ev'n  in  whifpers  I  would  tell  you  ear. 

[All  are  going  out* 
Aim.  Not  one  of  you  depart ;  I  charge  you  ftay. 

*  And  were  my  voice  a  trumpet  loud  as  fame, 

'  To  reach  the  roundof  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  feay 

*  All  nations  (hould  be  fummon'd  to  this  place. 

K  2  «  So 
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*  So  little  do  I  fear  that  fellow's  charge  : 

*  So  fliould  my  honour,  like  a  fifing  fwan, 

*  Brufii  with  her  wings  the  falling  drops  away, 

*  And  proudly  plough,  the  waves. 

*  Seb.  'I  his  noble  pride  becomes  thy  innocence : 

*  And  I  dare  truft  my  father's  memory, 

*  To  fland  the  charge  of  that  foul  forging  tongue.' 
jflv.  '  It  will  foon  be  difcover'd  if  I  forge.' 

Have  you  not  heard  your  father  in  his  youth, 
Wben  newly  marry'd,  travel  I'd  into  Spain, 
And  made  a  long  abode  in  Philip's  court  ? 

Set.  Why  fa  remote  a  quell  ton  ?  *  which  thyftlf 

*  Can  anfwer  to  thyfeli,  for  thou  wert  with  him, 
'  His  fav'rite,  as  I  oft  have  heard  thee  boaft, 

*  And  neareft  to  his  foul. 

Alv.  *  Too  near  indeed ;  forgive  me,  gracious  HeavV, 

*  That  ever. I  fhotild  boaft  I  was  fo  near  : 
'  ,The  confident  of  all  his  young  amours.' 

And  have  not  you,  Unhappy  beauty,  heard,         [To  Aim* 
Have  you  not  often  heard,  your  exii'd  parents 
Were  refug'd  in  that  court,  and  at  that  time  ? 

sttm.  'TSs  true  :  and  often  fince,  my  mother  own*d 
How  kind  that  prince  was-,  to  efpoufe  her  cauie  ; 
She  counfell'd,  nay,  enjoin'd  me  on  her  bleiling, 
To  leek  the  fan$uary  of  your  court  : 
Which  gave  me  firft  encouragement  to  come, 
And  with  my  brother,  beg  Sebatlian's  aid. 

Seb.  Thpu  helpM  me  well,  to  juftity  my  war.  - 

*  [7a  Aim  ]  My  dying  father  fworc  me,  ihen  a  boy, 
4  And  made  me  kifs  the  crofs  upon  his  (\void, 

*  Never  to  fiieath  iv,  till  that  exii'd  queen 

*  Were  by  my  arms  reftor'd.' 
Jftv.  And  can  you  find 

No  inyiFry  couch'd  in  this  excefsof  kindiie-fs  ? 
Were  kings  e'er  known,  in  this  degenerate  age, 
So  pailronately  fond  of  noble  acts, 
Where  intereit  fhar'd  not  more  than  half  with  honour  ? 

*  Self.  Bafe groveling  foul,   who  know'il  not  honour's 
But  weigh  'ft  it  out  in  mercenary  fcales  j  [worth', 
The  fecret  pleafure  of  a  generous  acl, 

Is  the  great  mind's  great  bribe. 
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*  Ah.  Shew  me  that  king,  and  I'll  believe  the  phoenix. 
But  knock  at  your  own  breaft,  andalk  your  foul, 

If  thofe  fair  fatal  eyes  edg'd  not  your  fword, 

More  than  your  father's  charge,  and  all  your  vows  ? 

If  fo,  and  fo  your  filence  grants  it  is, 

Know,  King,  your  father  had,  like  you*,  a  foul ; 

And  love  is  your  inheritance  from  him* 

Almeyda's  mother  too  had  eyes,  like  her, 

And  not  lefs  charming  ;  and  were  cbaim'd  no  lefs 

Than  yours  are  now  with  her,  and  hers  with  you. 

4  Aim.  Thou  ly'ft,  impoftor;  perjur'd  fiend,  thou  1)  '$„ 

*  Seb.  VVas't  not  enough  to  brand  my  father's  fame,. 
But  thou  muft  load  a  lady's  memory  ? 

O  infamous,  O  bafe,  beyond  repair  ! 

And  to  what  end  this  ill-concerted  tie, 

Which  palpable  and  grofs,  yet  granted  true,, 

It  bars  not  my  inviolable  vows  (' 

Ah.  Take  heed,  and  double  not  your  father's  crimes  ; 
To  his  aduh'ry  do  not  add  your  inceilj.. 
Know,  (he's  the  prodinft  of  unlawful  love, 
And  'tis  your  carnal  lifter  you  would  wed. 

Seb.  Thou  fhait  not  fay  thou  were  condemned  unheard  j 
Elfe,  by  my  foul,  this  moment  were  thy  laft. 

'  Aim.  But  think  not  oaths  (bail  julMfy  thy  charge  ;, 

Nor  imprecations  on  thy  curled  head. 

For  who  dares  lie  to  Heav'n,  thinks  Heaven  a  iefL 

Thou  hall  con  fefs'd  thyfelf  the  conlciou^pandar 

Of  that  pretended  paffion  ; 

A  fingle  vvitnefsyinfamoufly  knoxvn,. 

*  Agniniltwo  perfons  of  unqueilion'd  fame/ 
Alv,  What  intt-rett  can  I  have,  or  what  delight 

To  blaze  th^ir  fliame,  or  to  divulge  my  own  ? 
1  If  prov'dr  you  hate  me  ;  if  unprov'd  condemn^ 
*•  Not  racks  or  tortures  could  have  forc'd  this  fecrety 

*  But  too  much  care  to  fave  you  from  a  crime, 

4  Which  would  have  funk  you  both  r'  for  let  me  £«yr 

Almeyda's  beauty  well-  deierves  your  love. 
Aim.  Out, "bale  importor  !  I  abhor  thy  praife, 
Dor.  It  looks  not  like  impoftor  ;  butatruthy 

On  utmoft  need  reveal'd. 

Self.  Did  I  expecl  from  Doras  this  return  £ 

Is  this  the  love  renew'd  ? 
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Dor*  Sir,  I  am  iilent  ; 
iPray  Heaven  my  fears  prove  falfe. 

/&•£.  Away  ;  you  all  combine  to  make  me  wretched. 

ALv.  But  hear  the  ilory  of  that  fatal  love  ; 
Where  every  circumitance  (hall  prove  another  : 
And  I'ruih  ib  fhine  by  her  own  native  light, 
That  if  a  lie  were  mixt,  it  mull  be  feen. 

Self-.  No  ;  all  may  full  be  forg'd  and  of  a  piece. 
No  ;.  I  can  credit  nothing  thou  canft  fay. 

A/v.  One  proof  remains ;  and  that's  your  father's  hand  : 
Fnrn'd  with  his  iignet  j  both  fo  fully  'known, 
That  plainer  evidence  can  hardly  be, 
e  Unlefs  his  foul  would  want  her  heav'n  a  while, 
*  And  come  on  earth  to  fwear.' 

«SY£.  Produce  that  writing. 

Aim.  [To  Dor.]   Alonzo  has  it  in  his  ciiftody. 
The  f«uy.e,  which  when  his  noblenels  redeem'd  m&9 
And  in  a  friendly  vint  own'd  himfclt 
For  what  he  is,  I  then  depofited  ; 
And  had  his  faith  to  give  it  to  the  King. 

/.WSUntouchM,  and  feal'd,  as  when  intruded  with  me. 
\Gi-vingafcaled  paper  to  Seb, 
Such  I  refiore  it  with  a  trembling  hand, 
Left  ought  within  diftu-rb  your  peace  of  foul. 

Seb*  Draw  near,  Almeyda  ;  thou  art  molt  concern Jd  : 

[Tearing  open  the  feats. 
For  I  am  mod  in  thee. 
Alonzo,  mark  the  characters  :  / 

Thowknow'ft  my  father's  hand,  obferve  it  well : 
And  if  th*  importer's  pen  have  made  one  flip, 
That  mews  it  counterfeit,  mark  that  and  lave  me. 

Dor.  It  looks  indeed  too  like  my  matter's  hand  : 
So  does  the  fignet  :  more  I  cannot  fay  ; 
But  wifli  'twere  not  fo  like. 

Seb.  Methinks  it  owns 
The  black  adult'ry,  and  Almeyda's  birth  : 
But  fuch  a  mift  of  grief  comes  o'er  my  eyes, 
I  cannot,  or  I  would  not  read  it  plain, 

^llm.  Heav'n  cannot  be  more  true,  than  this  5s  falfe. 

'Seb.  O  couldft  thou  prove  it  with  the  fame  afluraace  ! 
Speak,  hail  thou  everfeen  thy  father's  hand  ? 

Aim.  No  ;  but  my  mother's  honour  has  been  read 
By  me,  and  by  the  world,  in  all  her  acts, 

In 
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In  charade rs  more  plain  and  legible 

Than  this  dumb  evidence,  this  blotted  He. 

Oh  !   that  I  were  a  man,  as  my  foul's  one, 

To  prove  thee  traitor  and  afTalfinate 

Of  her  fame:  thus  mov'd  I'd  tear  thee,  thus  :  — 

[  Tearing  the  paper, 

And  fcatter  o'er  the  field  thy  coward  limbs, 
Like  this  foul  oft-fpring  of  thy  forging  brain. 

[Scattering  the  paper* 

Alv.  Juft  fo  {halt  thou  be  torn  from  all  thy  hopes. 
For  know,  proud  woman,  know  in  thy  defpite, 
The  moll  authentic  proof  is  yet  behind  ; 
Thou  wear'it  it  on  thy  finger j  'tis  that  ring, 
Which  match'd  to  that  on  his,  fliall  clear  the  doubt. 
Tis  no  dumb  forgery  :  for  that  fliall  fpeak  ; 
And  found  a  rattling  peal  to  cither's  confcience. 

Seb.  This  ring  indeed,  my  father,  with  a  cold 
And  making  hand,  jull  in  the  pangs  of  death, 
Put  on  my  ringer  ;  wkh  a  parting  ligh, 
And  would  have  fpoke  ;  but  falter'd  in  his  fpeech 
With  undiftinguiih'd  found. 

Alv,  I  know  it  well  ; 

For  I  was  prefent.     Now,  Almeyda,  fpeak  : 
And  truly  tell  us,  how  you  came  by  yours. 

Aim.  My  mother,  when  I  parted  from  her  fight 
To  go  to  Portugal,  bequeath'd  it  to  me, 
Prelaging  fhe  fhould  never  fee  me  more  : 
She  pull'd  it  from  her  finger,  flied  fome  tears, 
Kifs'd  it,  and  told  me  'twas  a  pledge  of  love, 
And  hid  a  myitery  of  great  importance 
Relating  to  my  fortunes. 

Alv.  Mark  me  now, 
While  I  difclofe  that  fatal  myftery. 
Thofe  rings,  when  you  were  born  and  thought  another's, 
Your  parent  glowing  yet  in  finful  love, 
Bid  me  befpeak  :  a  curious  artift  wrought  'em, 
With  joints  fo  clofe,  as  not  to  be  perceiv'd  ; 
Yet  are  they  both  each  other's  counterpart : 
Her  part  had  Juan  intcrib'd,  and  his  had  Zayda, 
(You  know  thole  names  are  theirs)  and  in  the  midft, 
A  heart  divided  in  two  halves  was  plac'd. 
Now  if  the  rivets  of  thofe  rings  iuclos'd, 

4  Fit 
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Fit  not  each  other,  I  have  forg'd  this  lie  : 

But  if  they  join,  you  mud  forever  part. 

[Sebaflian  pulling  of  bis  ring ;  Almeyda  does  the  fame,  and 

gives  it  to  Alvarez,  tube  utifcrucs  loth  the  ringsy  and  Jits 

one  half  on  the  other. 

Scb.  Now  life  or  death. 

Aim.  And  either  thine  or  ours. 
I'm  loft  for  ever. [Swoons. 

[The  women  and  Mo  ray  ma  take  her  up%  and  carry  her  of. 
[Sebailun  hereftands  amazed  without  motion^  bis  eyes  fixed 
upwards. 

Se&.  Look  to  the  queen  my  wife  ;  for  I  am  pail 
All  pow'r  of  aid  to  her  or  to  rnyfelf. 

Alv^  His  wife,  faid  he,  his  wife  !  O  fatal  found  ! 
For,  had  I  known  it,  this  unwelcome  news 
Had  never  reached  their  ears. 
So  they  had  (till  been  bleft  in  ignorance, 
And  I  alone  unhappy. 

Dor.  I  knew  it  but  too  late,  and  durft  not  fpealc. 

Seb.  [Starting  out  of  his  ama-zcmcnt.}  I  will  not  live  £ 

no  not  a  moment  more  ; 
I  will  not  add  one  moment  more  toinceft  ;     ' 
I'll  cut  it  off,  and  end  a  wretched  being, 

For,  mould  I  live,  my  foul's  fo  little  mine, 

And  fo  much  hers,  that  I  fhould  flill  enjoy. 

Ye  cruel  powers, 

Take  me  as  you  have  made  me,  rniferable  \ 

You  cannot  make  me  guilty  j_Jl*3L*8L&i^ 

And  you  made  thar,  not  I.  [Draws  hisfvoord* 

[Ant.  and  Mv.  lay  hvld  en  him9   and*  Dorax  wefts  the 
fivord  out  of  his  hand* 

*  Ant.  For   HeavVs  fake   hold,  and  recollect  your 

mind. 

*  Alv.  Conlider  whom  you  punifh,  and  for  what ;. 

*  Yourfeif  unjuflly  :  you  have  charg'd  the  fault 
4  On  Heav'n,  that  beft  may  bear  it. 

*  Tho*  inceil  is  indeed  a  deadly  crime, 

'  You  are  not  guilty,  mice  unknown  *t was- done, 

*  And  known,  had  been  abhorred. 

«  Sel.  By  Heav'n   you're  traitors  all  that   hold  my 

*  If  death  be  but  ceffittionof  our  thought,  [hands. 
4  Then  let  me  die,  for  I  would  think  no  more. 

4  I'll  boail  my  innocence  above ; 

4  And 
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1  And  let  'em  fee  a  foul  they  could  not  fully  : 

*  1  fliall  be  there  before  my  father's  ghoft ; 

4  That  yet  may  languifti  long  in  trolls  and  fires, 
1  For  making  me  unhappy  by  his  crime. 

*   [Struggling  again* 

*  Stand  off,  and  let  met  ake  my  fill  of  death  : 

*  For  I  can  hold  my  breath  in  you  defpite, 

«  And  fwell  my  heaving  foul  out  when  I  pleafe. 

4  Ah>..  Heav'n  comfort  you  ! 

4  AYtf.  What,  art  thou  giving  comfort  ! 
<  Would  (I  thow  give  comfort,  who  haft  giv'n  defpair  ? 

*  Thou  feeft  Alonzo  filent ;   he's  a  man. 

1  He  knows,  that  men  abandon'd  of  their  hopes, 

*  Should  afk  no  leave,  nor  Hay  for  fuing  out 

*  A  tedious  writ  of  eafe  from  lingering  Heav'n  ; 

*  But  help  themfelves,  as  timely  as  they  could, 
4  And  teach  the  Fates  their  duty. 

*  Dor,  [To  Alv.rf»^  Ant.]  Let  him  go. 

*  He  is  our  king ;   and  he  fliall  be  obey'd. 

4  Alv.  What,  to  deftroy  himfelf  ?  O  parricide  ! 
4  Dor.  Be  not  injurious  in  your  fooliflj  zeal, 

*  But  leave  him  free  ;  or,  by  my  fword  I  fwear, 
4  To  hew  that  arm  away,  that  1bps  the  paflage 

4  To  his  eternal  reft. 

4  Ant.  [Letting  go  bis  bold.']  Let  him  be  guilty  of  his 
4  own  death  if  he  pleafes  ;   for  I'll  not  be  guilty  of  mine 

*  by  holding  him.  [Seb.Jkabes  ofAlv, 
4  Alv .  [To  Dor.]  Infernal  fiend, 

*  Is  this  a  fubjecYs  parr  ? 

4  Dor.  '  Tis  a  friend's  office. 

*  He  has  convinc'd  me  that  he  ought  to  die  ; 

4  And  rather  than  he  fhould  nor,  here's  my  fword 

*  To  help  him  on  his  journey. 

*  Seb.  My  laft,  my  only  friend,  how  kind  art  thou, 
f  And  how  inhuman  thefe  ! 

4  Dor.  To  make  the  trifle  death  a  thing  of  moment  !' 

4  Self.  And  not  to  weigh  th'  important  cauie  I  had  " 
4  Toridmyfelfof  life! 

4  Dor.  True  ;  for  a  crime 
4  So  horrid  in  the  face  of  men  and  angels, 
4   As  wilful  inceft  is  ! 

4  Seb.  Not  wilful  neither. 

«  Dor. 
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*  Dor.  Yes,  if  you  liv'd,  and  with  repeated  ads 
Refrefh'd  your  fin,  and  loaded  crimes  with  crimes, 
To  fwell  your  fcores  of  guilt. 

«  Scb.  True  ;  if  I  liv'd. 

4  Dor.  I  faid  fo,  if  you  liv'd. 

*  Se^.  For  hitherto  was  fatal  ignorance, 
And  no  intended  crime. 

*  Dor.  That  you  bell  know : 

But  the  malicious  world  will  judge  the  worft. 

*  Alv.  Oh,  what  a  fophiiler  has  hell  procured, 
To  argue  for  damnation  ! 

*  Dor.  Peace,  old  dotard  ! 

Mankind,  that  always  judge  of  kings  with  malice. 

Will  think  he  knew  this  inceft,  and  purfu'd  it. 

His  only  way  to  rectify  miftakes, 

And  to  redeem  her  honour,  is  to  die. 

4  Sel.  Thou  haft  it  right,  my  dear,  my  bed  Alonzo  ! 

And  that  but  petty  reparation  too  $ 

But  all  I  have  to  give. 

*  Dor.  Your  pardon,  Sir; 
You  may  do  more,  and  ought. 

*  Self.  What,  more  than  death  ? 

'  Dor.  Death  !  why,  that's  children's  fport ;  a  ftage* 
We  acl  it  every  night  we  go  to  bed.  [P^ay»  death* 

Death  to  a  man  in  mifery  is  fleep. 
Would  you,  who  perpetrated  fuch  a  crime 
As  frighten'd  nature,  made  the  faints  above 
Shake  heaven's  eternal  pavement  with  their  trembling 
To  view  that  act,  would  you  but  barely  die  ? 
But  ftretch  your  limbs,  and  turn  on  t'other  fide, 
To  lengthen  out  a  black  voluptuous  (lumber, 
*•  And  dream  you  had  your  filler  in  your  arms  ? 

*  Seb.  To  expiate  this,  can  I  do  more  than  die  ? 

*  Dor.  Oh,  yes,  you  muft  do  more;  you  mull  be 
c  You  mull  be  damn'd  to  all  eternity  ;  [damn'dfc 
4  Aiid  fure  felf-murder  is  the  readieft  way. 

«  Set.  How, damn'd! 
4  Dor.  Why,  is  that  news  ? 
4  Alv.  Oh,  horror,  horror  .r 
4  Dor.  What,  thou  a  ftatefinan, 

*  And  make  a  bufinefs  of  damnation 

*  In  fuch  a  world  as  this  I   Why,  'tis  a  trade; 

*  The  fcrivener,  ufurer,  lawyer,  (hopkeeper, 

*  And 
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*  And  foldier,  cannot  live  but  by  damnation. 

*  The  politician  does  it  by  advance, 

*  And  gives  all  gone  before-hand. 

*  Seb.  Oh,  thou  haft  giv'n  me  fuch  a  glimpfe  of  hell, 

*  So  pufli'd  me  forward,  even  to  the  brink 

*  Of  that  irremeable  burning  gulf, 

*  That,  looking  in  th'  abyfs,  I  dare  not  leap. 

1  And  now  I  fee  what  good  thou  mean'ft  my  foul, 

*  And  thank  thy  pious  fraud.     Thou  halt,  indeed, 
f  Appeared  a  devii,  butdidft  an  angel's  work.' 

Dor.  *  'Twas  the  laft  remedy,  to  give  you  leifure: 

*  For,'  if  you  could  but  think,  I  knew  you  fafe. 
Sed.  I  thank  thee,  my  Alonzo.    1  will  live»j 

But  never  more  to  Portugal  return : 

For  to  go  back  and  reign,  that  were  to  fliew 

Triumphant  inceft,  and  pollute  the  throne. 

*  Alv.  Since  ignorance-— 

*  Scb.  Oh,  palliate  not  my  wound  ! 

When  you  have  argu'dall  you  can,  'tis  incefr. 

No,  'tis  refolv'd  ^  I  charge  you,  plead' no  more : 

I  cannot  live  without  Almeyda's  fight^ 

Nor  can  I  fee  Almeyda,  but  I  fin. 

Heav'n  has  infpir'd  me  with  a  facred  thought, 

To  live  alone  to  Heav'n,  and  die  to  her. 

4  Dor.  Mean  you  to  turn  an  anchoret  ? 

*  Seb.  What  elfe  ? 

The  world  was  once  too  narrow  for  my  mind  ; 

But  one  poor  little  nook  will  ferve  me  now, 

To  hide  me  from  the  reft  of  human  kind. 

Afric  has  defarts  wide  enough  to  hold 

Millions  of  monfters,  and  I  am,  fure,  thegreattft. 

Dor.  You  may  repent,  andwifh  your  crown  too  late. 

'  Scb.  Oh,  never,  never  !  I  am  paft  the  boy ; 

*  A  fcepti  e's  but  a  play-thing,  and  a  globe 

*  A  bigger  bounding  ftone.    He  who  can  leave 
'  Almeyda,  may  renounce  the  reit  with  cafe.' 

Dor.  Oh,  truly  great  1 
A  foul  fix'd  high,  and  capable  of  heav'n. 
Old  as  he  is,  your  uncle  Cardinal 
Js  not  fo  far  enamourM  of  a  cloyfter, 
But  he  will  thank  you  for  the  crown  you  leave  him. 

Seb.  To  pleafe  him  more,  let  him  believe  me  dead  ; 
That  he  may  never  dream  I  may  return, 

Alcnzo^ 
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Alonzo,  I  am  now  no  more  thy  king, 

But  ftill.  thy  friend  ;<  and,  by  that  holy  name, 

Adjure  thee,  to  perform  my  laft  requeft: 

Make  our  conditions  with  yon  captive  king: 

Secure  me  but  my  folitary  cell ; 

'Tis  all  I  aik  him  for  a  crown  reftor'd. 

4  Dor.  I  will  do  more. 

c  But  fear  not  Muley-Zeydan  ;  his  foft  metal 
4  Mel^s  down  with  eafy  warmth,  runs  in  the  mold, 

*  And  needs  no  further  forge.'  [Exit  Dor. 
Re-enter  Almeyda,    led  by  Moray  ma,    and  followed   by 

her  Attendants. 
Seb.  4  See  where  fhe  comes  again  ! 

*  By  Hear'n,'  when  I  behold  thofe  beauteous  eyes, 
Repentance  lags,  and  fin  comes  hurrying  on. 

Aim.  This  is  too  cruel ! 

*  Seb.  Speak'ft  thou  of  love,  of  fortune,  or  of  death', 

*  Or  double  death  ;  for  we  muft  part,  Almeyda  ? 
4  Aim.  Ifpeakofall; 

4  For  all  things  that  belong  to  us  are  cruel : 

*  But  what's  moft  cruel,  we  muft  love  no  more. 

*  Oh,  'tis  too  much  that  I  muft  never  fee  you  ; 
4  But  not  to  love  you  is  impoflible : 

4  No,  I  muft  love  you— Heav'n  may  bate  me  that, 

*  And  charge  that  linful  fympathy  of  fouls 

*  Upon  our  parents,  when  they  lov'd  too  well. 

4  Seb.  Gqod  Heav'n !  thou  fpeak'ft  my  thought,  and  I  • 
4  Nay,  then  there's  inceft  in  our  very  fouls ;   [fpeak  thine.  ' 

*  For  we  were  form'd  too  like. 
4  Aim.  Too  like,  indeed  ; 

4  And  yet  not  for  each  other. 

4  Sure,  when  we  part,  (for  I  refolv'd  it  too, 

*  Tho'  you.  propos'd  it  firft)  however  diftant, 

*  We  (hall  be  ever  thinking  of  each  other  ; 

'*  And,  the  fame  moment,  for  each  ot£er  pray. 

4  Seb.  But  if  a  wifli  fhould  come  athwart  our  prayers— 
4  Aim.  It  would  do  well  to  curb  it,  if  we  could. 
4  Seb.  We  cannot  look  upon  each  other's  facej 

*  But  when  we  reatl  our  love  we  read  our  guilt : 
4  And  yet,  methinks,  I  cannot  chufe  hut  love. 

4  Aim*  I  would  have  aik 'd  you,  if  I  durft,  for  (hame, 
'  If  ftill  you  lov'd  ?  You  give  it  air  before  me. 
1   Ah,  why  were  we  not  born  both  of  a  lex  ? 

*  For  then  we  might  have  lov'd  without  a  crime. 
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Why  was  not  I  your  brother  ?  Thp'  that  wifli 
Involv'd  our  parents  guilt,  we  had  not  parted  : 
We  had  been  friends,  and  friemilhip  is  no  inceft. 

*  Self.  Alas,  I  know  not  by  what  name  to  call  thee  ! 
Sifter  and  wife  are  the  two  deareit  names, 

And  I  would  call,  thee  both  ;  and  both  are  fin. 
Unhappy  we  !  that  dill  we  muft  confound 
The  deareft  names  into  a  common  curfe.' 

Aim.  To  love,  and  be  belov'd,  and  yet  be  wretched  !    . 

'  Set.  To  have  but  one  poor  night  of  all  our  lives !  { 

It  was,  indeed,  a  glorious,  guilty  night  ,- 

So  happy,  that,  forgive  me,  Heaven  !   I  wifli, 

With  all  its  guilt,  it  were  to  come  again. 

Why  did  we  know  fo  foon,  or  why  at  all^ 

That  fin  could  be  conctal'd  in  fuch  a  blifs  ? 

*  Aim.  Men  have  a  larger  privilege  of  words, 

*  Elfe  I  fhould  fpeak — But  we  muft  part,  Sebaftian, 
«  That's  all  the  name  that  I  have  left  to  call  thee. 

*  I  muft  not  call  thc,e  by  the  name  I  would  ; 

'  But  when  I  lay,  Sebaftian,  dear  Sebaftian, 

*  I  kifs  the  name  I  fpeak.' 

Scb,  We  muft  make  hafte,  or  we  (hall  never  part. 

*  I  would  fay  fomething  that's  as  dear  as  this  : 

'   Nay,  would  do  more  than  fay — One  moment  longer, 

*  And  (I  fliould  break  thro'  laws  divine  and  human, 

*  And  think  them  cobwebs,  fpread  for  little  man,~~ 

*  Which  all  the  bulky  herd  of  nature  breaks. 

*  The  vigorous  young  world  was  ignorant 

*  Of  thefe  reftricYions  ;  'tis  decrepit  now  : 

'  Not  more  devour,  but  more  decay'd  and  cold. 

*  All  this  is  impious  ;  therefore  we  muft  part : 

*  For,  gazing  thus,  I  kindle  at  thy  fight, 

c  And  once,  burnt  down  to  tinder,  light  again 

*  Much  fooner  than  be  fore.' 

Re-enter  Dorax. 

Aim.  Here  comes  the  fad  denouncer  of  my  fate, 
To  toll  the  mournful  knell  of  feparation  ; 
While  1,  as  on  my  death-bed,  hear  the  found, 
That  warns  me  hence  for  ever. 

Set.  [70  Dor.]  Now,  be  brief, 
And  I  will  try  to  liften, 

*  And  (hare  the  minute  that  remains,  betwixt 
'  The  care  I  owe  my  fubjefts,  and  my  love.' 

Dur.  Your  fate  has  gratify  'd  you  all  (he  can  ; 

L  Gives 
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Gives  eafy  mifery,  and  makes  exile  pleating. 
I  Bulled  M.uley-Zeydan,  us  a  friend; 
fiutfwore  him  firft  to  fecrecy.     He  wept 
Your  fortune,  and  with  tears  not  fqueez'd  by  art, 
But  fhed  from  nature,  like  a  kindly  ihower. 
la  fhort,  he  proffer'd  more  than  I  demanded, 
A  fafe  retreat,  a  gentle  folitudev 

*  Unvex'd  with  nolle,  and  undiilurb'd  with  fears :' 
I  chofe  you  one 

Aim.  Oh,  do  not  tell  me  where  ! 

For  if  I  knew  the  place  of  his  abode, 

I  Ihould  be  tempted  to  purfue  his  fteps, 

And  then  we  both  were  loft. 
4  Seb.  Ev'n  pad  redemption  : 
For,  if  I  knew  thou  wert  on  that  defign, 
(As  I  muft  know,  becaufe  our  fouls  are  one) 
I  fhould  not  wander,  but  by  fure  inftinc"t, 
Should  meet  thee  juft  half-way  in  pilgrimage, 
And  clofe  for  ever  :  for  I  know  my  love 
More  ftrong  than  thine,  and  I  more  frail  than  thou. 
'  Aim.  Tell  me  not  that ;  for  I  mufl  boaft  my  crime, 

'  And  cannot  bear  that  thou  fhouldft  better  love.' 
Dor.  I  may  inform  you  both  ;  for  you  muft  go 

Where  feas,  and  winds,  and  defarts  will  divide  you. 

Under  the  ledge  of  Atlas  lies  a  cave, 

Cut  in  the  living  rock,  by  Nature's  hands ; 

The  venerable  feat  of  holy  hermits, 

Who  there,  fecure  in  feparated  cells, 

*  Sacred  ev'a&o  the.  Moors/  enjoy  devotion  ; 
And  from  the  purling  dreams,  and  favage  fruits, 
Have  wholefome  bev'rage,  and  unbloody  feafts. 

Seb.  'Tis  penance  too  voluptuous  for  my  crime. 

*  Dor.  Your  fubjects  conicious  of  your  life  are  few  j 

*  But  all  defirous  to  partake  your  exile, 

*  And  to  do  office  to  your  facred  perfon. 

*  The  reft,  who  think  you  dead,  ftiall  be  difmifs'd, 

*  Under  fafe  convoy,  till  they  reach  your  fleet.' 
Aim.  But  how  am  wretched  I  to  be  difpos'd  ? 

A  vain  enquiry,  fmce  I  leave  my  Lord ; 
Fjr  all  the  world  befide  is  banifliment. 

Dor.  I  have  a  filler,  abbefs  in  Terceras, 
Who  loft  her  lover  on  her  bridal  day. 

There  fate  provided  me  a  fellow-turtle, 
mingle  fighs  withfighs,  and  tears  with  tears. 

Dor* 
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Dor.  Lafl,  for  myfelf,  if  I  have  well  fulfili'd 
My  fad  commiflion,  let  me  beg  the  boon, 
To  (hare  the  forrows  of  your  lull  receis, 

tAnd  mourn  the  common  lofles  of  our  loves. 
4  Ah.  And  what  becomes  of  me  ?  Mufl:  I  be  left 
*   (As  age  and  time  had  worn  me  out  of  ufe)  ? 
*.  Thefe  finews  are  not  yet  fo  much  unftrung, 
'  -To  fail  me  when  my  mafter  fliould  be  ferv'd  : 
'And  when  they  are,  then.  I  will  fteal  to  death, 
'  Silent  and  unobferv'd,  to  fave  his  tears.' 

Se&.  *  I've  heard  you  both.      Alvarez,  have  thy  wifh; 
'  But  thine,  Alonzo,  thine  is  too  imjufl.' 
I  charge  thee,  with  my  laft  commands,  return, 
And  blefs  thy  Violante  with  thy  vows. 
Antonio,  be  thou  happy,  too,  in  thine. 
Laft,  let  me  fwear  you  all  to  fecrecy  ; 
And  to  conceal  my  fliame,  conceal  my  life, 
*  Dor.  Ant.  Mor.  We  fwear  to  keep  it  fecret.' 
Aim.  Now,  I  would  fpeak  the  lail  farevvcl,  I  cannot* 
'  It  would  be  (till  farewel,  a  thoufand  times ; 
'  And,  multiply 'din  echo's,  flill  farewel. 

*  I  will  not  fpeak,  but  think  a  thoufand  thoufand. 

*  And  be  thou  filent  too,  my  lafl  Sebaftian  ; 

*  So,  let  us  part  in  the  dumb  pomp  of  grief.' 
My  heart's  too  great,  or  I  would  die  this  moment ; 
But  Death,  I  thank  him,  in  an  hour,  has  made 

A  mighty  journey,  and  I  haile  to  meet  him. 

\She  ft  aggers,  and  her  'women  hold  her  up, 

Sel.  Help  to  fupport  this  feeble,  drooping  flower, 
This  tender  fweet,  fo  fhaken  by  the  florin  ; 
For  thefe  fond  arms  mufl  thus  be  ftretch'd  in  vain, 
And  never,  never  mufl  embrace  her  more 

'Tis  pafl my  foul  goes  in  that  word farewel ! 

[  Alv.  goes  with  Seb.  to  one  end  of  the  ft  age  j   Women ,  with 

Aim.  to  the  other. 

Dor.  [Coming  up  to  Ant.  and  Mor.  <wbo  ft  and  on   the 
middle  of  the  ft  age. ~\    '  Hafte  to  attend  Almeyda.'     For 
Your  father  is  forgiven  ;   '  but  to  Antonio       [your  fake, 
'  He  forfeits  half  his  wealth.'     Be  happy  both  \ 
And  let  Sebaflian  and  Almeyda's  fate, 
This  dreadful  fentence  to  the  world  relate, 
That  unrepented  crimes  of  parents  dead, 
Are  juilly  puuifli'd  on  their  children's  head, 

\Exeunt. 
END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  ANTONIO  and  MORAYMA. 

MORAYMA. 
T  Quak'd  at  heart,  for  fear  the  royal  fajhion, 

Should  have  fetlnc* d  us  two  to  feparation* 
To  be  drawn  in  againft  our  own  dc/ire, 
Poor  I  to  be  a  nun,  poor  you  a  friar \ 

Ant.  I  trembled,  when  the  old  man9 3  hand  was  in , 
He  would  have  prov'd  we  were  too  near  of  kin  : 
Discovering  old  intrigues  of  love,  like  i*  other  ^  "] 

Betwixt  my  father  and  thy  finful  mother,  > 

To  make  us  fifter  Turk,  and  Chriftian  Brother.  J 

Mor.  Excufe  me  there ;  that  league  Jhould  have  been  rather 
Betwixt  your  mother  and  my  Mufti  father  : 
9Tis  for  my  own,  and  my  relations  credit. 
Tour  friends  Jhould  bear  the  bajtard,  mine  Jhould  get  it. 

Ant.  Suppofe  us  two  Almeyda  and Sebajliant 
With  inceft  proved  up  on  us  \^ 

Mor.  Without  queftion 
cfheir  conjcience  was  too  qucazy  of  digejlion.  J 

Ant.  Thou  would/I  have  kept  the  counfelof  thy  br other ^ 
And  fimid  till  we  repented  of  each  other. 

Mor.  Beaft  as  you  are,  on  natureys  laws  to  trample  ! 
*T<vjere  Jitter  that  we  followed  their  example \ 
And  Jit: ce  all  marriage  in  repentance  ends, 
'Tis  good  for  us  to  part  while  we  are  friends. 
To  fave  a  maid's  rcmorfes  and  confufeons, 
IL'en  leave  me  now,  before  we  try  conclujions. 

Ant.  To  copy  their  example,  firft  make  certain. 
Of  one  good  hour,  like  theirs,  before  our  parting  • 
Make  a  debaucjj,  o'er  night,  of  love  and  madnefs  5 
And  marry,  when  we  wake,  in  fober  fadnefs. 

Mor.  /*//  follow  no  new  fcfls  of  your  inventing  ,• 
One  night  might  cojl  mi  nine  long  months  repenting* 
Firft  wed,  and  if  you  fnd  that  life  a  fetter, 
Die  when  you  pleafe,  the  fooner,  Sir  the  better. 
My  wealth  would  get  me  love  ere  I  could  ajk  it : 
Oh,  there's  aftrange  temptation  in  the  cajket ! 
All  thefe  young  jharpers  would  my  grace  importune ', 
And  make  me  thundering  votes  of  lives  and  fortune. 
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THE 


PREFACE. 


THOUGH  it  be  Dangerous  to  raife  too  great  an  expectation,  efpe- 
cially  in  works  of  this  nature,  where  we  are  to  pleafe  an  un- 
fatiable  audience  ;  yet  'tis  reafonable  to  prepofiefs  them  in  favour  of 
an  author,  and  therefore  both  the  prologue  and  epilogue  informed 
you  that  OEdipus  was  the  moft  celebrated  piece  of  all  antiquity  :  that 
Sophocles,  not  only  the  greateft  wit,  but  one  of  the  greatelt  men  in 
Athens,  made  it  for  the  itage  at  the  public  coft,  and  that  it  had  the 
reputation  of  being  his  mafter-piece,  not  only  amongft  the  feven  of 
his  which  are  ftiil  remaining,  but  of  the  greater  number  which  are 
peri/hed.  Ariftotle  has  mure  than  once  admired  it  in  his  bo<;]c  of 
poetry  5  Horace  has  mentioned  it ;  Lucullus,  Julius  Csfar,  and  other 
noble  Romans,  have  written  on  the  fame  fubject,  though  their  poems 
are  wholly  loftj  but  Ssneca's  is  ftill  preferved.  In  our  own  age, 
Corneille  has  attempted  it,  and  it  appears  by  his  preface,  with  great 
fuccefs  :  but  a  judicious  reader  will  eafily  obferve  how  much  the 
copy  is  inferior  to  the  original.  He  tells  you  himfelf,  that  he  owes 
a  great  part  of  his  fuccefs  to  the  happy  epifode  of  Thef.eus  and  Dirce  j 
which  is  the  fame  thing  as  if  we  fliould  acknowledge,  that  we  were 
indebted  for  our  good  fortune  to  the  underplot  of  Adraftus,  Eurydice, 
and  Creon.  The  truth  is,  he  miferably  failed  in  the  character  of  his 
hero.  If  he  defired  that  OEdipns  fhould  be  pitied,  he  fhould  have 
made  him  a  better  man.  He  forgot  that  Sophocles  had  taken  care  to 
fhew  him  in  his  firft  entrance,  a  iuft,  a  merciful,  afuccefsful,  a  reli 
gious  prince  :  and,  in  fhort,  a  father  of  his  country  ;  inftead  of  thefe, 
he  has  drawn  him  fufpicious,  defigning,  more  artxious  of  keeping  the 
Theban  crown,  than  folicitous  for  the  fafety  of  his  people  ;  heftored 
by  Thefeus,  contemned  by  Dirce,  and  fcarce  maintaining  a  fecond 
part  in  his  own  tragedy.  This  was  an  error  in  the  firil  concoftion  : 
and  therefore  never  to  be  mended  in  the  fecond  or  third.  He  intro 
duced  a  greater  hero  than  OEdipus  himfelf ;  for  when  Thefeus  was 
once  there,  that  companion  of  Hercules  mult  yield  to  none.  The 
poet  was  obliged  to  furnifh  him  with  bufinefs,  to  make  him  an  equi « 
page  fuitable  to  his  dignity,  a.nd,  by  following  him  too  clofe,  to  lofe 
his  other  King  of  Brentford  in  the  crowdt  Seneca,  on  the  other  fide, 
as  if  there  were  no  fuch  thing  as  nature  to  be  minded  in  a  play,  is  al 
ways  running  after  pompous  expreflion,  pointed  fentences,  and  philo- 
fophical  notions,  more  proper  for  the  ftudy  than  the  ftage.  The 
A  a  Frenchman 
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Frenchman  followed  a  wrong  fcent,  and  the  Roman  was  abfohitely 
at  cold  hunting.  All  we  could  gather  out  of  Corneille  was,  that  an 
epifode  muft  be,  but  not  his  way  j  and  Seneca  fupplied  us  with  no 
fcew  hint,  but  only  a  relation  which  he  makes  of  his  Tirefias  raifing 
the  ghoft  of  Laius  j  which  is  here  performed  in  view  of  the  audience  ; 
the  rites  and  ceremonies  fo  far  his,  as  he  agreed  with  antiquity,  and 
the  religion  of  the  Greeks  :  but  he  himfelf  was  beholden  to  Homer's 
Tirefias  in  the  Odyfles  for  fome  of  them,  and  the  reft  have  been  col 
lected  from  Heliodore's  ^Ethiopiques,  and  Lucan's  Erictho.  Sopho 
cles,  indeed,  is  admirable  every  where  j  and  therefore  \ve  haye'  fol 
lowed  Trim  as  clofe  as  poflibly  we  could.  But  the  Athenian  theatre 
(whether  more  jierfect  than  ours,  is  not  now  difputed)  had  a  perfec 
tion  differing  from  ours.  You  fee  there  in  every  act  a  fingle  fce»er 
(or  two  at  mo,ft)  which  manage  the  bufinefa  of  the  play,  and  after 
that  fucceeds  tlve  chorus,  wbfch  commonly  takes  up  more  time  in 
finging,  than  there  has  been  employed  in  fpeaking.  The  principal 
perfon  appears  altnoft  conftantly  through  the  play  5  but  the  inferior 
parts  feldom  above  once  in  the  whols  tragedy.  Th«  conduct  of  our 
Aage  n  much  more  difficult,  where  we  are  obliged  never  to  lofe 
any  confiderabte  character  whkh  we  have  once  prefented.  Cuftom 
like  whs  has  obtained,  that  we  muft  form  an  under-plotof  fecond 
fierfons,  which  muft  be  depending  on  the  rlrft,  and  their  bye-walks 
muft  be  like  thofe  in  a  labyrinth,  which  all  of  them  lead  into  the 
great  parterre  j  or  like  fo  many  feveral  lodgtng  chambers,  which  have 
their  outlets  into  the  fame  gallery.  Perhaps,  after  all,  if  we  could 
think  fo,  the  ancient  method,  as  it  is  the  safieA,  is  alft>  the  moftnu- 
Kiral,  and  the  beft.  For  variety,  as  it  is  managed,  is  too-often  fufcje$: 
to  breed  diftraction  j  and  while  we  would  pleafe  too  many  ways,  for 
want  of  art  in  the  conduct,  we  pleafe  in  none.  But  we  have  given 
you  more  already  than  was  necelTary  for  a  preface,  and,  for  ought  we 
know,  may  gain  no  more  by  our  inrtruction-s,  than  that  politic  nation 
h  like  to  do,  who  have  taught  their  enemies  to  fight  fo  long,  that  aS 
feft  they  are  ia  a  condition  to  invade  them* 
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PROLOGUE. 

JJTfHEN  Athens  all  the  Grecian  jlates  did  guide, 

**      And  Greece  gave  laivs  to  all  the  world  bejidc^ 

Then  Sophocles  and  Socrates  did  Jit, 

Supreme  in  wifdom  one,  and  one  i?i  wit : 

And  wit  from  wifdom  differed  not  in  thofe, 

But  as  'twas  fung  in  verfe,  or  faid  in  prcfe. 

Then  OEdipus,  on  crowded  theatres, 

jDrt'-iu  all  admiring  eyes,  and  lift? ning  ears  : 

The  pica' d  fpcflator  Jh  out  ed  every  line, 

<Ihc  nobleft,  manlieft,  and  the  beft  dcjign  ! 

And  every  critick  of  each  learned  age, 

By  this  juft  model  has  reform' d  theftage. 

JVim;,  Jhould  it  fail,  (as  Ileav'n  avert  our  fear  ! ) 

Damn  it  in  Jilence,  left  the.  world  foould  hear. 

For  were  it  known  this  poem  did  not  plcafet 

ITou  might  f(t  up  for  perfect  favages  : 

Your  neighbours  would  not  look  on  yon  as  men  ; 

But  think  the  nation  all  turn' d  Pifls  again. 

Faith,  as  you  manage  matters,  'tis  not  Jit, 

Ton  Jhould  fufpctt  yourf elves  of  too  much  wit. 

Drive  not  the  j eft  too  far,  but  fpare  this  piece  : 

And,  for  this  once,  be  not  more  wife  than  Greece* 

Sec  twice}   do  not  pell-mell  to  damning  fall, 

I^ike  true-born  Britons,  who  ne'er  think  at  all. 

Pray-)  be  advis'd\   and  though  at  Mons  yon  wont 

On  pointed  cannon  do  not  always  run. 

With  feme  rcfyeft  to  ancient  wits  proceed: 

ICou  take  the  four  jirft  councils  for  your  creed^ 

]lut  when  you  lay  tradition  wholly  by%  "> 

And  on  the  private  fpirit  alone  relyy  > 

jTou  turn  fanatics  in  your  poetry.  J 

If,   notwithftanding  all  that  aw  can  fay,  ~Y 

You  needs  will  have  your  pennyworths  of  the  play ^  > 

And  come  rcfolv'd  to  damn,  bccaufc  you  payt  j 

Record  it,  in  memorial  of  the  faff, 

The  firft  play  bury'd  Jincc  the  woollen  a&+ 


A  5  DRA- 


X  *  J 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS 

M  E  N. 

OEdtyasr  Diodes, 

/ 


Ghoft  of  Lai»f* 
WOMEN. 

Eurydtce, 


Prices,  Citizens,  Attendants,  £« 
SCENE,    THE3ES* 


OEDIPUS, 


[     7     1 

OE      D      I      P      U     S. 


The  lines  marked  ta'itb  Inverted  commas,  *  thus,*  are  omitttd  in  tbc 
reprejentaiion. 


A  C  T    I. 

The  curtain  rifes  to  a  plaintive  tune,  reprefcnting  the  mife- 
ries  of  Thebes  ;  dead  bodies  appear  at  a  dijlance  in.  the 
Jlreets ;  fame  faintly  go  over  the  ftage,  others  drop» 

Enter  Alcander,  Diocles,  and  Pyracmon. 

ALCANDER. 

METHINKS  we  ftand  on  ruins ;  nature  {hakes 
About  us,  and  the  univerfal  frame 
So  foofe,  that  it  but  wants  another  pufti 
To  leap  from  off  its  hinges. 

Dioe.  *  No  fun  to  chear  us  ;  but  a  bloody  globe 
'  That  rolls  above  ;  a  bald  and  beamlefs  fire  ; 

*  His  face  o'er-grown  with  fcurf.*     The  Sun's  lick  too; 
Shortly  he'll  be  an  earth. 

Pyr.  Therefore  the  feafons 
Lie  all  confus'd  ;  and,  by  the  Heav'ns  negfe&ed, 
Forget  themfelves.     •  Blind  winter  meets  the  Cummer 

In  his  mid-way,  and,  feeing  not  his  livery, 

Has  driv'n  him  headlong  back  :  and  the  raw  damps 

With  flaggy  wings  fly  heavily  about, 

Scattering  their  pelHlenti.il  colds  and  rheums 

Through  all  the  lazy  air.* 

Ale*  Hence  murrains  followed 
On  bleating  flocks,  and  on  the  lowing  herds ; 
At  laft,  the  malady 

Grew  more  domeftic,  and  the  faithful  dog 
Dy'd  at  his  mailer's  feet. 

Dioc.  And  next  his  mafter: 
«  For  all  thofe  plagues  which  earth  and  air  had  brooded, 

*  Firft  on  inferior  creatures  try'd  their  force ; 

*  And  iaft  they  CeiaM  on  man/ 

Pjr. 
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Pyr.  '  And  then  a  thoufand  deaths  at  once  advanced, 
And  every  dart  took  place.     All  was  To  fuildcn, 
That  fcarce  a  firft  man  fell — One  but  began 
To  wonder,  and  flraight  fell  a  wonder  too  ; 
A  third,  who  itoop'd  to  raife  his  dying  friend,  . 
Dropp'd  in  the  pious  aft.' — Heard  you  that  groan  ? 

[Groan  within*. 
Dioc.  A  troop  of  ghofts  took  flight  together  there  : 

*  Now  Death's  grown  riotous,  and  will  play  no  more 

*  For  fingle  flakes  ;   but  families  and  tribes.' 
How  are  we  fure  we  breathe  not  now  our  lafl, 
And  that,  next  minute, 

Our  bodies,  eaft  into  fome  common  pit, 
Shall  not  be  built  upon,  and  overlaid 
By  half  a  people  ? 

Ale.  There's  a  chain  of  caufes 
Link'd  to  eftecls  ;   invincible  neceffiry, 
That  whatever  is,  could  not  but  fo  have  been  ,• 
That's  my  fecurity. 

Enter  Creon. 

Cre.  So  had  it  need,  when  all  our  ftreets  He  cover'U 
With  dead  and  dying  men  j 
And  Earth  ex  poles  bodies  on  the  pavements 
More  than  flic  hides  in  graves. 
Betwixt  the  bride  and  bridegroom  have  I  feeii 
The  nuptial  torch  do  common  offices 
Of  marriage  and  of  death. 

Dioc.  Now  OEdipus 
(If  he  returns  from  war,  ourother  plague) 
Will  fcarce  find  half  he  left,  to  grace  his  triumphs.. 

Pyr.  A  feeble  Psean  will  be  lung  before  him. 

Ak.  He  would  do  well  to  bring  the  wives  and  children 
Of  conquer'd  Argians,  to  renew  his  Thebes.. 

Cre.  May  funerals  meet  him  at  the  city  gates, 
With  their  deteiled  omen. 

Dioc.  Of  his  children. 

Cre.  Nay,  though  Ihe  be  my  filler,  of  his  wife. 

Ale.  Oh,  that  our  Thebes  might  once  again  behold; 
A  monarch  Theban  born  ! 

Dioc.  We  might  have  had  one. 

Pyr.  Yes,  had  the  people  pleas*d. 

Cre.  Come,  you're  my  friends — 
The  Queen,  my  filler,  after  Laius*  death, 

Fear'd 


OE    D    I    P    U    S.  <9 

Fear'd  to  lie  fingle,  and  fupply'd  his  place 
With  a,youngtucceflbr. 

Dioc.  He  much  refembles 
Her  former  hufband  too. 

Ale*  I  always  thought  fo. 

Pyr.  When  twenty  winters  more  have  grizzl'd  his  black 
He  will  be  very  Laius.  [locks, 

Cre.  So  he  will : 

Mean  time  (he  frauds  provided  of  a  Laius 
More  young  and  vigorous  too,  by  twenty  fprings. 
Thefe  women  are  fuch  cunning  purveyors ! 
Mark,  where  their  appetites  have  once  been  pleas'd, 
The  fame  refemblance  in  a  younger  lover 
Lies  brooding  in  their  fancies  the  fame  pleafures, 
And  urges  their  remembrance  to  defire. 

Dine.  Hadn>erit,  not  her  dotage,  been  coniider'd, 
Then  Creon  had  been  king  :  but  OEdipus  ! 
A  ftranger ! 

Cre.  That  word,  ftranger,  I  confefs, 
Sounds  hardily  in  my  ears. 

Dioc.  We  are  your  creatures. 
The  people  prone,  as  in  all  general  ills, 
To  fudden  change  ;  the  King  in  ware  abroad  ; 
The  Queen  a  woman  weak  and  unregarded ; 
E^ridice,  the  daughter  of  dead  Laius, 
A  princefs  young,  and  beauteous,  and  unmarried. 
Methinks,  from  thefe  disjointed  proportions 
Something  might  be  produc'd. 

Cre.  The  gods  have  done 
Their  part,  by  fending  this  commodious  plague. 
But,  Oh,  the  Princefs  !  her  hard  heart  is  fhut, 
By  adamantine  locks,  againiV  my  love. 

Ale.  Your  claim  to  her  is  Itrong ;  you  are  betrothM, 

Pyr.  True,  in  her  nonage. 

*  Ale.  But  that  let's  remov'd.' 

Dioc.  I  heard  the  Prince  of  Argos,  young  Adraftus, 
When  he  was  hoilage  here 

Cre.  Oh,  name  him  not !  the  bane  of  all  my  hopes  j 
That  hot-brain'd,  headlong  warrtor,  has  the  charms 
Of  youth,  and  fomewhat  of  a  lucky  rafhnefs, 
To  pleafe  a  woman  yet  more  fool  than  he. 
That  thoughtlefs  fex  is  caught  by  outward  form, 
And  empty  noife,  and  loves  itfelf  in  man. 

Ale* 
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Ale.  Bvt  fince  the  war  broke  out  about  our  frontiers, 
He?s  now  a  foe  to  Thebes. 

Cre.  But  is  not  fo  to  her.    See,  (he  appears ; 
Once  more  I'll  prove  my  fortune  :  you  infinuate 
Kind  thoughts  of  me  into  the  multitude  ; 
Lay  load  upon  the  court ;  gull  them  with  freedom  ; 
And  you  fhall  fee  them  tofs  their  tails,  and  gad, 
As  if  the  breeze  had  flung  them. 

Dice,  We'll  about  it.          [Exeunt  Ale.  Dioc.  andVy*. 
Enter  Eurydice. 

Cre.  Hail,  royal  maid  ;  thou  bright  Eurydice  ! 
A  lavifh  planet  reign'd  when  thou  wert  born  ; 
And  made  thee  of  fuch  kindred-mold  to  heav'n, 
Thou  ieem'fl  more  heav'n 's  than  ours. 

Eur.  Call  round  your  eyes ; 

Where  late  the  flreets  were  fo  thick  fown  with  men, 
Like  Cadmus  brood,  they  juftled  for  the  paflage  : 
Now  look  for  thofe  erected  heads,  2nd  fee  them 
Like  pebbles  paving  all  our  public  ways : 
When  you  have  thought  on  this,  then  anfwer  me, 
If  thefe  be  hours  of  courtihip. 

Crf.  Yes,  they  are  ; 

For  when  the  gods  deftroy  fo  faft,  'tis  time 
We  fliould  renew  the  race. 

Eur.  What,  in  the  midft  of  horror  ? 

Cre.  Why  not  then  ? 
There's  the  more  need  of  comfort. 

Eur.  Impious  Creon  ! 

Cre.  Unjuft  Eurydice  !  can  you  accufe  me 
Of  love,  which  is  Heav'n's  precept,  and  nor  fear 
That  vengeance  which  you  fay  purlues  our  crimes, 
Should  reach  your  perjuries  ? 

Eur.  Still  th'  old  argument. 
I  bade  you  cafl  your  eyes  on  other  men, 
Now  caft  them  on  your  felf:  think' what  you  are. 

Cre.  A  man. 

Eur.  A  man  ! 

Cre.  Why  doubt  you  ?  I'm  a  man. 

Eur.  'Tis  well  you  tell  me  fo,   I  mould  miftake  you 
For  any  other  part  o'th'  whole  creation, 
Rather  than  think  you  man.    Hence  from  my  fight, 
Thou  poilbn  to  my  eyes. 

Cre.  'Twas  you  fir  ft  poifon'd  mine  ;   and  yet.  methinks 
My  face  and  perfon  fhouid  not  make  you  fport. 
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Eur.  You  force  me,  by  your  importunities, 
To  fliew  you  what  you  are. 

Crc.  A  prince,  who  loves  you  : 
And  fmce  your  pride  provokes  me,  worth  your  love, 
Ev'n  at  its  higheft  value. 

Eur.  Love  from  thee  ! 

Why  love  renounc'd  thee  ere  thou  faw'ft  the  light : 
Nature  herfelf  ftart  back  when  thou  wert  born  ; 

And  cry'd,  the  work's  not  mine 

Tke  midwife  flood  aghaft  ;  and  when  (he  faw 

Thy  mountain  back,  and  thy  diflorted  legs, 

Thy  face  itfelf, 

Half-minted  with  the  royal  {tamp  of  man, 

And  half  overcome  with  beaft,  Hood  doubting  long, 

Whofe  right  in  thee  were  more ; 

And  knew  nor,  if  to  burn  thee  in  the  flames, 

Were  not  the  holier  work. 

Cre.  Am  I  to  blame,  if  Nature  threw  my  body 
In  fo  perverfe  a  mould  ?  Yet  when  flic  can: 
Her  envious  hand  upon  my.fupple  joints, 
Unable  to  refifl,  and  rumpled  them 
On  heaps  in  their  dark  lodging,  to  revenge 
Her  bungled  work,  (he  ftampt  my  mind  more  fair ; 
And  as  from  chaos,  huddled  and  deform'd, 
The  god  ftruck  fire,  and  lighted  up  the  lamps 
That  beautify  the  flcy,  fo  he  inform 'd 
This  ill-fhap'd  body  with  a  daring  foul ; 
And  making  lefs  than  man,  he  made  me  more. 

Eur.  No  ;  thou  art  all  one  error  ;  foul  and  body. 
The  firft  young  trial  of  fome  unlkill'd  pow'r ; 
Rude  in  the  making  art,  and  ape  of  Jove. 
Thy  crooked  mind  within  hunch'd  out  thy  back  ; 
And  wander'd  in  thy  limbs :  to  thy  own  kind 
Make  love,  if  thou  can'fl  find  it  in  the  world  ; 
And  feek  not  from  our  fex  to  raife  an  off-fpring, 
Which,  mingled  with  the  reft,  would  tempt  the  gods 
To  cut  off  human  kind. 

Cre.  No  ;  let  them  leave 
The  Argian  prince  for  you  ;  that  enemy 
Of  Thebes  has  made  you  falfe,  and  break  the  vows 
You  made  to  me. 

5«r.  They  were  my  mother's  vows, 
Made  in  my  nonage. 
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Ore.  But  hear  me,  .maid  : 

This  blot  of  nature,  this  deform'd,  loath'd  Creon, 
Is  matter  of  a  fword,  to  reach  the  blood 
Of  your  yourrg  mvnion,  fpoil  the  gods'  fine  work, 
And  (tab  you  in  his  heart. 

Eur.  This  when  thou  doft, 
Then  may 'ft  thou  frill  be  curs'd  with. loving  me  ; 
And,  as  fhou  art,  be  (till  unpitied,  loath'd  ; 
And  let  his  ghoft— No,  let  his  ghoft  have  reft  : 
But  let  the  greateft,  fierceft,  fouleft  fury, 
Let  Creon  haunt  himfclf.  [Exit  Eur; 

Crc.  VTis  true,  I  am 

What  (he  has  told  me,  an  offence  to  fight : 
My  body  opens  inward  to  my  foul, 
And  lev  s  in  day  to  make  my  vices  feen 
By  all  difcerning  eyes,  but  the  blind  vulgar. 
I  mutt  make  hafte  ere  OEdipu?  return, 
To  (hatch-  the  crown  and  her ;  for  I  (till  love  ; 
But  love  with  malice  ;  as  an  angry  cur 
Snarls  while  he  feeds,  fo  will  I  feize  and  ftanch 
The  hunger  of  my  love  on  this  proud  beauty, 
And  leave  the  fcraps  for  (laves. 
.Enter  Tirefias,   leaning  on  aftaff,  and  led  by  his  daughter 

Manto. 

What  makes  this  blind  prophetic  fool  abroad  ! 
Would  his  Apollo  had  him  ;  he's  too  holy 
For  earth  and  me  ;   I'll  (him  his  walk  ;  and  feek 
My  popular  friends.  [Exit  Creon. 

T.h:  A  little  farther;  yet  a  little  farther, 
Thou  wretched  daughter  of  a  dark  old  m::n, 
Conduct  my  weary  (leps  :  and  thou,  who  feed 
For  me«nd  for  thyfelf,  beware  thou  tread  not 
With  impious  fteps  upon  dead  corps  ;— now  ft  ay  ; 
Methinks  I  draw  more  open,  vital  air. 
Where  are  we  ? 

Man.  Under  covert  of  a  wall : 
The  moft  frequented  once,  and  noify  part 
Of  Thebes,  now  midnight  filence  reigns  ev'n  here  ; 
And  grafs  untrodden  fprings  beneath  our  feet. 

Tin  If  there  be  nigh  this  place  a  funny  bank, 
There  let  me  reft  a-while:  a  funny  bank  1 
Alas,  how  can  it  be,  where  no  fun  (nines  ! 
But  a  dim  winking  taper  in  the  ikies, 

i  That 
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That  nods,  and  fcarce  holds  up  his  drowzy  head 
To  glimmer  through  the  damps ! 

\_A  noife  within.  Follow,  follow,  follow  !  A  Creon, 

a  Creon,  a  Creon  ! 

Hark !  a  tumultuous  noife,  and  Creon's  name 
Thrice  echo'd. 

Man.  Fly  !  the  tempeft  drives  this  way. 

Tir.  Whither  can  age  and  blindnefs  take  their  flight  ? 
If  I  could  fly,  what  could  I  fuffer  worfe, 
Secure  of  greater  ills  ! 

[Noife  again,  Creon,  Creon,  Creon  ! 
Enter  Creon,    Diocles,    Alcander,  Pyracmon;  followed 
by  the  crowd. 

Cre.  I  thank  ye,  countrymen  ;  but  mufl  refufe 
The  honours  you  intend  me  ;  they're  too  great ; 
And  I  am  too  unworthy  ;  think  again, 
And  make  a  better  choice. 

ift  Cit,  Think  twice  !  I  ne'er  thought  twice  in  all  my 
life  :  that's  double  work. 

id  Cit.  My  firft  word  is  always  my  fecond  ;  and  there 
fore  I'll  have  no  fecond  word  ;  and  therefore  once  again, 
I  fay,  a  Creon. 

All.  A  Creon,  a  Creon,  a  Creon  ! 

Cre.  Yet  hear  me,  fellow-citizens. 

Dioc.  Fellow-citizens !  there  was  a  word  of  kindnefs. 

Ak.  When  did  OEdipus  falute  you  by  that  familar 

ijl  Cit.  Never,  never ;  he  was  too  proud.        [name  f 

Cret.  Indeed  he  could  not,  for  he  was  a  ftranger ; 
But  under  him  our  Thebes  is  half  deftroy'd. 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n,  the  refidue  Ihouldperifh 
Under  a  Theban  born. 

'Tis  true,  the  gods  might  fend  this  plague  among  you, 
Becaufe  a  Granger  rul'd  :  but  what  of  that, 
Can  I  redrefs  it  now  ? 

^ddt.  Yes,  you  or  none. 
'Tis  certain  that  the  gods  are  angry  with  us, 
Becaufe  he  reigns. 

Cre.  OEdipus  may  return  :  you  may  be  ruin'd. 

ifi  Cit.  Nay,  if  that  be  the  matter,  we  are  ruined 
already. 

2d  Cit.  Half  of  us  that  are  here  prefent,  were  living 

men  but  yefierday,  and  we  that  are  ab'fent   do  but  drop. 

and  drop,  and  no  man  knows  whether  he  be  dead  or 
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Jiving.     And  therefore  while  we  are  found  and  well,  let 
us  fatisfy  our  confciences,  and  make  a  new  king. 

^d  Cit.  Ha,  if  we  were  but  worthy  to  fee  another  coro 
nation,  and  then,  if  we  muft  die,  we'll  go  merrily  to 
gether. 

AIL  To  the  queftion,  to  the  queftion. 

J)ioc.  Are  you  content,  Creon  (hould  be  your  king  ? 

All.  A  Creon,  a  Creon,  a  Creon! 

Tir.  Hear  me,  ye  Thebans,  and  thou,  Creon,  hear  me. 

ift  Cit.  Who's  that  would  be  heard  ?  We'll  hear  no 
man  :  we  can  fcarce  hear  one  another. 

Tir.  1  charge  you,  by  the  gods,  to  hear  me. 

2d Cit.  Oh,  'tis  Apollo's  prieft,  we  muft  hear  him  ; 
'tis  the  old  blind  prophet  that  fees  all  things. 

^dCit.  He  comes  from  the  gods  too,  and  they  are  our 
betters ;  and  in  good  manners  we  muft  hear  him.  Speak, 
prophet. 

2d  Cit.  For  coming  from  the  gods  that's  no  great  mat 
ter,  they  can  all  fay  that ;  but  he's  a  great  fcholar  ;  he 
can  make  almanacks,  an  he  were  put  to't,  and  therefore, 
I  fay,  hear  him. 

Tir.  When  angry  Heav'n  fcatters  its  plaguesamong  you, 
Is  it  for  nought,  ye  Thebans  ?  Are  the  gods 
Unjuft  for  punifhing  ?  Are  there  no  crimes 
Which  pull  this  vengeance  down  ? 

\ft  Cit.  Yes,  yes,  no  doubt  there  are  fome  fins  ftirring, 
that  are  the  caufe  of  all. 

$d  Cit.  Yes,  there  are  fins ;  or  we  (hould  have  no  taxes. 

7.d  Cit.  For  my  part,  I  can  fpeak  it  with  a  fafe  con- 
fcience,  I  ne'er  finned  in  all  my  life. 

ift  Cit.  Nor  I. 

$dCit.  Nor  I. 

2d  Cit.  Then  we  are  all  juftified,  the  fin  lies  not  at  our 

Tir.  All  juftified  alike,  and  yet  all  guilty ;          [doors. 
Were  every  man's  falfe  dealing  brought  to  light, 
His  envy,  malice,  lying,  perjuries, 
His  weights  and  meafures,  th'  other  man's  extortions, 
With  what  face  could  you  tell  offended  Heav'n, 
You  had  not  finn'd  ? 

zddt.  Nay,  if  thefe  be  fins,  the  cafe  is  altered;  for 
my  part  I  never  thought  any  thing  but  murder  had  been 
a  fin. 

Tir.  And  yet,  as  if  all  thefe  were  lefs  than  nothing, 

You 
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You  add  rebellion  to  them,  impious  Thebans ! 
Have  you  not  fvvorn  before  the  gods  to  ferve 
And.to  obey  this  OF-dipus,  your  King 
By  public  voice  elected  ?  Anfwer  me, 
If  this  be  true  ! 

2d  Cit.  This  is  true  ;  but  it's  a  hard  world,  neighbours^ 
If  a  man's  oath  mult  be  his  mafter. 
Cre.  Speak,  Diodes ;   all  goes  wrong. 
Dioc.  How  are  you  traitors,  countrymen  of  Thebes  ? 
This  holy  fire,  who  prefles  you  with  oaths, 
Forgets  your  firft ;  were  you  not  fvvorn  before 
To  Laius  and  his  blood  ? 
JttL  We  were  ;  we  were, 
Dioc.  While  Laius  has  a  lawful  fuccefibrj 
Your  firft  oath  Hill  mufl  bind  :  Eurydke 
Is  heir  to  Laius  ;  let  her  marry  Creon  : 
Oftended  Heav'n  will  never.be  appeas'd 
While  OEdipus  pollutes  the  throne  of  Laius, 
A  Granger  to  his  blood. 
dll.  We'll  no  OEdipus,  no  OEdipus. 
ift  Cit.  He  puts  the  prophet  in  a  moufe-hole. 
zd  Cit.  I  knew  it  would  be  fo ;  the  laft  man  ever  fpeaks 
the  belt  reafon. 

Tir.  Can  benefits  thus  die,  ungrateful  Thebans ! 
Remember  yet,  when  after  Laius'  death, 
The  monfler  Sphinx  laid  your  rich  country  wafle, 
Your  vineyards  fpoiFd,  your  labouring  oxen  flew  ; 
Yourfelves  for  fear  mew'd  up  within  your  walls, 
She,  taller  than  your  gates,  o'er-look'd  your  town  ; 
But  when  (he  rais'd  her  bulk  to  fail  above  you, 
She  drove  the  air  around  her  like  a  whirlwind, 
And  fhaded  all  beneath  ;  till  {looping  down, 
She  clapp'd  her  leathern  wing  again  your  tow'rs, 
And  thruft  out  her  long  neck,  ev'n  to  your  doors. 
Dioc.  Ale.  Pyr.  We'll  hear  no  more. 
Tir.  You  durft  not  meet  in  temples 
T*  invoke  the  gods  for  aid,  the  proudeft  he 
Who  leads  you  now,  then  cower'd,  like  a  dar'd  lark  ; 
This  Creon  (hook  for  fear, 
The  blood  of  Laius  curdled  in  his  veins ; 
'Till  OEdipus  arriv'd. 

Call'd  by  his  own  high  courage  and  the  gods, 
Himfelf  to  you  a  god  :  ye  ofter'd  him 

B  2  Your 
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Your  queen  and  crown ;  (but  what  was  then  your  crown  ?) 
And  Heav'n  authorized  it  by  his  fuccefs. 
Speak  then,  who  is  your  lawful  king  ? 

All.  TIB  OEdipus^ 

Tir.  'Tis  OEdipus  indeed  :  your  king  more  lawful 
Than  yet  you  dream  ;  for  ibmething  dill  there  lies 
In  heav'n's  dark  volume,  which  I  read  through  mills  ; 
'  Tis  great,  prodigious ;  'tis  a  dreadful  birth, 
Of  wond'rous  fate  ;  and  now,  juil  now  difclofing. 
I  fee,  I  fee,  how  terrible  it  dawns  : 
And  my  foul  fickens  with  it. 

i  ft  Cit.  How  the  god  (hakes  him  !  f  umph  ! 

T'ir.  He  comes !  he  comes !  Victory  !  Conqueft  !  Tri- 
But,  Oh,  guiltlefs  and  guilty !  Murder  !  Parricide  ! 

Inceft !  Difcovery  !  Punifhment 'tis  ended, 

And  all  your  fuiferings  o'er. 

A  trumpet  within  :  enter  Haerrton. 

H&m.  Rouze  up,  you  Thebans ;  tune  your  lo  Paeans  ! 
Your  king  returns  ;  the  Argians  are  o'ercome  ; 
Their  warlike  prince  in  (ingle  combat  taken, 
And  led  in  bands  by  godlike  OEdipus. 

All.  OEdipus,  OEdipus,  OEdipus ! 

Cre.  Furies  confound  his  fortune  !—  [AJtde. 

Hafte,  all  hafte  .  [To  them. 

And  meet  with  bleffings  our  victorious  king  ; 
Decree  proceffions  ;  bid  new  holy-days  ; 
Crown  all  the  (latues  of  our  gods  with  garlands  ; 
And  raife  a  brazen  column,  thus  infcrib'd  : 
To  OEdipus,   now  twice  a  conqueror:  deliverer  of  his 
Trull  me,  I  weep  for  joy  to  fee  this  day.  [Thebes. 

Tir.  Yes,  Heav'n  knows  how  thou  weep'ft  : — Go,  coun- 

And,  as  you  ufe  to  fupplicate  your  gods [trymen, 

So  meet  your  king  with  .bayes,  and  olive-branches  : 
Bow  down,  and  touch  his  knees,  and  beg  from  him 
An  end  of  all  your  woes ;   for  only  he 
Can  give  it  you.  [Exit  Tireiias,  the  people  following. 

'Enter  OEdipus  in  triumph  ;   Adraftus  prifomr  j   Dymus, 
train. 

Cre.  All  hail,  great  OEdipus ; 

Thou  mighty  conqueror,  hail ;  welcome  to  Thebes ; 
To  thy  own  Thebes ;  to  all  that's  left  of  Thebes  ; 
For  half  thy  citizens  are  fwept  away, 
wanting  for  thy  triumphs : 

And 
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And  we,  the  happy  remnant,  only  live 
To  welcome  thee,  and  die. 

OEdip.  Thus  pkafure  never  comes  fincere  to  man  ; 
But  lent  by  Heav'n  upon  hard  ufury  ; 
And,  while  Jove  holds  us  out  the  bowl  of  joy, 
Ere  it  can  reach  our  lips,  it's  dafh'd  with  gall 
By  fome  left-handed  god.     Oh,  mournful  triumph  ! 
Oh,  conqueft  gain'd  abroad,  and  lofl  at  home  ! 
Oh,  Argos  !  now  rejoice,  for  Thebes  lies  low;     . 
Thy  flaughter'd  fons  now  fmile,  and  think  they  won  ; 
When  they  can  count  more  Theban  ghofts  than  theirs. 

Adr.  No ;  Argos  mourns  with  Thebes  ;  you  tempered  fa 
Your  courage  while  you  fought,  that  mercy  feem'd 
The  manlier  virtue,  and  much  more  prevail'd. 
While  Argos  is  a  people,  think  your  Thebes 
Can  never  want  for  fubjects.     Every  nation 
Will  crowd  to  ferve  where  OEdipus  coinmands.     *'•' vl  - 
Cre.  [To  Haem.]  How  mean  it  fhows  to  fawn  upon  the 

victor  ! 

Ham.  Had  you  beheld  him  fight,  you  had  faid  other- 
Come,  'tis  brave  bearing  in  him,  not  to  envy  [wife  i 
Superior  virtue. 

OEdip.  This  indeed  is  conqueff, 
To  gain  a  friery^ke  you  :  why  were  we  foes  ? 

'•Adr.  'Caufls  we  were  kings,  and  each  difdaiu'd  an  equal. 
I  fought  to  have  it  in  my  povv'r  to  do 
What  thou  hall  done  ;  and  fo  to  ufe  my  conqueft, 
To  mew  thee,  honour  was  my  only  motive, 
Know  this,  that  wcve  my  army  at  thy  gates, 
And  Thebes  thus  wafte,  I  would  not  take  the  gift, 
Which,  like  a  toy  dropt  from  the  hands  of  fortune,, 
Lay  for  the  next  chance-comer. 

OEdip.  [Embracing.]  No  more  captive, 
But  brother  of  the  war  :  'tis  much  more  pleafantv 
And  fafer,  truft  me,  thus  to  meet  thy  love, 
Than  when  hard  gantlets  clench'd  our  warlike  hands* 
And  keep  them  from  foft  ufe. 
Adr.  My  conqueror ! 

OEdip.  My  friend  !  that  other  name  keeps  enmity  alive*. 
But  longer  to  detain  thee  were  a  crime  : 
To  love,  and  toEurydice,  go  free: 
Such  welcome  as  a  ruined  town  can  giv6, 
rom  me ;  the  reit  let  her  fupply. 
B  3 
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Adr.  I  go  without  a  blufli,  though  conquer'd  twice, 
By  you,  and  by  my  princefs.  \Ex;t  Adraftus. 


Cre.^Afidt.]  Then  I  am  conquer'd  thrice  ;  by  OKdipus, 
And  her,  and  ev'n  by  him,  the  Have  of  both  : 
Gods,  I'm  beholden  to  you,  for  making  me  your  image, 
Would  I  could  make  you  mine  ! 
Enter'  the  people  with  branches  in  their  bands,  holding  them 

up,  and  kneeling:  t-ivo  priejts  before  them. 
Alas,  my  people  ! 

What  means  this  fpeechlefs  forrow,  down-caft  eyes, 
And  lifted  hands  ?  Jf  there  be  one  among  you 
Whom  grief  has  left  a  tongue,  fpeak  for  the  reft. 

\ft  Pr>  Oh,  father  of  thy  country  ! 
To  thee  thefe  knees  are  bent,  thefe  eyes  are  lifted, 
As  to  a  vilible  divinity. 
A  prince  on  whom  heav'n  fafely  might  repofe 
The  bufinefs  of  mankind  :  for  Providence 
Might  on  thy  *  careful*  bofom  fleep  fecure, 
And  leave  her  talk  to  thee. 
But  where's  the  glory  of  thy  former  a6ts  ? 
Ev'n  that's  deftroy'd,  when  none  fhall  live  to  fpeak  it. 
Millions  of  fubjecls  malt  thou  have  ;  but  mute. 
A  people  of  the  dead  ;  a  crowded  defart  ; 
A  midnight  filence  at  the  noon  of  day. 

OEd!p.  Oh,  were  our  gods  as  ready  with  their  pity, 
/s  I  with  mine,  this  prefence  mould  bethrong'd 
With  alt  I  left  alive  ;  and  my  fad  eyes 
Not  fearch  in  vain  for  friends,  whofe  promis'd  fight 
JFlatter'd  my  toils  of  war. 
ift  Pr.  Twice  our  deliverer. 
OEdip.  Nor  are  now  your  vows 
Addrefs'd  to  one  who  fleeps. 
When  this  unwelcome  news  firft  reach'd  my  ears, 
Dymas  was  fent  to  Delphos,  to  enquire 
The  caufe  and  cure  of  this  contagious  ill  : 
And  is  this  day  return'd  ?  But  fince  his  meflage 
Concerns  the  public,  I  refus'd  to  hear  it, 
But  in  this  general  prefence  :  let  him  fpeak. 

'  Dym.  A  dreadful  anfwer  from  the  hallow'd  urn, 
And  facred  Tripos  did  the  prieflefs  give, 
In  thefe  myuerious  words. 

THEORACLE.  "  Shed  in  acurfcd  hour,  by  curfed  hand, 
Blood-royal  unreveng'd  has  curs'd  the  land. 

When 
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When  Laius'  death  is  expiated  well, 

Your  plague  fliall  ceafe.  The  reft  let  Laius  tell." 

OEdip.  Dreadful  indeed !   Blood  !   and  a  king's  blood 
And  fuch  a  king's,   and  by  his  fubjecls  fhed  !  [too ; 

(Elfe  why  this  curfe  on  Thebes  ?)  no  wonder  then 
If  monfters,  wars,  and  plagues,  revenge  fuch  crimes ! 
If  Heav'n  be  juft,  its  whole  artillery, 
All  muft  be  empty'd  on  us :  not  one  bolt 
Shall  err  from  Thebes ;  but  more  be  cail'd  for,  more : 
New  moulded  thunder  of  a  larger  lize ; 
Driv'n  by  whole  Jove.     What,  touch  anointed  pow'r  ! 
Then,  gods,  beware  ;  Jove  would  himielf  be  nextj 
Could  you  but  reach  him  too. 

zd  Pr.  We  mourn  the  fad  remembrance. 

OEdip.  Well  you  may  : 

Worfe  than,  a  plague  infects  you  :  y'are  devoted 
To  mother  earth,  and  to  th'  infernal  pow'rs  : 
Hell  has  a  right  in  you  :  I  thank  you,  gods, 
That  I'm  no  Theban  born.  How  my  blood  curdles  ! 
As  if  this  curfe  touch'd  me,  and  touch'd  me  nearer 

Than  all  this  prefence  ! Yes,  'tis  a  king's  blood, 

And  I,  a  king,  am  ty'd  in  deeper  bonds 

To  expiate  this  blood But  where,  from  whom, 

Or  how  muft  I  atone  it  ?  Tell  me,  Thebans, 

How  Laius  fell ;  for  a  confus'd  report 

Pafs'd  through  my  ears,  when  firft  I  took  the  crown  : 

But  full  of  hurry,  like  a  morning  dream, 

It  vaniih'd  in  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

ijl  Pr.  He  went  in  private  forth ;  but  thinly  follow'd  ; 
And  ne'er  return'd  to  Thebes. 

OEdip.  Nor  any  from  him  ?  Came  there  no  attendant  ? 
None  to  bring  the  news  ? 

2dPr.  But  one;  and  he  fo  wounded, 
He  fcarce  drew  breath  to  fpeak  fome  few  faint  words. 

OEdip.  What  were  they  ?  Something  may  be  learn'd 
from  thence. 

ifl  Pr.  He  faid  a  band  of  robbers  watchM  their  pafTage  ; 
Who  took  advantage  of  a  narrow  way 
To  murder  Laius  and  the  reft  :  himfelf 
Left  too  for  dead. 

OEdip.  Made  you  no  more  enquiry, 
But  took  this  bare  relation  ? 

2d  Pr.  'Twas  neglected  ; 

3  For 
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For  then  the  monfter  Sphinx  began  to  rage ; 
And  prefent  cares  foon  buried  the  remote  ; 
So  was  it  hufli'd,  and  never  lince  revived. 

OEdip.  Mark,  Thebans,  mark  ! 
Juft  then,  the  Sphinx  began  to  rage  among  you  ; 
The  gods  took  hold  ev'n  of  th'  offending  minute, 
And  dated  thence  your  woes :  thence  will  I  trace  them. 
iJIPr.  'Tisjuft  thou  Ihould'lr. 

OEdip.  Hear  then  this  dreadful  imprecation;  hear  it: 
'Tis  laid  on  all ;  not  anyone  exempt : 
Bear  witnefs,  Heav'n,  avenge  it  on  the  perjur'd. 
If  any  Theban  born,  if  any  flranger 
Reveal  this  murder,  or  produce  its  author, 
Ten  Attick  talents  be  his  juft  reward  : 
But,  if  for  fear,  for  favour,  or  for  hire, 
The  murd'rer  he  conceal,  the  curfe  of  Thebes 
Fall  heavy  on  his  head  :  unite  our  plagues, 
Ye  gods,  and  place  them  there  :  from  fire  and  water, 
Converfe,  and  all  things  common,  be  he  banifli'd. 
But  for  the  murderer's  felt,  unfound  by  man, 
Find  him,  ye  pow'is  coeleftial  and  infernal ; 
And  the  fame  fare  or  worfe  than  Laius  met, 
Let  be  his  lot :  his  children  be  accurft; 
His  wife  and  kindred,  all  of  his  be  curs'd. 
Both  Pr.  Confirm  it,  Heav'n  ! 

Enter  Jocafta,  attended  by  women* 
yoc.  At  your  devotions  !  Heav'n  fucceed  your  wifties ; 
And  bring  th'  effect  of  thcfe  your  pious  pray'rs 
On  you,  on  me,  and  all. 
Pr.  Avert  this  omen,  Heav'n  ? 
OEdif.  Oh,  fatal  found,  unfortunate  Jocafta  f 
What  haft  thou  faid  ?  An  ill  hour  haft  thou  chofen 
For  thefe  foreboding  words !   Why,  we  were  curling  ! 
Joe.  Then  may  that  curfe  fall  only  where  you  laid  it. 
OEdtp.  Speak  no  more  ! 

For  all  thou  fay'ft  is  ominous :  we  were  curling ; 
And  that  drre  imprecation  hail  thou  faften'd 
On  Thebes,  and  thee  and  me,  and  all  of  us. 

Joe.  Are  then  my  bleffings  turn'd  into  a  curfe  ? 
Oh,  unkind  OEdipus !  My  former.Lord 
Thought  me  his  bleffing  :  be  thou  like  my  Laius. 

OEdip.  What  yet  again  ?  The  third  time  hail  thou 
curs'd  me : 

This 
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This  imprecation  was  for  Laius'  death, 
And  thou  haft  wifli'd  me  like  him. 

Joe,  Horror  feizes  me  ! 

OEdip.  Why  doft  thou  gaze  upon  me  ?  Pr'ythee,  love, 
Take  off  thy  eye  ;   it  burdens  me  too  much. 

Joe.  The  more  I  look,  the  more  I  find  of  Laius : 
His  fpeech,  his  garb,  his  action  ;  nay,  his  frown  j 
(For  I  have  feen  it ;)  but  ne'er  bent  on  me. 

OEdip.  Are  we  fo  like? 

Joe.  In  all  things  but  his  love. 

OEdip.  I  love  thee  more  :  fo  well  I  love,  words  can 
not  fpeak  how  well. 

No  pious  fon  e'er  lov'd  his  mother  more 
Than  I  my  dear  Jocafta. 

Joe.  I  love  you  too 

The  felf-fame  way  ;  and  when  you  chid,  methought 
A  mother's  love  ttart  up  in  your  defence, 
And  bade  me  not  be  angry  :  be  not  you  : 
For  I  love  Laius  ftill,  as  wives  fhould  love : 
But  you  more  tenderly  ;  as  part  of  me  ; 
And  when  I  have  you  in  my  arms,  methinks 
I  lull  my  child  afleep. 

OEdip.  Then  we  are  bleft  : 
And  all  thefe  curfes  fweep  along  the  fkies 
Like  empty  clouds  ;  but  drop  not  on  our  heads. 

Joe.  I  have  not  joy'd  an  hour  iince  you  departed, 
For  public  miferies,  and  for  private  fears ; 
But  this  bleil  meeting  has  o'er-paid  'em  all. 
Good  fortune  that  comes  feldom  comes  more  welcome. 
All  I  can  wifli  for  now,  is  your  confent 
To  make  my  brother  happy. 

OEdip.  How,  Jocafta  ? 

Joe.  By  marriage  with  his  niece,  Eurydice  ? 

OEdip.  Uncle  and  niece  j  there  are  too  near,  my  love  : 
'Tis  too  like  inceft  :  'tis  offence  to  kind  : 
Had  I  not  promis'd,  were  there  no  Adraftus, 
No  choice  but  Creon  left  her  of  mankind, 
They  fhould  not  marry  ;  fpeak  no  more  ot  it ; 
The  thought  difturbs  me. 

Joe.  Heav'n  can  never  blefs. 
A  vow  fo  broken,  which  I  made  to  Creon  j 
Remember  he's  my  brother. 

OEdip.  That's  the  bar  j 

And 
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And  (he  thy  daughter  :  nature  would  abhor 

To  be  forc'cl  back  again  upon  herfelf, 

And  like  a  whirlpool  fwalkv.v  her  own  ilreams. 

Joe.  Be  not  difpleas'd  :  I'll  move  the  fuit  no  more. 

OEdip.  No,  do  not ;  for,  I  know  not  why,  it  (hakes  me 
When  I  but  think  on  incell ;  move  we  forward 
To  thank  the  gods  for  my  fuccefs,  and  pray 
To  wa(h  the  guilt  of  royal  blood  away.  [Ex,  omnsj, 

END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT     II. 

SCENE,  an  open  Gallery.  A  Royal  Bedchamber  Icing  fep- 
p'ofed  behind* 

The  Time,  Night.     Thunder,  feYr 
Enter  tLemon,  Alcander,  WPyracmon. 

HJEMON. 

SURE  'tis  the  end  of  all  things  5  Fate  has  torn 
The  lock  of  time  off,  and  his  head  is  now 
The  ghaftly  ball  of  round  eternity  ! 
Call  you  thefe  peals  of  thunder,  but  the  yawn 
Of  bellowing  clouds  ?  By  Jove,  they  feem  to  me 
The  world's  laft  groans ;  and  thofe  vaft  fheets  of  flame 
Are  its  laft  blaze  !  The  tapers  of  the  god, 
The  fun  and  moon,  run  down  like  waxen -globes ; 
The  fhooting  ftars  end  all  in  purple  jellies, 
And  Chaos  is  at  hand. 

Pyr.  'Tis  midnight,  yet  there's  not  a  Theban  deeps, 
But  fuch  as  ne'er  muft  wake.     All  crowd  about 
The  palace,  and  implore,  as  from  a  god, 
Help  of  the  King  ;  who,  from  the  battlement, 
By  the  red  lightning's  glare,  defcry'd  afar, 
Atones  the  angry  powers.  [Thunder,  €sV» 

Ham.  Ha !  Fyracmon,  look  ; 
-Behold,  Alcander,  from  yon' weft  of  heav'n, 
The  perfect  figures  of  a  man  and  woman  : 
A  fcepter  bright  with  gems  in  each  right  hand, 
Their  flowing  robes  of  dazzling  purple  made, 
Diftindtly  yonder  in  that  point  they  ftand,, 

Juft 
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Juft  weft  ;  a  bloody  red  ftains  all  the  place ; 
And  fee,  their  faces  are  quite  hid  in  clouds. 

Pyr.  Clutters  of  golden  ftars  hang  o'er  their  heads, 
And  feem  fo  crowded,  that  they  burft  upon  them  : 
Ail  dart  at  once  their  baleful  influence 
In  leaking  fire. 

Ale.  Long-bearded  comets  (lick, 
Like  flaming  porcupines,  to  their  left  fides, 
As  they  would  fhoot  their  quills  into  their  hearts. 

Ham.  But  fee  !  the  king,  and  queen,  and  all  the  court ! 
Did  ever  day  or  night  fhew  ought  like  this  ? 

[Thunders  again.  The  Scene  draws,  and  drfc  overs 

the  Prodigies. 

Enter  OEdipus,  Jocaita,   Eurydice,    Adraftus,   and  all 
coming  forward  with  Amazement. 

OEdip.  Anfwer,  you  Pow'rs  divine ;  fpare  all  this  noife, 
This  rack  of  heav'n,  and  fpeak  your  fatal  pleafure. 
Why  breaks  yon  dark  and  dulky  orb  away  ? 
Why  from  the  bleeding  womb  of  monftrous  night, 
Burft  forth  fuch  myriads  of  abortive  ftars? 
Ha !  my  Jocafta,  look  !  the  filver  moon  ! 
A  fettling  crimfon  ftains  her  beauteous  face  ! 
She's  all  o'er  blood  !  and  look,  behold  again, 
What  mean  the  myftic  heav'ns  me  journeys  on  ? 
A  vaft  eclipfe  darkens  the  labouring  planet : 
Sound  there,  found  all  our  inftruments  of  war ; 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  filver,  brafs,  and  iron, 
And  beat  a  thoufand  drums  to  help  her  labour. 

Adr.  'Tisvain;  you  fee  the  prodigies  continue; 
Let's  gaze  no  more,  the  gods  are  humorous. 

OEdlp.  Forbear,   rafh  man Once  more  I  alk  your 

If  that  the  glow  worm  light  of  human  reafon  [pleafure  ! 

Might  dare  to  offer  at  immortal  knowledge, 

And  cope  with  gods,  why  all  this  ftorm  of  nature  ? 

Why  do  the  rocks  fplit,  and  why  rolls  the  fea  ? 

Why  thefe  portents  in  heav'n,  and  plagues  on  earth  } 

Why  yon  gigantic  forms,  ethereal  monfters  ? 

Alas !  is  all  this  but  to  fright  the  dwarfs 

Which  your  own  hands  have  made  ?  Then  be  it  fo. 

Or  if  the  fates  Vefolve  fome  expiation 

For  murder'd  Laius :  hear  me,  hear  me,  gods  ! 

Hear  me  thus  proftrate:  fpare  this  groaning  land, 

Save  innocent  Thebes,  ftop  the  tyrant  Death ; 

Do 
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Do  this,  and  lo  I  (land  up  an  oblation 

To  meet  your  fwifteft  and  fevereft  anger, 

Shoot  all  at  once,  and  ftrike  me  to  the  centre. 

[The  Cloud  draws  that  veiled  the  Heads  of  the  Figures  of  the 

Jky,  andjhews  them  crowned  with  the  Names  of  OEdipus 

dTiY/Jocafta  written  above  in  great  Cbaraflcrs  of  Gold* 

Adr.  Either  I  dream,  and  all  my  cooler  fenfes 
Are  vanifli'd  with  that  cloud  that  fleets  away, 
Or  juft  above  thofe  two  majeftic  heads, 
I  fee,  I  read  difHnclly  in  large  gold, 
OEdipus  and  Jocafla. 

Ale.  I  read  the  fanae. 

Adr.  'Tis  wonderful ;  jet  ought  not  man  to  wade 
Too  far  in  the  vail  deep  ot  deftiny. 

[  Thunder,   and  the  Prodigies  <vanijf?9 

Joe.  My  Lord,  my  OEdipus,  why  gaze  you  now, 
When  the  whole  heav'n  is  clear,  as  if  the  gods 
Had  fome  new  monfters  made  ?  Will  you  not  turn, 
And  blefs  your  people,  who  devour  each  word 
You  breathe  ? 

OEdip.  It  fliall  be  fo. 
Yes,  I  will  die,  Oh,  Thebes,  to  fave  thee  ! 
Draw  from  my  heart  my  blood,  with  more  content 
Than  e'er  I  wore  thy  crown.     Yet,  Oh,  Jocafla  ! 
By  all  th'  indearments  of  miraculous  love, 
By  all  our  languifhings,  our  fears  in  pleafure, 
Which  oft  have  made  us  wonder  ;  here  I  fwear 
On  thy  fair  hand,  upon  thy  breaft  I  fwear, 
I  cannot  call  to  mind,  from -budding  childhood 
To  blooming  youth,  a  crime  by  me  committed, 
For  which  the  awful  gods  fhould  doom  my  death. 

'Joe.  'Tis  not  you,  my  Lord, 
But  he  who  murder'd  Laius,  frees  the  land : 
Were  you,  which  is  impoffible,  the  man, 
Perhaps  my  poignard  firft  fliould  drink  your  blood; 
But  you  are  innocent,  as  your  Jocafta, 
From  crimes  like  thofe.     This  made  me  violent 
To  fave  your  life,  which  you  unjuft  would  lofe : 
Nor  can  you  comprehend,  with  deepeft  thought, 
The  horrid  agony  you  caft  me  in, 
When  you  refolv'd  to  die. 

OEdip.  Is't  poflibie  ? 

Joe.  Alas,  why  ilart  you  fo  ?  Her  fliff'ning  grief, 

Wh« 
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Who  faw  her  children  flaughter'd  all  at  once, 
Was  dull  to  mine  :  methinks  I  fliould  have  made 
My  bofom  bare  again  ft  the  armed  god, 
To  fave  my  OEdiptis  ! 

OEdip.  I  pray,  no  more. 

Joe.  You've  filenc'd  me,  my  Lord. 

OEdip.  Pardon  me,  dear  Jocafta  ! 
Pardon  a  heart  that  links  with  fufferings, 
And  cm  but  vent  itfelf  in  fobs  and  murmurs  : 
Yet  to  reftore  my  peace,  I'll  find  him  out. 
Yes,  yes  you  gods !  you  (hall  have  ample  vengeance 
On  Laius'  murderer.     O,  the  traitor's  name  ! 
I'll  know't,  I  will  ;  art  fiiall  be  conjur'd  for  it, 
And  nature  all  unravcll'd. 

Joe.  Sacred  Sir 

OEdip.  Rage  will  have  way,  and  'tis  but  juft  ;  I'll  fetch 
Tho*  lodg'd  in  air,  upon  a  dragon's  wing,  [him, 

Tho'  rocks  mould  hide  him  :  nay  he  fiiall  be  dragg'U 
From  hell,  if  charms  can  hurry  him  along  : 
His  ghoft  (hall  be,  by  fage  Tirefias'  power, 
(Tirefias,  that  rules  all  beneath  the  moon) 
Oonfin'd  to  flefti,  ro.fuffer  death  once  mote  ; 
And  then  be  plungM  in  his.firft  fires  again. 
Enter  Creon. 

Or.  M?  Lord, 
Tirefias  attends  yourpleafure. 

OEdip.  Hafte,  and  bring  him  in. 
O,  my  Jocafta,  Eurydice,  Adraftus, 
Creon,  and  all  ye  Thebans,  now  the  end 
Of  plagues,  of  madnefs,  murders,  prodigies, 
Draws  on  :  this  battle  of  the  heav'ns  and  earth 
Shall  by  his  wifdom  be  reduc'd  to  peace. 
Enter  Tireiias,  leaning  on.  ajlaff,  led  'y  bis  daughter  Maiito, 

foHo&etl  by  other  Thcbans. 
Othou,  whofe  moft  afpiring  mind 
Knows  all  the  buiinefs  of  the  courts  above, 
Opens  the  ciotets  of  the  gods,  and  dares 
To  mix  with  Jove  himfelf  and  Fate  at  council ; 
O 'prophet,  anlwer  me,  declare  aloud 
The  traitor  who  confpir'd  the  death  of  Laius  ; 
Or  be  they  more,  who  from  malignant  liars 
Have  drawn  this  plague  thatblafts  unhappy  Thebes  ? 

Tir,  We  muit  no  more  than  Fate  commiiuons  ua 

C  To 
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To  tell  ;  yet  fomething  and  of  moment  I'll  unfold? 
It"  that  the  god  would  wake  ;   I  feel  him  now, 
4  Like  a  ftrong  fpirit  charm'd  into  a  tree, 

*  That  leaps  and  moves  the  wood  without  a  wind  : 
'  The  rouzed  god,  as  all  this  while  he  lay, 

*  Iritomb'd  alive,  (tarts  and  dilates  himfelf  ;* 
He  ftruggles,  and  he  tears  my  aged  trunk 
With  holy  fury,  *  my  old  arteries  buft  ; 

My  rivel'd  ikin, 

Like  parchment,  crackles  at  the  hallow'd  fire ; 
I  (hall  be  young  again  :'  Man  to,  my  daughter, 
Thou  haft  a  voice  that  might  have  fav'd  the  bard 
Of  Thrace,  and  rorc'dthe  raging  Bacchanals, 
With  lifted  prongs,  to  15 (ten  to  thy  airs ':* 
O  charm  this  god,  this  fury  in  my  bofom, 
Lull  him  with  tuneful  notes,  and  artful  firings, 
With  pow'rful  (trains  ;  '  M<mto,  my  lovely  child,* 
Sooth  the  unruly  godhead  to  be  mild. 

SONG    to    APOLLO. 

Phoebus,  god  belov'd  by  men, 
At  thy  dawn,  elvery  beait  is  rouz'd  in  his  den ; 
At  thy  fetting,  all  the  birds  of  thy  abfence  complain  j 
And  we  die,  all  die  till  the  morning  comes  again. 

Phoebus,  god  belov'd  by  men  I 

Idol  of  tht  Eaftern  kings, 

Awful  as  the  god  who  flings 

His  thunder  round,  and  the  lightning  wings  ;, 

God  of  fongs,  and  Orphean  ftrings, 

Who  to  this  mortal  bofom  brings 

All  harmonious  heav'nly  things  ! 

Thy  drouzy  prophet  to  revive, 
Tenthoufand  thoufand  forms  before  him  drive ; 
With  chariots  and  horfes  all  o'fire  awake  him, 
Convulfions,  and  furies,  and  prophefies  (hake  him  : 
Let  him  tell  it  in  groans,  tho'  he  bend  with  the  load, 
Tho'  he  burfl  with  the  weight  of  the  terrible  god. 

Tir.  The  wretch,  who  fhed  the  blood  of  old  Labdaci- 
Lives,  and  is  great ;  [des, 

But  cruel  greatnefs  ne'er  was  long  : 
The  firft  of  Laius'  blood  his  life  did  feize, 

And 
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And  urg'd  his  fate. 

Which  elfe  had  lafting  been  and  ftrong, 

The  wretch,  who  Laius  kill'd  muft  bleed  or  fly  ; 

Or  Thebes,  confum'd  with  plagues,  in  ruins  lie. 

O^a^.Thefirft  or  Laius'  blood!  pronounce  the  perfon  5 
May  the  god  roar  from  thy  prophetic  mouth, 
That  even  the  dead  may  Hart  up,  to  behold. 
Name  him,  I  fay,  that  moft  accurfed  wretch, 
For,  by  the  ftars,  he  dies  ! 
Speak,  I  command  thee  ; 

By  Phcebus,  fpeak  ;  for  fudden  death's  his  doom  ; 
Here  fhall  he  fall,  bleed  on  this  very  fpot ; 
His  name,  I  charge  thee  once  more,  fpeak. 

Tir.  '  Tis  loft, 

Like  what  we  think  can  never  fiiun  remembrance  ; 
Yet  of  a  fudden's  gone  beyond  the  clouds. 

OEdip.  Fetch  it  from  thence ;  I'll  have  it,  where-e'er 

Cre.  Let  me  intreat  you,  facred  Sir,  be  calm,      [it  be. 
And  Creon  mail  point  out  the  great  offender. 
'Tis  true,  refpecl  of  nature  might  enjoin 
Me  lilence,  at  another  time ;  but,  oh, 
Much  more  the  pow'r  of  my  eternal  love  ! 
That,  thatftiouldftrike  me  dumb:  yet,  Thebes,  ray  coun- 
I'll  break  through  all  to  fuccour  thee,  poor  city,     [try— 
O,  I  muft. fpeak. 

OEdip.  Speak  then,  if  ought  thou  know'ft  : 
As  much  thou  feem'ft  to  know,  delay  no  longer. 

Cre.  O  beauty  !  O  illuftrious  royal  maid  ! 
To  whom  my  vows  were  ever  paid  till  now, 
And  with  fuch  modeft,  chafte  and  pure  afte<ftion, 
The  coldeft  nymph  might  read  'em  without  blufhing. 
Art  thou  the  murd'rels,  then,  of  wretched  Laius? 
And  I,  muft  I  accufe  thee  ?  Oh,  my  tears ! 
Why  will  you  fall  in  fo  abhorr'd  a  caufe  ? 
But  that  thy  beauteous,  barbarous  hand  deftroy'd 
Thy  father  (O  monfirous  aft !)  both  gods 
And  men  at  once  take  notice. 

OEttip.  Kurydice  ! 

Eur.  Traitor,  go  on  ;  I  fcorn  thy  little  malice, 
And  knowing  more  my  perfect  innocence, 
Than  gods  and  men,  then  how  much  more  than  thee, 
Who  arj  their  oppofite,and  form'da  liar, 

C  2  I  thus 
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I  thus  difdainthee  !  Thou  once  didft  talk  of  love;' 
Becaufe  I  hate  thy  love, 
Thou  deft  accufe  me. 

Adr\  Villain,  inglorious  villain, 
And  traitor,  doubly  damn'd,  whodurft  blafphemc 
The  fpotlefs  virtue  of  the  brighteft  beauty  ; 
Thoudy'ft :  nor  (hall  the  facred  majefty 

[Draws  and  ivoumk  hint, 
That  guards  this  place,  preferve  thee  from  my  rage. 

OEdip.  Difarm  them  both.    Prince,  I  (hall  make  you 
That  I  can  tame  you  twice.  Guards,  feize  him.      [know 

jcldr.  Sir, 

I  rauft  acknowledge  in  another  caufe 
Repentance  might  abafh  me  ;  but  I  glory 
lu  this,  and  (mile  to  fee  the  traitor's  blood. 
OEdip.  Creon,  you  fhtll  be  fatisfy'dat  full. 
Cre.  My  hun  is  nothing,  Sir  ;  but  I  appeal 
To  wife  Tirefias,  if  my  accufation 
Be  not  moil'trpe.     The  firft  of  Laius*  blood 
Gave  him  his  death.     Is  there  a  prince  before  her  ? 
Then  (he  is  faultlefs,  and  I  afk  her  pardon. 
And  may  this  blood  ne'er  ceafe  todrqp,  O  Thebes, 
If  pity  of  thy  fufferings  did  not  move  me 
To  ibew  the  cure  which  Heav'n  itfelf  prefcrib'd. 

Eur.  Yes,  Thebans,  I  will  die  to  fave  your  lives, 
More  willingly  than  you  can  \vifh  my  fate; 
But  let  this  gocd,  this  wife,  this  holy  man, 
Pronounce  my  ftntence  :  for  to  fall  by  him, 
Ev  the  vile  breath  of  that  prodigious  villain, 
Would  link  my  foul,  tho'  I  ihould  die  a  martyr. 

Adr.  Unhand  me,  ilaves.     O  mightieft  of  kings, 
See  at  your  feet  a  prince  not  us'd  to  kneel ; 
Touch  nor  Eurydice,  by  till  the  gods, 
As  you  would  fave  your  Thebes,  but  take  my  life  : 
For  ihould  Hie  periGi,   Heav'n  would  heap  plagues   on 
Rain  fulphur  down,  hurl  kindled  bolts  [plagues, 

Upon  your  guilty  heads. 

Cre.  You  turn  to  gallantry,  what  is  but  juftice  : 
Proot  will  be  eafy  made.     Adrailus  was 
The  robber  who  bereft  th*  unhappy  king 
Or  life  ;  'becauie  he  flatly  had  deny'd 
To  make  fopoor  a  prince  his  fon-in-law: 

Therefore 
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Therefore  'twere  fit  that  both  mould  perim. 

i  Tbcb.  Both,  let  both  die. 

Jill  Theb.  Both,  both  ;  let  them  die. 

OEdip.  Hence  you   wild  herd  !  For  your  ring-leader 
He  Ihall  be  made  example.     Haemon,  take  him.     [here, 

i  Tbeb.  Mercy  !    O  mercy  ! 

OEdip.  Mutiny  in  my  prefence  ! 
Hence,  let  me  fee  that  bufy  face  no  more. 

Tir.  Thebans,  what  madnefs  makes  you  drunk  with 
Enough  of  guilty  death's  already  acted  j  [rage  ? 

Fierce  Creon  has  accufed  Eurydice, 
With  prince  Adraftus  ;  which  the  god  reproves 
By  inward  checks,  and  leaves  their  fates  in  doubt. 

OEdip*  Therefore  inftrucl  us  what  remains  to  do, 
Or  fuffer ;  for  I k  feel  a  fleep  like  death 
Upon  me,  and  I  figh  to  be  at  reft. 

Tir.  Since  that  the  pow'rs  divine  refufe  to  clear 
The  myftic  deed,  I'll  to  the  Grove  of  Furies  ; 
There  I  can  force  the  infernal  gods  to  (hew 
Their  horrid  forms ;  each  trembling  ghoft  mail  rife, 
And  leave  their  grizly  king  without  a  waiter. 
For  prince  Adraftus  and  Eurydice, 
My  life's  eugag'd,  I'll  guard  them  in  the  fane, 
Till  the  dark  myfteries  of  hell  are  dons. 
Follow  me,  princes.    Thebans,  all  to  reft. 
O,  OEdipus,  to-morrow — but  no  more.  « 

It  that  thy  wakeful  genius  will  permit, 
Indulge  thy  brain  this  night  with  lofter  (lumbers  : 

To-morrow,  O  to- morrow  ! Deep,  my  ion  j 

And  in  prophetic  dreams  thy  fate  be  (hewn. 

\_Extunt  Tir.  Adr.  Eur.  Man.  and^Tbebans. 

OEdip.  To  bed,  my  fair,  my  dear,  my  beft  Jocafta. 
After  the  toils  of  war,  'tis  wondrous  ftrange 
Our  loves  fhould  thus  be  dafh'd.   One  moment's  thought^ 
And  I'll  approach  the  arms  of  my  belov'd. 

Joe*  -Con fume  whole  years  in  care,  ib  now  and  then 
1  may  have  leave  to  feed  my  famifh'd  eyes 
With  one  fhort  pafling  glance,  and  figh  my  vows  : 
This  and  no  more,  my  Lord,  is  all  the  pailion 
Of  languifhing  Jocaftn.  \Exit* 

OEdip.  Thou  fcfteft,  fweeteft  of  the  wcrid  !  good  mgnt. 
C  3  Nay, 
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Nay,  fhe  is  beauteous  too  ;  yet,  mighty  love  ! 
I  never  offer'd  to  obey  thy  laws, 
But  an  unufual  chttnefs  came  upon  me  ; 
An  unkno.vn  hand  flul  check'd  my  forward  joy, 
Dafh'd  me  with  blufhes,  tho'  no  light  was  near  ; 
That  even  the  act  became  a  violation. 
JPyr.  He's  ftrangely  thoughtful. 
Rd'rp.  Hark  !  who  was  that  !  Ha  !   Creon,  didft  rhou 


Crf.  Not  I,  my  gracious  Lord,  nor  any  -here,    [call  me? 

O'1'f!i/)'.  That's  ilrange  !    methought  J  heard  a  doltful 
C'ry  OEdipus  —  The  prophet  bad  mefleep.  [voice 

He  t.flk'd  of  dreams,  of  vifions,  and  to-morrow  ! 
I'll  mu-fe  no  more,  come  what  will  or  can, 
My  thought*  are  clearer  than  unclouded  iiars  ; 
And  with  thole  thoughts  I'll  reft.     Creon,  good  night. 

[Exit  with  Ha?ia. 

Cre.  Sleep  feal  your  eyes  up,  Sir,  eternal  fleep. 
But  if  hefleepand  u;;ke  again,  O  all 
Tormenting  dreams,  wild  horrors  of  the  night, 
And  hags  or  fancy,  wing  him  through  the  air  : 
From  precipices  hurl  him  headlong  down  ; 
CbarybdV  roar,  and  death  be  let  before  him. 

Ale.  Yo»r  curies  have  already  ta'en  eftedt  ; 
For  he  looks  very  fad. 

Cre.  May  he  be  rooted  where  he  {lands  for  ever  ; 
His  'eye-balls  never  move,  brows  be  unbent, 
His  blood,  his  entrails,  liver,  heart  and  bowels, 
Be  blacker  than  the  place  I  wifh  him,  hell. 

Pyr.  No  more  ;  you  tear  yourfelf,but  vex  not  him. 
Methinks  'twere  brave  this  night  to  force  the  temple, 
While  blind  Tirefias  conjures  up  the  fiends, 
And  pafs  the  time  with  nice  Eurydice. 

Ale.  Try  promifes  and  threats,  and  if  all  fail, 
Since  hell's  broke  loofe,  why  fhould  not  you  be  mad  ?     * 
Ravifh,  and  leave  her  dead  with  her  Adraftus. 

Cre.  VVeie  the  globe  mine,  I'd  give  a  province  hourly 
For  fuch  another  thought.     Luft  and  re¥enge  ! 
To  Hab  at  once  the  only  man  I  hate, 
And  to  enjoy  the  woman  whom  I  love  ! 
I  afk  no  more  of  my  aufpicious  flars, 

4  The 
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The  reft  as  Fortune  pleafe ;  fo  but  this  night 
She  play  me  fair,  why,  let  her  turn  for  ever. 
Enter  Haemon. 

Ham.  My  Lord,  the  troubled  king  is  gone  to  reft  ; 
Yet,  ere  he  llept,  commanded  me  to  clear 
The  antichambers  :  none  muft  dare  be  near  him. 

Cre.  Haemon,  you  do  your  duty \T~'bunder* 

And  we  obey. — The  night  grows  yet  more  dreadful  I 

'Tis  juft  that  all  retire  to  their  devotions ; 

The  gods  are  angry  :  but  to-morrow's  dawn, 

If  prophets  do  not  lie,  will  make  all  clear. 

As  they  go  of\   OEdipus  enters,  walking  ajleep  in  his  Jhirt^ 

with  a  dagger  in  bis  right-band,  and  a  taper  in  his  left. 

OEdlp.  O,  my  Jocafta  !  'tis  for  this  the  wet 
Starv'd  foldier  lies  on  rhe  cold  ground  ; 
For  this  he  bears  the  ftorms 
Of  winter  camps,  and  freezes  in  his  arms : 
To  be  thus  circled,  to  be  thus  embraced  ; 
That  I  couid  hold  thee  ever  !  —  Ha  !  where  art  thou  ? 
What  means  this  melancholy  light,  that  feems 
The  gloom  of  glowing  embers  ? 
The  curtain's  drawn  ;  and  fee  (he's  here  again  ! 
Jocafta  !  Ha  !  what,  fali'n  aileep  fo  foon  ? 
How  fares  my  love  ?  This  taper  will  inform  me. 
Hii !  lightning  blaft  me,  thunder 
Rivet  me  ever  to  Prometheus'  rock, 
And  vultures  gnaw  out  my  inceftuous  heart. 
By  all  the  gods,  my  mother  Merope  ! 
My  f word,  a  dagger!   Ha,  who  waits  there  ?  Slaves, 
My  fword.  What,  Hcrmon,  dar'ft  thou,  villain,  ilop  me? 
With  thy  own  poignard  perifli.     Ha  !  who's  this  ? 
Or  is't  a  change  of  death  ?  By  all  my  honours, 
New  murder  ;  thou  hall:  (lain  old  Polybus  : 
Jnceft  and  parricide,  thy  father's  murdered  !: 
Out,  thou  internal  flame:  now  all  is  dark, 
All  blind  and  difmal,  moft  triumphant  mifchiefl 
And  now,  while  thus  I  (talk  about  the  room, 
I  challenge  fate  to  find  another  wretch 
Like  OEdipus  !  \Thundcr r  &fc. 

Enfer  Jocafta  a'- tended +  with  light*,  in  a  night-gown. 
Night,  horror,  death,  confulion,  hell,  and  furies  ! 
Where  am  I  ?  O,  Jocafta,  let  me  hold  thee  : 

Thus 
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Thus  to  my  bofom,  ages  let  me  grafp  me, 
All  that  the-  hardefl  tempered  weather'd  flefti, 
vWith  fierceft  human  fpirit  infpir'd,  can  dare, 
Of  do,  I  dare  ;  but,  O  you  povv'rs,  this  was 
By  infinite  degrees  too  much  for  man. 
Methinks  my  deafeh'd  ears 
Are  burft ;  my  eyes,  as  if  they  had  been  knock'd 
By  fome  tempeftuous  hand,  (hoot  flashing  fire  : 
Thatfleep  fhould  do  this ! 

Joe.  Then  my  fears  were  true. 
Methought  I  heard  your  voice,  and  yet  I  doubted, 
Now  roaring  like  the  ocean,  when  the  winds 
Fight  with  the  Waves  ;  now,  in  a  ftill  fmall  tone 
Your  dying  accents  fell,  as  racking  (hips, 
After  the  dreadful  yell,  fink  murm'ring  down, 
And  bubble  up  a  noife. 

OEdip.  Truft  rne,  thou  faireft,  bed  of  all  thy  kind, 
None  e'er  in  dreams  was  tortur'd  ib  before. 
Yet  what  moil  (hocks  the  nicenefsof  my  temper, 
Evrn  far  beyond  the  killing  of  my  father, 
And  my  own  death,  is  that  this  horrid  fleep 
Dafh'd  my  lick  fancy  with  an  acl  of  inceft  : 
I  dream'd,  Jocaita,  that  thou  wert  my  mother  j 
Which  tho'  impoflible,  fo  damps  my  fpirks, 
That  I  could  do  a  mifchief  on  myfelf, 
Left  I  fhould  fleep  and  dream  the  like  again. 
Joe.  O,  OEdiipus,  too  well  I  underftand  you  \ 

I  know  the  wrath  of  heav'n,  the  care  of  Thebes, 

The  cries  of  its  inhabitants,  war's  toils, 

And  thoufand  other  labours  of  the  ftate, 

Are  all  refer'd  to  you,  and  ought  to  take  you 

For  ever  from  Jocafta. 

OEdlp.  Life  of  my  life,  and  treafureof  my  foul,- 

Heav'n  knows  I  love  thee. 
Joe.  O,  you  think  me  vile, 

And  of  an  inclination  ib  ignoble, 

That  I  muft  hide  me  from  your  eyes  for  ever. 

Be  witnefs,  gods,  and  ftrike  Jocafta  dead, 

If  an  immodeft  thought,  or  low  defire 

JnflranM  my  tpreaft,  fince  firft  our  loves  were  lighted. 
OEd'ip.  O  rife,  and  add  not,  by  thy  cruel  kindnefs, 

A  grief  more  fenlible  than  all  my  torments. 

Thou 
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Thou  th'mk'ft  my  dreams  are  forg'd  ;  but  by  thyfelf, 
The  greateft  oath  I  fwear,  they  are  moft  true : 
But,  be  they  what  they  will,  1  here  difmifs  them  ; 
Begone,  chimaeras,  to  your  mother  clouds. 
Is  there  a  fault  in  us  ?  Have  we  not  fearch'd 
The  womb  of  Heav'n,  examin'd  all  the  entrails 
Of  birds  and  beafts,  and  tired  the  prophet's  art  ? 
Yet  what  avails  ?  He,  and  the  gods  together, 
Seem  like  phyftcians  at  a  lofs  to  help  us ; 
Thefore,  like  wretches  that  have  linger'd  long, 
We'll  fnatch  the  flrongeft  cordial  of  our  love.— 
To  bed,  my  fair. 

Gboft  within.  OEdipuS  ! 

OEdip.  Ha!  who  calls? 
Didil  thou  not  hear  a  voice  ? 

Joe.  Alas  !   1  did. 

Gboft.  Jocaft*  ! 

Joe.  O,  my  love,  my  Lord,  fuppoft  me  ! 

OEdlp.  Call  louder,  till  you  burilyour  airy  forms  : 
Reft  on  my  hand.     Thus,  arm'd  with  innocence, 
I'll  face  thefe  babbling  dxmons  of  the  air : 
In  fpight  of  ghofts,  I'll  on, 

Tho*  round  my  bed  the  furies  plant  their  charms ; 
I'll  break  them  with  Jocafta  in  my  arms  j 
Clafp'd  in  the  folds  of  love,  I'll  wait  my  doom, 
And  ad  my  joys,  tho*  thunder  fhake  the  room. 

[Exeunt, 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT* 


ACT         II. 

SCENE,  a  dark  Grove. 
Enter  Creon  and  Diocles. 

CREON. 
J  /~T~^  IS  better  not  to  be,  than  be  unhappy. 

X      Dioc.  What  mean  you  by  theie  words  ? 
•Cre.  'Tis  better  not  tube,  than  to  be  Creon. 
A  thinking  foul  is  pumfhment  enough  ; 
But  when  'tis  great,  like  mine,  and  wretched  too, 
Then  every  thought  dravVs  blood. 
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Dioc.  You  are  not  wretched. 
Cre.  I  am  :  my  foul's  ill-married  to  my  body  ; 
I  would  be  young,  be  handfome,  be  belov'd  : 

Could  I  but  breathe  myfelf  into  Adraftus 

Dioc.  You  rave  ;  call  home  your  thoughts. 

Cre.  I  pr'ythee  let  my  foul  take  air  awhile  ; 
Were  (lie  in  OEdipus^  I  were  a  king  ; 
Then  I  had  kill'd  a  monfler,  gain'd  a  battle, 
And  had  my  rival  prisoner ;  brave,  brave  adtions : 
Why  have  not  I  done  thefe  ? 

Dioc.-  Your  fortune  hinder'd. 

Cre.  There's  it.     I  have  a  foul  to  do  them  all : 
But  Fortune  will  have  nothing  done  that's  great 
But  by  young  handfome  fools :  body  and  brawn 
Do  all  her  work  :  Hercules  was  a  fool, 
And  ftraight  grew  famous :  a  mad  boiil'roua  fool : 
Nay  worfe,  a  woman's  fooJ. 
Fool  is  the  fluff,  of  which  Heav'n. makes  a  hero. 

•J)ioc.  A  ferpent  ne'er  becomes  a  flying  dragon, 
Till  he  has  eat  a  ferpent. 

Cre.  Goes  it  there  ? 
I  underfland  thee ;  I  muft  kill  Adraftus. 

Didc.  Or  not  enjoy  your  miftrefs : 
Eurydice  and  he  are  pris'ners  here, 
But  will  not  long, be  fo  :  this  tell-tale  ghoft 
Perhaps  will  clear  them  both. 

Cre.  .Well ;  'tis  refolv'd. 

Dioc.  The  princefs  walks  this  way ; 
You  muft  not  meet  her 
Till  this  be  done. 

Cre.  I  mull. 

Dioc.  She  hates  your  fight ; 
And  more  fince  you  accused  her. 

Cre.  Urge  it  not. 

I  cannot  flay  to  tell  thee  my  defign, 
For  fhe*s  too  near. 

Enter  Eurydice. 
How,  Madam,  were  you/thoughts  employ 'd  ? 

Eur.  On  death  and  thee. 

Cre.  Then  they  were  not  well  forted  :  life  and  me 
Had  been  the  better  match. 

Eur»  No,  I  was  thinking 

On 
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On  two  the  moft  deteflea  things  in  nature  : 
And  they  are  death  am1,  thee. 

Ov.The  thought  of  death  to  one  near  death  is  dreadful  1 
O  'tis  a  fearful  thing  to  be  no  more. 
Or  if  to  'jc,  fo'wander  after  death  ; 
To  walk  as  ipirits  do,  in  brakes  all  day  ; 
And  when  the  darknefs  comes,  to  glide  in  paths 
That  lead  to  graves ;  and  in  the  filent  vault, 
Where  lies  your  own  pale  (hrowd,  to  hover  o'er  it^ 
Stnving  to  enter  your  forbidden  corps : 
And  often,  often,  vainly  breathe  your  ghofl 
Into  your  lifelefs  lips  : 
Then,  like  a  lone  benighted  traveller 
Shut  out  from  lodging,  (hall  your  groans  be  anfwer'd 
By  whittling  winds,  whofe every  blaft  willfhake 
Your  tender  form  to  atoms. 

Eur.  Muft  I  be  this  thin  being,  and  thus  wander 
No  quiet  after  death  ? 

Cre.  None :  you  mull  leave 
This  beauteous  body  ;  all  this  youth  and  frefhnefs 
Muft  be  no  more  the  object  of  defire, 
But  a  cold  lump  of  clay; 
Which  then  your  difcontented  ghoft  will  leave, 
And  loath  its  former  lodging. 
This  is  thebeft  of  what  comes  after  death, 
Ev'n  to  the  beft. 

Eur.  What  then  (hall  be  thy  lot ! 
Eternal  torments,  baths  of  boiling  fulphur ; 
Viciffitudes  of  fires,  and  then  of  frofts  : 
And  an  old  guardian  fiend,  ugly  as  thou  art, 
To  hollow  in  thy  ears  at  every  lafh  ; 
This  for  Eurydice  ;  thefe  for  her  Adraftus  ! 

Cre.  For  her  Adraftus  ! 

Eur.  Yes,  for  her  Adraftus  ; 
For  death  {hall  ne'er  divide  us.    Death  !  what's  death? 

'  Dioc.  You  feem'd  to  fear  it. 

*  Eur.  But  I  more  fearCreon  : 

«  To  take  that  hunch-back'd  monfter  in  my  arms, 
4  Th'  excrefcence  of  a  man. 

*  Dioc.  [To  Cre.]  See  what  you've  gain'd. 

1  Enr.  Death  only  can  be  dreadful  to  the  bad  : 
*  To  innocence,  'tis  like  a  bug-bear  drefs'd 

*  To 
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*  To  frighten  children  ;  pull  but  off  his  malk, 

*  And  he'll  appear  a  friend/ 
Cre.  You  talk,  too  {lightly 

Of  death  and  hell.     Let  me  inform  you  better. 

Ear.  You  beft  can  tell  the  news  ot  your  own  country. 

Dioc.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  {harp. 

Eur.  Can  I  be  fo  to  one  who  has  accus'd   me 
Of  murder  and  of  parricide  ? 

Cre.  You  provok'd  me: 
And  yet  I  only  did  thus  far  accufe  you, 
As  next  of  blood  to  Laius :  be  advis'd,. 
And  you  may  live. 

Eur.  The  means  ? 

Cre.  'Tis  offer'd  you ; 
The  fool  Adraftus  has  accus'd  himfelf. 

Eur.  He  has  indeed,  to  take  the  guilt  from  me. 

Cre.  He  fays  he  loves  you  ;  if  he  does,  'tis  well : 
He  ne'er  could  prove  it  in  a  better  time. 

Euri.  Then  death  muft  be  his  recompence  for  love  ! 

Cre.  'Tis  a  fooPs  juft  reward  : 
The  wife  can  make  a  better  ufe  of  life  : 
But  'tis  the  young  man's  pleafure  ;  his  ambition : 
I  grudge  him  not  that  favour. 

Eur.  When  he's  dead, 
Where  {hall  I  find  his  equal  ? 

Cre.  Every  where. 
Fine  empty  things,  like  him, 
The  court  fwarms  with-them. 
Fine  fighting  things ;  in  camps  they  are  fo  common, 
Crows  feed  on  nothing  elfe  ;  plenty  of  fools; 
A  glut  of  them  in  Thebes. 
And  Fortune  Aill  takes  care  they  fhould  be  feen  : 
She  places  them  aloft,  o'  th*  topmoit  fpoke 
Of  ail  her  wheel  :  fools  are  the  daily  work 
Of  Nature  ;•  her  vocation  ;  if  (lie  form 
A  nidii,  (he-tales  by't,  'tis  too  expeniive  ; 
'T  would  make  ten  fools  :  a  man's  a  pivdigy. 

Eur.  That  is,  a  Creon  :  O  thou  black  detractor, 
6  Who  fpitt'il  thy  venom  againrt  gods  and  men  ! 

*  Thou  enemy  of  eyes  :' 

Thou  who  lov'il:  nothing  but  what  nothing  loves, 
,And  that's  thyfelf :  who  haft  confpiv'd  againil 

Mv 
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My  life  and  fame,  to  make  me  loath'd  by  all, 
'And  only  fit  for  thee. 

But  for  Adraftus* death,  good  gods,  his  death  ! 
What  curfe  (hall  I  invent  ? 

'Dioc*  No  more — he's  here. 

Fur.  He  fliall  be  ever  here. 
He  who  would  give  his  life,  give  up  his  fame— - 

'Enter  Adrallus. 
If  all  the  excellence  of  woman-kind 

Were  mine No,. 'tis  too  little. all  for  him  : 

Were  I  made  up  of  endlefs,  endlefs  joys 

Adr.  And  fo  thou  art : 
The  man  xvho  loves  like  me, 
Would  think  ev'n  infamy,  the  word:  of  ills, 
Were  cheaply  purchas'd,  were  thy  love  the  price. 
Uncrown'd,  a  captive,  nothing  left  but  honour, 
'Tis  the  laft  thing  a  prince  fhould  throw  away  : 
But  when  the  ftorm  grows  loud,  and  threatens  love, 
Throw  ev'n  that  over-board  j  for  love's  the  jewel, 
And  laft  it  mult  be  kept. 

Cre.  [ToDioc.]  Work  him,  be  fure, 
To  rage —He's  paffionate ; 
Make  him  th'  aggreflbr. 

Dloc.  Oh,  falfelove!  falf<j  honour! 

Cre.  Diffembled  both,  and  falfe  1 

Adr.  Dar'll  thou  fay  this  to  me  ? 

Cre.  To  you  !  why,  what  are  you,  that  I  flionlJ  fear 
I  am  not  Laius.     Hear  me,  Prince  of  Argos.  [you  ? 

You  give  what's  nothing,  when  you  give  your  honour; 
'Tis  gone,  'tis  loft  in  battle.     For  your  love, 
Vows  made  in  wine  are  not  fo  falfe  as  that: 
You  kill'd  her  father;  you  confefs'd  you  did  : 
A  mighty  argument  to  prov;e  your.paflion  to  the  daughter ! 

ddr.  \_.Afidc.}  Gods,  mufti  bear  this  brand,  and  not 
The  lie  to  his  foul  throat'!  [retort 

Dloc.  Bafely  you  kill'd  him. 

A.Jr.[4£de.]  Oh,  I  burn  inward  !  my  blood's  all  o'mV! 
Alcides,  when  the  poifem'd  fliirt  fate  clofetl, 
Had  but  an  ague-fit  to  this  iny  fever. 
Yet,  for  Eurydice,  ev'n  this  I'll  fuffer, 
To  free  my  love Well,  then,  I  kill'd  hi: 

Cre.'  Fairlv,  I'm  fure,  -you  couk!  not.  " 

•  D  '  Diia 
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*Dioc.  Nor  alone. 

Cre.  You  had  your  fellow  thieves  about  you,  Prince: 
They  conquer'd,  and  you  kill'd. 

Adr.  \.4fide.~\   Down,  fwelling  heart  ! 
'Tis  for  thy  princefs,  all — Oh,  my  Euridice  ! —  [To  her. 
Eur.  [To  bim.'\  Reproach  not  thus  the  weaknefsof  my 
As  if  I  could  not  bear  a  lhameful  death,  [fex, 

Rather  than  fee  you  burden'd  with  a  crime 
Of  which  I  know  you  free, 
Cre.  You  do  ill,  Madam, 
To  let  your  headlong  love  triumph  o'er  nature. 
Dare  you  defend  your  father's  murderer  ? 
Eur.  You  know  he  kili'd  him  not. 
Cre.  Let  him  fay  fo. 
Dioc.  See,  he  ftands  mute. 

Cre.  Oh,  pow'r  of  confcience  !  ev'n  in  wicked  men 
It  works,  it  flings,  it  will  not  let  him  utter 
One  fyllable,  one  No,  to  clear  himfelf 
From  the  moft  bafe,  detefted,  horrid  ad, 
That  ere  could  ilain  a  villain,  not  a  prince. 
Adr.  Ha!  villain! 

Cre.  Echo  to  him,  groves,  cry  villain. 
Adr.  Let  me  confider — Did  I  murder  Laius, 
Thus  like  a  villain? 

Cre.  Beft  revoke  your  words, 
And  fay,  you  kill'd  him  not. 

Adr.  Not  like  a  villain  ;  pr'ythee,  change  me  that 
For  any  other  lie. 

Dioc.  No,  villain,  villain. 

Cre.  You  kill'd  him  not — Proclaim  your  innocence, 
Accufe  the  Princefs :  fo  I  knew  'twould  be. 

Adr.  I  thank  thee  ;  thou  inltrucVil  me. 
No  matter  how  I  kill'd  him. 
Cre.  \Afde. }  Cool'd  again  ! 

Eur.  Thou,  who  ufurp'fl  the  facred  name  of  confcience, 
Did  not  thy  own  felf  declare  him  innocent  ? 
To  me  declare  him  fo  ?  The  King  fhall  know  it. 
Cre.  You  will  not  be  believ'd  ;  for  I'll  forfwear  it. 
Eur.  What's  now  thy  confcience  ? 
Cre.  'Tis  my  flave,  my  drudge,  my  fupple  glove, 
My  upper  garment,  to  put  on,  throw  off, 
As  I  think  belt ;  'tis  my  obedient  confcience. 

Adr. 
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Mr.  Infamous  wretch ! 

Cre.  My  confcience  fliall  not  do  me  the  ill  office 
To  fave  a  rival's  life ;  when  thou  art  dead, 
(As  dead  thou  {halt  be,  or  be  yet  more  bafe 
Than  thou  think'ft  me, 
By  forfeiting  her  life,  to  fave  thy  own.) 
Know  this,  and  let  it  grate  thy  very  foul, 
She  (hall  be  mine  :   (fhe  is,  if  vows  were  binding) 
Mark  me,  the  fruit  of  all  thy  faich  and  paffion, 
Ev'n  of  thy  foolifh  death,  fliall  all  be  mine. 

Adr.  Thine,  fay 'ft  thou,  monfter  ? 
Shall  my  love  be  thine  ? 
Oh,  I  can  bear  no  more  ! 
Thy  cunning  engines  have  with  labour  raisM 
My  heavy  anger,  like  a  mighty  weight, 
To  fall  and  ftrike  thee  dead. 

See  here  thy  nuptials ;  fee,  thou  rafii  Ixion,      [Z)*vnw.J 
Thy  promis'd  Juno  vanifh'd  in  a  cloud, 
And  in  her  room  avenging  thunder  rolls 

To  blaft  thee  thus Come  both  [Both  drfcvj. 

Cre.  'Tis  what  I  wifh'd 

Now  fee  whofe  arm  can  launch  the  furer  bolt, 
And  who's  the  better  Jove  — - 

.Ear.  Help,  murder,  help  ! 
Enter  Haeraon  and  Guards,  run  letwixt  them,  and  beat 

down  their  /words. 

Ham.  Holdjholdy^ourimpious  hands!  IthinktheFuries, 
To  whom  this  grove  is  hallow'd,  have  infpir'd  you. 
Now,  by  my  foul,  the  holieft  earth  of  Thebes 
You  have  profan'd  with  war.     Nor  tree,  nor  plant 
Grows  here,  but  what  is  fed  with  magic  juice, 
All  full  of  human  fouls,  that  cleave  their  barks, 
To  dance  at  midnight  by  the  moon's  pale  beams. 
At  leaft  two  hundred  years  thefe  reverend  fliades 
Have  known  no  blood,  but  of  black  fheep  and  oxen, 
Shed  by  the  priefl's  own  hand  to  Proferpine. 

Adr.  Forgive  a  Granger's  ignorance — I  knew  not 
The  honours  of  the  place. 

Ham.  Thou,  Creon,  didft. 
Not  OEdipus,  were  all  his  foes  here  lodg'd, 
Durfl  violate  the  religion  of  thefe  groves, 
To  touch  one  {ingle  hair ;  but  muft,  unarm'd, 

D  z  Parle, 
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Parle,  as  in  truce,  or  furlily  avoid 
What  moft  he  long'd  to  kill. . 

Cre.  I  drew  not  firft  ; 
But  in,  my  own  defence. 

Adr.  I  was  provok'd 

Beyond  man's  patience  ;  all  reproach  could  urge 
Was  us'd  to  kindle  one  not  apt  to  bear. 

H&m.  'Tis  OEdipus,  not  I,  muft  judge  this  aft- 
Lord  Creon,  you  and  Diocles  retire  ; 
Tirefias  and  the  brotherhood  of  prlefts 
Approach  the  place:.     None  at  thefe  rites  aflift. 
But  you  th'  accus'd,  who  by  the  mouth  of  Laius 
Muft  be  abfolv'd  or  doom'd. 
Adr.  I  bear  my  fortune. 
Ear.  And  I  provoke  my  triaL 
~H*em.  *Tis  at  hand  : 

For  fee,  the  prophet  comes  with  vervain  crovvn'd, 
The  priefts  with  yew ;  a  venerable  band. 
We  leave  you  to  the  gods. 

[Exit  Hicmon,  with  Creon  and  Diocles. 
Enfer  Tirefias,  /^^ylVlanto;  the  priefts  follow,  all  cloatbe d 

in  long  Hack  habits. 
ftr.  Approach,  ye  lovers  ; 
^Ill-fated  pair,  whom,  feeing  not,  I  know. 
This  day  your  kindly  ftars  in  heav'n  were  join'd  ; 
When  lo,  an  envious  planet  iuterpos'd, 
jAnd  threaten^  both  with  death.     I  fear,  1  fear. 
Eur.  Is  there  no  godfo  much  a  friend  to  love, 
Who  can  controul  the  malice  of  our  fate  ? 
Are  they  all  deaf?  Or  have  the  giants  heav*n  ? 

Tir.  The  gods  are  juft 

But  how  can  finite  meafurc  infinite  ? 

Reaibn  !  alas,  it  does  not  know  itfelf ! 

Yet  man,  vain  ma»,  would,  with  this  (hort-lin'd  plummet, 

Farhom  the  vaft  abyfs.of  heav'nly  juilice. 

Whatever  is,  is  in  its  caufes  juft  ; 

Since,2ill  things  are  by  fate.    But  purblind  man 

Sees  but  a  part  o'  th'  chain  ;  the  nearelt  links  ; 

His  eyes  not  carrying  to  that  equal  beam 

That  poifes  all  above. 

JEur.  Then  we  muft  die  ! 

fir.  The  danger's  imminent  this  day. 

A*. 
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Adr.  '  Why  then  there's  one  day  lefs  for  human  ilia  j 
'  And  who  would  moan  himfelf  for  fufFeringthat     . 
*  Which  in  a  day  muft  pafs  ?  Something  or  nothing : 
'  I  fhall  be  what  I  was  again,  before 
'  I  was  Adraftus.' 

Penurious  Heav'n  !  canft  thou  not  add  a  night 
To  our  one  day  ?  Give  me  a  night  with  her, 
And  I'll  give  all  the  reft. 

Tir.  She  broke  her  vow 
Firft  made  to  Creon.     But  the  time  calls  on ; 
And  Laius'  death  muft  now  be  made  more  plain* 
How  loth  I  am  to  have  recourfe  to  rites 
So  full  of  horror,  that  I  once  rejoice 
I  want  the  ufe  of  fight. 

i  Pr.  The  cremonies  Hay. 

Tir.  Choofe  the  darkeft  part  o'  th'  grove,. 
Such  as  ghofts  at  noon-day  love. 
Dig  a  trench,  and  dig  it  nigh 
Where  the  bones  of  Laius  lie, 
Altars  rais'd  of  turf  or  ftone, 
Will  th*  infernal  pow'rs  have  none, 
Anfwer  me  if  this  be  done  ? 

All  Pr.  'Tis  done. 

Tir.  Is  the  facrifke  made  fit  ?.- 
Draw  her  backward  to  the  pit ; 
Draw  the  barren  heifer  back  ; 
Barren  let  her  be,  and  black. 
Cut  the  curled  hair  that  grows 
Full  betwixt  her  horns  and  brows ; 
And  turn  your  faces  from  the  fun  ; 
Anfwer  me  if  this  be  done  ? 

AllPr.  'Tis  done. 

Tir.  Pour  in  blood,  and  blood  like  wine^ 
To  mother  Earth  and  Proferpine  ; 
Mingle  milk  into  the  ftream  ; 
Feailthe  ghofts  that  love  the  fteam  ; 
Snatch  a  brand  from  funeral  pile, 
Tofs  it  in,  to  make  them  boil ; 
And  turn  your  faces  from  the  fun ; 
Anfwer  me,  if  all  be  done  ? 

AllPr..  All  is  done. 
[Peals  of  thunder  and  jlajhcs  of  lightning  \    then: groaning 

below  the.  jfta?et. 

D  3 
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.Man.  Oh,  what  laments  are  thofe?  [painf 

Tir.  The  groans  or  ghoih  that  cleave  the  earth  with 
And  hjeave  it  up;,  they  pant  and  flick  halfway. 

(  The  ftage  wholly  darkened. 
Mtm.  And  now  a  fudden  darknefs  covers  all ; 
True,  genuine  night ;  night  added  to  the  groves-; 
The  fogs  aie  blown  full  in  the  face  of  heav'n. 
Tir.  Am  I  but  half  obey'd  ?  Infernal  gods, 
Muft  you  have  mufic  too  ?  Then  tune  your  voices, 
And  let  them  have  fuclv  founds  as  hell  ne'er  heard 
Since  Orpheus  brib'd  the  (hades. 

4  M*/fc/r/?,  then  fing+ 

*  i..  Hear,  ye  fullen  pow'rs  below ; 

*•  Hear,  ye  tafkers  of  the  dead  : 

*  2.  You  that  boiling  cauldrons  blow, 

'•  You  that  fcum  the  molten  lead,. 

*  3.  You  that  pinch  with  red-hot  tongs  : 

*  i.  You  that  drive,the  trembling  hoiU 

*  Of  poor,  poor  ghofts, 

*  With  your  fharpen'd  prongs. 

*  2.  Ybuthatthruft  them  off  the  brim. 

*  3.  You  that  plunge  them  when  they  fwimy 

*  j.  Till  they  drown,, 

*  Till  they  go, 

*  On  a  row, 

4  Down,  down,  down, 

*  Ten  thoufand^  thoufand,  thoufand  fathoms  low*, 

*  Chorus.  Till  they  drown,  csV., 

*  j.  Mufic  for  a  while  • 

*  Shall  your  cares  beguile, 

*  Wond-fing  how  your  pains  were  eas'd  ; 

*  2  And  difdaining  to  be  pleas'd, 
«  3.  Till  A Ie6b  free  the  dead 

*  From, their  eternal  bands; 

4  Till  the  fnakes  drop  from  her  head> 

*  And  whip  from  out  her  hands*. 
4  j.  Come  away, 

*  Do  not  flay, 
'  But  obey, 

*  While  we  play, 

,  *  For  hell's  broke  up,  and  ghofts  have  holiday. 

*  Chorus.  Come  away,  &c. 

2  *  [AJlaJh 
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*  [A  flajb  of  lightning  :  the  ftage  is  made  bright  ^  and  the*. 
"  gb°fts  are  Jew  paffing  betwixt  the  trees. 

*  j.  Laius  !   2.  Laius !   3.  Laius  ! 
«  i.  Hear!   2.  Hear!   3.  Hear! 

*  Tir.  Hear  and  appear. 

4  By  the  Fates  that  fpun  thy  thread, 

*  Ch&.  Which  are  three. 

'  y/r.  By  the  furies  fierce  and  dreadr 
«  Cbo.  Which  are  three. 
'  y/r.  By  the  Judges  of  the  dead,. 
«  Cbo.  Which  arc  three. 
'  Three  times  three. 

*  y/r.  By  Hell's  blue  flame;, 

*  By  the  Stygian  lake  ;. 

4  And  by  Demogorgon's  name, 

*  At  which  ghofls  quake, 

*  Hear  and  appear  ?' 

£  The  ghoft  <7/*-Laius  rifes,   armed  in  bis  chariot,  as  he  wtfJT 
Jlain  ;  and  behind  his  chariot  Jit  the  three  who  'were  mur~ 

tiered  i\jitb  bint. 

GkqftofLaius.Whyhaft.  thou  drawn  me  from,  my  pains; 
To  fufter  worfe  above  ;  to  fee  the  day,  [below^ 

And  Thebes  more  hated  ?  Hell  is  heav'n  to  Thebes*. 
For  pity,  fend  me  backr  where  I  may  hide-, 
In  willing  night,  this  ignominious  head. 
In  hell  I  Ihun  the  public  fcorn  ;  and  then 
They  hunt  me  for  their  fport,  and  hoot  me  as  I  fly  r 
Behold,  ev'n  now,  they  grin  at  my  gor'd  fide, 
And  chatter  at  my  wounds. 

y/r.  I  pity  thee.. 

Tell  but  why  Thebes  is  for  thy  death  accurs'd^. 
And  I'll  unbind  the  charm. 

Gboft.  Oh,  fpare  my  fhame  ! 

y/r.  Are  thefe  two  innocent  ? 

Gboft.  Of  my  death  they  are, 
But  he  who  holds  my  crown,  Oh,  muft  I  fpeak I 
Was  doom'd  to  do  what  nature  molt  abhors. 
The  gods  forefaw  it,  and  forbade  his  being 
Before  he  yet  was  born.     I  broke  their  laws,- 
And  cloth'd  with  flefh  his  pre-exifling;  foul. 
Some  kinder  pow'r,  too  weak  for  deiiiny, 

Took 
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Took  pity,  and  indu'd  his  new-form'd  mafs 

With  temperance,  juftice,  prudence,  fortitude, 

And  every  kingly  virtue.    But  in  vain  ; 

For  Fate,  that  lent  him  hoodwink'd  to  the  world, 

Perform'd  its  work  by  his  miftaken  hands. 

Afk'ft  thou  who  murder'd  me  ?  'Twas  OEdipus. 

Who  ftains  my  bed  with  inceft?  OEdipus. 

For  whom  then  are  you  curs'd,  but  OEdipus  ? 

He  comes  !  the  parricide  !   I  cannot  bear  him  ! 

My  wounds  ake  at  him  !     Oh,  his  murd'rous  breath 

Venoms  my  airy  fubftance  !   Hence  with  him, 

Banilh  him,  fweep  him  out ;  the  plagues  he  bears 

Will  blaft  your  fields,  and  mark  his  way  with  ruin. 

From  Thebes,  my  throne,  my  bed,  let  him  be  driven  ; 

Bo  you  forbid  him  earthyand  1*11  forbid  him  heav'n. 

\Gkoft  defends* 
Enter  OEdipus,  Creon,  Haemon,  feV. 

OEdip.  What's  this  ?  Methought  fome  peftilential  blafl 
Struck  me  juft  entering ;  and  fome  unfeen  hand 
Struggled  to  puih  me  backward.     Tell  me  why 
My  hair  ftands  bridling-' up,  why  my  flefli  trembles  ? 
You  jftare  at  me  !  Then  hell  has  been  among  ye, 
And  fome  lag  fiend  yet  lingers  in  the  grove. 

7/r.  What  omen  faw'ft  thou,  ent'ring  ? 

OEdip.  A  young  ftork, 
That  bore  his  aged  parent  on  his  back, 
Till,  weary  with  the  weight,  he  fhook  him  ofFj 
And  peck'd  out  both  his  eyes. 

Adr.  Oh,  OEdipus  ! 

Eur.  Oh,  wretched  OEdipus ! 

ST/r.  Oh,  fatal  king  ! 

OEdip.  What  mean  thefe  exclamations  on  my  name  ? 
I  thank  the  gods,  no  fecret  thoughts  reproach  me. 

*  No,  I  dare  challenge  Heav*n  to  turn  me  outward, 

*  And  (hake  my  foul  quite  empty  in  your  light.' 
Then  wonder  not  that  I  can  bear  unmov'd 
Thefe  fix'd  regards,  and  fi lent  threats  of  eye?. 
A  generous  fiercenefs  dwells  with  innocence ; 
And  confcious  virtue  is  allow'd  forne  pride. 

7/r.  Thou  know'fl  not  what  thou  fay'fr. 
OEdip.  What  mutters  he?  Tell  me,  Euridice — 
Thou  ftiak'ft—  thy  foul's  a  woman.     Speak,  Adraft  us, 

And 
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And  boldly,  as  thou  met'it  my  arm  in  fight. 
Dar'ft  thou  not  fpeak  ?  Why,  then  'tis  bad  indeed* 
Tirefias,  thee  I  fummon  by  thy  priefthood ; 
Tell  me  what  news  from  hell  j  where  Laius  points, 
And  who's  the  guilty  head  ? 

Tir.  Let  me  not  anfwer. 

OEdip.  Be  dumb,  then,  and  betray  thy  native  foil 
To  farther  plagues. 

Tir.  I  dare  not  name  him  to  thee. 

OEdip.  Dar'ft  thou  converfe  with  hell,  and  canft  thou 
An  human  name?  [fear 

Tir.  Urge  me  no  more  to  tell  a  thing,  which,  known, 
Would  make  thee  more  unhappy.     'Twill  be  found,, 
Tho'  I  am  filent. 

OEdip.  Old  and  obftinate  !  Then  thou  thyfelf 
Art  author  or  accomplice  of  this  murder  ; 
And  flum'ft  the  juiiice,  which,  by  public  ban, 
Thou  haft  incurr'd. 

Tir.  Oh,  if  the  guilt  were  mine, 
It  were  not  half  fo  great !  Know,  wretched  man, 
Thou,  only  thou  art  guilty  •>  thy  own  curfe 
Falls  heavy  on  thyfelf. 

OEdip.  Speak  this  again  : 
But  fpeak  it  to  the  winds  when  they  are  loudeft,, 
Or  to  the  raging  feas ;  they'll  hear  as  foon, 
And  fooner  will  believe. 

Tir.  Then  hear  me,  Heaven, 
For,  blufliing,  thou  haft  feen  it :  hear  me,  Earth, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  could  not  contain  this  murder, 
But  fent  it  back  to  light :  and  thou,  Hell,  hear  me, 
Whole  own  black  feal  has  'firm'd  this  horrid  truth  ; 
OEdipus  murder'dLaius. 

OEdip.  Rot  the  tongue, 
And  blafted  be  the  mouth  that  fpoke  that  lie. 
Thou  blind  of  fight,  but  thou  more  blind  of  foul— * 

Tir.  Thy  parents  thought  not  fo. 

OEdip.  Who  were  my  parents  ? 

Tir.  Thou  (halt  know  too  foon. 

OEdip*  Why  feek  I  truth  from  thee  ? 
The  fmiles  of  courtiers,  and  the  harlot's  tears,  ^ 
The  tradefman's  oaths,  and  mourning  of  an  heir, 
Are  truths  to  what  priefls  tell* 
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Oh,  why  has  priefthood  privilege  to  lie, 

And  yet  to  be  believ'd  ! — Thy  age  protects  thee— 

Tir.  Thou  canft  not  kill  me;   'tis  not  in  thy  fater 
As  'twas  to  kill  thy  father,  wed  thy  mother, 
And  beget  fons,  thy  brothers. 

OEJip.  Riddles,  riddles ! 

Tir.  Thou  artthyfelf  a  riddle,  a  perplex'dr 
Obfcure  senigma,  which,  when  thou  unty'ftr 
Thou  fhalt  be  found  and  loft. 

OEd.  Impoflible  ! 

Adraftus,  (peak  ;  and,  as  thou  art  a  king, 
Whofe  royal  word  is  facred,  clear  my  tame* 

Adr.  Would  I  could  ! 

OEdip.  Ha  !  wilt  thou  not  ?  Can  that  plebeian  vice 
Of  lying  mount  to  kings  ?  Can  they  be  tainted  ? 
Then  truth  is  loft  on  earth. 

Cre.  The  cheat's  too  grofs. 
Adraftus  is  his  oracle,  and  he, 
The  pious  juggler,  but  Adraftus*  organ. 

OEdip.  'Tis  plain ;   the  prieft's  fubornM  to  free  the 

Cre.  And  turn  the  guilt  on  you.  [pris'ner. 

OEdip.  Oh,  honeft  Creon,  how  haft  thou  been  bely'd  I 

Eur.  Hear  me. 

Cre.  She's  brib'd  to  fave  her  lover's  life. 

Adr.  If,  OEdipus,  thou  think'ft— . 

Cre.  Hear  him  not  fpeak. 

Adr.  Then  hear  thefe  holy  men. 

Cre.  Priefts,  priefts,  all  brib'd,  allpriefts  ! 

OEdip*  Adraftus,  I  have  found  thee  : 
The  malice  of  a  vanquifh'd  man  has  feiz'd  thee* 

Mr.  If  envy,  and  not  truth— 

OEdlp.  I'll  hear  no  more  :  away  with  him.^ 
[Haemon  takes  him  of  ly  force-,  Creon  and  Eurydice  follow* 
[To  Tir.]  Why  ftand'ft  thou  here,  impoftor  ? 
So  old  and  yet  fo  wicked ! — -Lie  for  gain, 
And  gsin  fo  fliort  as  age  can  promife  thee  ! 

Tir.  So  (hort  a  time  as  I  have  yet  to  live 
Exceeds  thy  pointed  hour.     Remember  Laius— 
No  more — if  e'er  we  meet  again,  'twill  be 
In  mutual  darknefs  ;  we  fhall  feel  before  us, 
To  reach  each  other's  hand—Remember  Laius. 

[Exit  Tirefias ;  Priefts  follow. 
Remember 
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"OEdip.  Remember  Laius!  that's  the  burden  (till. 
Murder  and  inceft  !  But  to  hear  them  nam'd 
My  foul  {tarts  in  me  :   '  the  good  centinel 
*  Stands  to  his  weapons,  rakes  the  firft  alarm, 
'  To  guard  me  from  fuch  crimes.'     Did  I  kill  Laius? 
Then  I  vvalk'd  ileeping,  in  fome  frightful  dream  ; 
My  foul  then  dole  my  body  out  by  night, 
And  brought  me  back  to  bed  ere  morning-wake. 
It  cannot  be,  ev'n  this  remoter!:  way; 
But  fome  dark  hint  would  juftle  forward  now, 

And  goad  my  memory Oh,  my  Jocaila  ! 

Enter  Jocafta. 

Joe.  Why  are  you  thus  diihirb'd  ? 

OEdip.  Why,  would'ft  thou  think  it  ? 
No  lefs  than  murder. 

Joe.  Murder!  what  of  murder  ? 

OEdip.  Is  murder  then  no  more  ?  Add  parricide 
And  inceft — bear  jjot  thefe  a  frightful  found  ? 

Joe.  Alas ! 

OEdlp.  How  poor  a  pity  is  alas, 
For  two  fuch  crimes  ! — Was  Laius  us'd  to  lie  ? 

Joe.  Oh,  no  !  the  mod  fincere,  plain,  honeft  man ; 
One  who  abhorr'd  a  lie. 

OEdip.  Then  he  has  got  that  quality  in  hell. 

He  charges  me but  why  accufel  him  ? 

I  did  not  hear  him  fpeak  it.    They  uccufe  me, 
The  Prieft,  Adraftus,  and  Eurydice, 

Of  murdering  Laius Tell  me,  while  I  think  on't, 

Has  old  Tirefias  pradlis'd  long  this  trade  ? 

Joe.  What  trade  ? 

OEdip.  Why,  this  foretelling  trade. 

Joe.  For  many  years. 

OEdip.  Has  he  before  this  day  accus'd  me  ?• 

Joe.   Never. 

OEdip.  Have  you,  ere  this,  enqu?i*d  who  did  this  mur- 

Joc.  Often ;  but  ftill  in  vain.  [der  ? 

OEdip.  I  am  fatisfy'd. 
Then  'tis  an  infant-lie  ;  but  one  day  old. 
The  oracle  takes  place  before  the  priefl ; 
The  blood  of  Laius  was  to  murder  Laius  : 
I'm  not  of  Laius'  blood. 

Joe. 
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Joe.  Ev'n  oracles. 

Are  always  doubtful,  and  are  often  forg'd  : 
Lai  us  had  one,  which  never  was  fulfill'd, 
Nor  ever  can  be  now. 

OEdlp .  A  n  d  w h  a t  foretol d  i  t  ? 

Joe.  That  he  fhould  have  a  fon  by  me,  fore-doom'd 
The  murderer  of  his  father.     True,  indeed, 
A  fon  was  born.;  but,  to  prevent  vhat  crime, 
The  wretched  infant  of  a  guilty  fate, 
Bor'd  through  his  untry'd  feet,  and  bound  with  cords, 
On  a  bleak  mountain  naked  was  expos'd. 
The  King  himfelfliv'd  many,  many  years, 
And  found  a  different  fate  j  by  robbers  murder'd, 
Where  three  ways  meet.     Yet  thefe  are  oracles  ^ 
And  this  the  faith  we  owe  them. 

O£dip.  Say'ft  thou,  woman  ? 
By  Heav'n,  thou  haft  awaken'd  fomewhat  in  me, 
That  (hakes  my  very  foul ! 

Joe.  What,new  difturbance  ? 

OEJip*  Methought  thou  faid^ir,,  or  do  I  dream  thou 
This  murder  was  on  Laius'perfon  done  '[faid'ft  it? 

Where  three  ways  meet. 

Joe.  So  common  fame  reports. 

OEdlp.  Would  it  had  lied  ! 

Joe.  Why,  good  my  Lord  ? 

OEdlp.  No  queitibns. 
'Tis  buly  time  with  me;  difpatch  minefirft. 
Say,  where,  where  was  it  done  ? 

Joe.  Mean  you  the  murder? 

OJ&//^.Couldihhou  notanfwenrithout  naming  murder? 

Joe.  They  fay  in  Phocide;  on  the  verge  that  parts  it 
From  Dalia,  and  from  Delphos. 

OEJip.  So How  long  ?  When  happen'd  this  ? 

Joe.  Some  little  time  before  you  came  to  Thebes. 

•OEdip.  What  will  the  gods  do  with  me  ? 

Joe.   What  means  that  thought  ? 

OEdip.  Something— But  'tis  not  yet  your  turn  to  aik. 
How  old  was  Lai  us,  what  Ins  fhape,  bis  llature, 
His  acTi'an,  and  his  mien  ?  Quick,  quick,  your  anfwer  — 

Joe,  Big  made  he  was,  and  tail ;   his  .port  was  fierce, 
Krc6l  his  countenance  ;   manly  majeily 
Sate  in  his  fior.:r,  «;nd  darted  from  his  eyes, 

Com- 
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Commanding  ail  he  viewed  ;  his  hair  juir.  grizzled, 
As  in  a  green  old  age.     Bate  but  his  years, 
You  are  his  pi&ure. 

OEdip.  [Afdc.1  Pray  Heav'n  he  drew  me  not !  Am  I 

Joe.  So  I  have  often  told  you.  [his  picture  ? 

OEdip.  True,  you  have: 
Add  that  unto  the  reft.     How  was  the  King 
Attended  when  he  travell'd  ? 

Joe,  By  four  fervants. 
He  went  out  privately. 

OEdip.  Well  counted  fflll ! 
One  'fcap'd,  I  hear.     What  fince  became  of, Kim  ? 

Joe.  When  he 'beheld  you  firft,  as  King  in  Thebes, 
He  kneel'd,  and,  trembling,  begg'd  I  would  difmiis  him. 
He  had  my  leave  ;  and  now  he  lives  retir'd. 

OEdip.  This  man  limit  be  produced ;  he  -muff,  Jocaita. 

Joe.  He  ftiall — Yet  have  I  leave  to  afk  you  why  I 

QEdip*  Yes,  you  fliall  know ;  for  where  mould  I  repofe 
Theanguifh  of  my  foul,  but  in  your  breaft  f 
I  need  not  tell  you  Corinth  claims  my  birth ; 
.My  parents,  Polybus  and  Merope, 
Two  royal  names  ;  their  only  child  am  I. 
It  happened  once,  'twas  at  a  bridal  feaft, 
pne,  warm  with  wine,  told  me  I  was  a  foundling, 
Not  the  King's  fon  :  I,  ilung  with  this  reproach,       , 
Struck  him  ;  my  father  heard  of  it.;   the  man 
Was  made  afk  pardon,  and  thebufinefslmfti'cU 

Joe.  'Twas  fornewhat  odd. 

OEdip.  And  ftrangely  it  perplex'd  me. 
I  ftole  away  to  Delphos,  and  implor'4 
The  god,  to  tell  my  certain  parentage. 
He  bade  me  feek  no  farther  j  'twas  my  fate 
To  kill  my  father,  and  pollute  his  bed, 
By  marrying  her  who  bore  me. 

Joe.  Vain,  vain  oracles  i 

OEdlp.  But  yet  they  frighted  me. 
I  look'd  on  Corinth  as  a  place  accurs'd  ; 
Kefolv'dmy  detHny  mould  wait  in  vain, 
And  never  catch  me  there. 

Joe .  Too  nice  a  fear. 

OEdlp.  Sufpend  your  thoughts,  and  flatter  not  too  foon. 
J'uilin  the  place  you  nam'd,  where  three  ways  meet, 

£  And 
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And  near  that  time,  five  perfons  I  encounterM  ; 
One  was  too  like  (Heav'n  grant  it  prove  not  him  !) 
The  perfon  you  defcribe  for  Laius :  infolent 
And  fierce  they  were,  as  men  who  liv'd  on  fpoil ; 
I  judg'd  them  robbers,  and  by  force  repell'd 
The  force  they  us'd.     In  fliort,  four  men  I  flew; 
The  fifth,  upon  his  knees,  demanding  life, 

My  mercy  gave  it Bring  me  comfort  now. 

If  I  flew  Laius,  what  can  be  more  wretched  ? 
From  Thebes  and  you  my  curfe  has  banhVd  me ; 
From  Corinth,  Fate. 

Joe,  Perplex  not  thus  your  mind. 
My  hufband  fell  by  multitudes  opprefs'd  ; 
So  Phorbas  faid.     This  band  you  chanc'd  to  meet ; 
And  murder'd  not  my  Laius,  but  reveng'd  him. 

OEd.  There's  all  my  hope  :  let  Phorbas  tell  me  this, 
And  I  fhalllive  again. 
To  you,  good  gods,  I  make  my  la  ft  appeal ; 
Or  clear  my  virtue,  or  my  crime  reveal. 
If  wandering  in  the  maze  of  fate  I  run, 
And  backward  trod  the  paths  I  fought  to  fhun, 
Impute  my  errors  to  your  own  decree  ; 
My  hands  are  guilty,  but  my  heart  is  free. 

[Exeunt, 
END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


A    C    T        IV. 

Enter  Pyracmon  and  Creon. 

PYRACMON. 

SOME  bufinefs  of  import,  that  triumph  wears, 
You  feem  to  go  with  ;  nor  is  it  hard  to  guefs 
When  you  are  pleas'd,  '  by  a  malicious  joy, 

*  Whofe  red  and  fiery  beams  caft  through  your  vifage 

*  A  glowing  pleafure.     Sure'  you  fmile  revenge, 
And  I  could  gladly  hear. 

Cre.  Wouldft  thou  believe, 

This  giddy,  hair-brain'd  King,  whom  old  Tirefias 
Has  thunderftruck  with  heavy  accufation, 
Tho*  confcious  of  no  inward  guilt,  yet  fears  ? 

i  He 
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He  fears  Jocafta,  fears  himfelf,  his  fhadow? 
He  fears  the  multitude  ;  and,  which  is  worth 
An  age  of  laughter,  out  of  all  mankind, 
He  chufes  me  to  be  his  orator  : 
Swears  tha-t  Adraltus  and  the,  lean-lookM  prophet 
Are  joint  confpirators  f  and  wifti'd  me  to 
Appeafe  the  raving  Thebans  ;  which  I  fwore 
To  do. 

Pyr.  A  dangerous  undertaking ;. 
Direftly  oppofite  to  your  own  intereftv 

Ore.  No,  dull  Pyrucmon  ;  when  I  left  his  prefence, 
With  all  the  wings  with  which  revenge  could  imp 
My  flight,  I  gain'd  the  midft  o*  the  city  ; 
There,  {landing  on  a  pile  of  dead  and  dying, 
I  to  the  mad  and  fickly  multitude, 
With  interrupting  fobs,  cry'd  out,  Oh,  Thebes  £ 
Oh,  wretched  Thebes,  thy  king,  thy  OEdipus, 
This  barbarous  ftranger,  this  ufurper,  monftert 
Is  by  the  oracle,  the  wifeTirefias, 
Proclaim'd  the  murderer  of  thy  royal  Laius  ! 
Jocafta,  too>  no  longer  now  my  fifter, 
Is  found  complotter  in  the  horrid  deed. 
Here  I  renounce  all  tie  of  blood  and  nature, 
For  thee,  Oh,  Thebes,  dear  Thebes,  poor  bleeding  Thebesl 
And  there  I  wept ;  and  then  the  rabble -howl'd, 
And  roar'd,  and  with  a  thoufand  antic  mouths, 
Gabbled  revenge ;  revenge  was  all  the  cry. 

Pyr.  This  cannot  fail ;  I  fee  you  on  the  throng 
And  OEdipus  caftout. 

Cre.  Then  ftraight  came  on 
Alcander,  with  a  wide  and  bellowing  crowd, 
Whom  he  had  wrought ;  I  whifper'd  him  to  join^ 
And  head  the  forces  while  the  heat  was  in  them. 
So,  to  the  palace  I  return'd,  to  meet 
The  King,  and  greet  him  with  another  ftory. 
But  fee,  he  enters. 

Enter  OEdipus  and  Jocafta,  attended. 

OEJip.  Said  you  that  Phorbas  is  arriv'd,  and  yet 
Intreats  he  may  return,  without  being  alk'd 
Of  ought  concerning  what  we  have  difcover'd  ? 

Joe.  He  ftarted  when  I  told  him  your  intent ; 
Replying,  what  he  knew  of  that  affair 

E  z  Would 
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Would  give  no  fatisfa&ion  to  the  King  ; 

Then,  falling  on  his  knees,  begg'd  as  for  life, 

To  be  dilmifsM  from  court  :  he  trembled  too, 

As  if  convullive  death  had  feiz/d  upon  him, 

And  ilammerM  in  his  abrupt  pray'r  io  wildly, 

That  had  he  been  the  murderer  of  Laius, 

Guilt  and  difira&ion  could  not  have  Shook  him  more, 
OEdip.  By  your  defcription,  fure  as  plagues  and  death 

Lay  waite  our  Thebes,  Come  deed  that  fliuns  the  light 

Begot  thofe  fears ;  -if  thou  retpecVft  ray  peace, 

Secure  him,  dearjocafta;  for  my  genius 

Shrinks  at  his  name. 

Joe.  Rather  let  him  go ; 

So  my  poor  boding  heart  would  have  it  be, 

Without  a  reafon't 

OEdlp.  Hark-,  the  Thebans  come  ! 

Therefore  retire:  and  once  more,  if  thou lov'll  me^ 

Let  Phorbas  be  retain 'd. 
Joe.  You  (hall,  while  I 

Have  life,  be  fall  obey'd  : 

In  vain  you  footh  me  with  your  foft  endearments, 

And  fet  the  faireft  countenance  to  view ; 

Your  gloomy  eyes,  my  Lord,  betray  a  deadnefs 

AnJinward  languilliing  :  that  oracle 

£ats  like  a  fnbtle  worm  its  venom'd  way, 
Preys  on  your. heart,  and  rots  the  noble  core, 
Howe'erthe  beauteous  out-fide  fhews  fo  lovely. 

OEtUp.  Oh,  thou  wilt  kill  me  with  thy  love's  excefs ! 
All,  all  is  well ;  retire,  the  Thebans  come.       [Ex.  Joe. 
Ghoft*  OEdipus! 

OEdip.  Ha  1  again  that  ftream  of  woe  ! 
Thrice  have  I  heard,  thrice  iince  the  morning  dawnM 
It  hallow*d  loud,   as  if  my  guardian  fpirit 
Cali'd  from  fome  vaulted  maniion,  OEdipus ! 
Or  is  it  but  the  work  of  melancholy  ? 
When  the  fun  fets,  fhadows,  that  fiiewM  at  noon 
But  fmall,  appear  moil  long  and  terrible  ; 
So  when  we  think  Fate  hovers  o'er  our  heads, 
Oar  appreheniions  flioot  beyond  all  bounds, 
Owls,  ravens,  crickets,  feem  the  watch  of  death, 
Nature's  woril:  vermin  icare  her  god-like  fons  ; 
Echoes,  the  very  leavings  of  a  voice. 

Grow 
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Grow  babbling  ghofts,  and  call  us  to  our  graves : 
Each  mole-hill  thought  fvvells  to  a  huge  Olympus,. 
While  we  fantaftic  dreamers  heave  and  puff, 
And  fweat  with  an  imagination's  weight ,- 
As  if,  like  Atlas,  with  thefe  mortal  moulders 
We  could  fuftain,  the  burden  of  the  world. 

[Creon  com jcs  forward «. 

Cre.  Oh,  facredSir,  my  royal  Lord 

OEdip.  What  now  ? 

Thou  feem'ft  affrighted  at  fome  dreadful  acYion, 
Thy  breath  comes  fhort,  thy  darted  eyes  are  fixM 
On  me  for  aid,  as  if  thou  wert  purfu'd  : 
I  fent  thce  to  the  Thebans  :    fpeak  thy  wonder ; 
Fear  not,  this  palace  is  a  fancluary,. 
The  King  himfelf  *s  thy  guard- 

Cre.  For  me,  alas !:  j 

My  life's  not  worth  a  thought,  when  weigh'd  with  yours ! 
Bat  fly,  my  Lord  :   fly,  as  your  life  is  facred. 
Your  fate  is  precious  to  your  faithful  Creon, 
Who  therefore,  on  his  knees,  thus  proftrate,  begs 
You  would  remove  from  Thebes  that  vows  yourTuin. 
When  I  but  offer'd  at  your  innocence, 
They  gatherM  ftones,  and  menac'd  me  with  death, 
And  drove  me  through  the  iireets,.  with  imprecation* 
Againft  your  facred  perfon,  and  thofe  traitors 
Which  juitify'd  your  guilt :  which  cursM  Tirefias 
Told,   as  from  heav'n,  wascaufeof  iheir  deftrudion. 

OEdip.  Rife,  worthy  Creon,  hafte  and  take  our  guard, 
Rank  them  in  equ^lpart  upon  the  fquare, 
Then  open  every  gate  of  this  our  palace,. 
And  let  the  torrent  in.     Hark,  it  comes.  [Sbovt. 

1  hear  them  roar  :  begone,  and  break  down  all 
The  dams  that  would  oppo^  their  furious  paffage. 

{ Exit  Creon  w///6  Guards* 
Enter  Adraflus,  bis  Sward  drawn, 

Adr.  Your  city 

Is  all  in  arms,  all  bent  to  your  deftrucYion  ; 
I  heard  but  now,  where  I  was  clofe  confin'd, 
A  thund'ring  fhout,  which  made  my  gaolers  vanifli,. 
Cry,  Fire  the  palace  ;  where's  the  cruel  king  ? 
Yet,  by  th'  internal  gods,  thole  awful  pow'rs: 
That  have  ace  us 'd  you,  which  thefe  ears  have  heard, 

E  And 
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And  thefe  eyes  feen,  I  muft  believe  youguiltlefs  ; 
For,  fince  I  knew  the  royal  OEdipus, 
I  have  obferv'd  in  all  his  ac~ts  fuch  truth 
And  god-like  clearnefs  ;  that  to  the  laft  gufli 
Of  blood  and  fpirits,  I'll  defend  his  life, 
And  here  have  fworn  to  perifli  by  his  fide. 

OEdlp.  Be  witneis,  gods,  how  near  this  touches  me. 

[Embracing  him, 
Oh,  what,  what  recompence  can  glory  make  ? 

Adr.  Defend  your  innocence,  fpeak  like  yourfelf, 
And  awe  the  rebels  with  your  dauntlefs  virtue. 
But  hark  !  the  Itorm  comes  nearer. 

OEdifr.  Let  it  come. 
The  force  of  majefty  is  never  known 
But  in  a  general  wrack  :  then,  then  is  feen 
The  difference  'twixt  a  threfhold  and  a  throne, 
Enter  Cr.eon,  P^racmon,  Alcander,  Tirefias,  Thebans. 

Ale*  Where,  where's  this  cruel  king  ?  Thebans,  behold 
There  Hands  your  plague,  the  ruin,  defolation 

Of  this  unhappy Speak  ;  mall  I  kill  him  ? 

Or  fhall  he  be  caft  out  to  banifhment  ? 

AHTheb.  To  banifhment,  away  with  him. 

OEdip.  Hence,  you  barbarians,  to  your  flavifli  diflance  ! 
Fix  to;  the  earth  your  fordid  looks  ;  for  he 
Who  ftirs,  dares  more  tha'n  mad-men,  fiends,  or  furies. 

*  Who  dares  to  face  me,  by  the  gods,  as  well 

*  May  brave  the  majeily  of  thundering  Jove.* 
Did  I  for  this  relieve  you  when  befieg'd 

By  this  fierce  prince,  when  coop'd  within  your  walls, 

And  to  the  very  brink  of  Fate  reduc'd  ? 

When  lean-jaw'd  famine  made  more  havock  of  you, 

Than  does  the  plague  ?  But  I  rejoice  I  know  you, 

Know  the  bafe  ftuif  that  tempered  your  vile  fouls : 

The  gods  be  prais'd,  I  needed  not  your  empire, 

Born  to  a  greater,  nobler,  of  my  own  ; 

Nor  fhall  the  fcepter  of  the  earth  now  win  me 

To  rule  fuch  brutes,  fo  barbarous  a  people.  , 

Adr.  Methinks,  my  Lord,  I  fee  a  fad  repentance, 
A  general  confternation  fpread  among  them. 

OEdip.  My  reign  is  at  an  end  j  yet  ere  I  finiih — 
I'll  do  a  julttce  that  becomes  a  monarch, 

A  mo« 
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A  monarch,  who,  i'th'  midftof  fvvords  and  javelins 
Dares  act  as  on  his  throne  encompaft  round 
With  nations  for  his  guard.     Alcander,  you 
Are  nobly  born,  therefore  fhall  lofe  your  head  : 

[Seizes  bint* 

Here,  Haemon,  take  him  ;  but  for  this,  and  this, 
Let  cords  difpatch  them.     Hence,  away  with  them. 
Tir.  Oh,  facred  Prince,  pardon  diffracted  Thebes, 
Pardon  her,  if  (lie  acts  by  Heav'n's  award  ; 

*  If  that  th*  infernal  fpirits  have  declared 
4  The  depth  of  Fate,  and  if  our  oracles 

*  May  fpeak,  Oh,  do  not  too  feverely  deal, 

*  But  let  thy  wretched  Thebes  at  leaft  complain  :' 
If  thou  art  guilty,  Heav'n  will  make  it  known  : 
If  innocent,  then  let  Tirefias  die. 

OEdip.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word  ;  run,  hafte,  and  fare 
I  fwear  the  prophet,  or  the  King  fhall  die.      [Alcander  : 
Bs~witnefs,  all  you  Thebans,  of  my  oath  ; 
And  Phorbas  be  the  umpire. 

7/V.  I  fubmit.  [Trumpets  found* 

OEdip,  What  mean  thofe  trumpets  ? 

Enter  Hremon,  with  Alcander,  &V« 

Ham.  From  your  native  country, 
Great  Sir,  the  fam'd  ./Egeon  is  arriv'd, 
That  renown'd  favourite  of  the  King  your  father : 
He  comes  as  an  ambafiador  from  Corinth, 
And  lues  for  audience. 

OEdip.  Hade,  Haemon,  fly,  and  tell  him  that  I  bum 
T*  embrace  him. 

Ham.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  at  prefent  holds  him 
In  private  conference ;  but  behold  her  here. 
Enter  Jocafta,  Eurydice,  &c. 

Joe.  Hail,  happy  ©Edipus,  happieir,  of  kings ! 
Henceforth  be  bleft,  bleft  as  thou  canfl  defire, 
Sleep  without  fears  the  blackeft  nights  away ; 
Let  furies  haunt  thy  palace,  thou  fhalt  ileep 
Secure,  thy  {lumbers  fliall  be  foft  and  gentle 
As  infant  dreams. 

OEclip.  What  does  the  foul  of  all  my  joys  intend  ? 
And  whither  would  this  rapture  ? 

Joe.  Oh,  I  could  rave, 

Pull  down  thofe  lying  fanes,  and  burn  that  vault, 
From  whence  refounded  thofe  falfe  oracles, 

That 
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That  robb'd  my  love  of  reft  :  if  we  muftprayy 
Rear  in  the  ftreets  bright  altars  to  the  gods, 
Let  virgins  heads  adorn  the  facrifice  ; 
And  not  a  grey-beard  forging  prieft  come  near, 
To  pry  into  the  bowels  of  the  vi&im, 
And  with  his  dotage  mad  the  gaping  world. 
But  fee,  the  oracle  that  I  will  trull, 
True  as  the  gods,  and  affable  as  men. 

Enter  ./Egeon.  Kneels. 

QEdip.  Oh,  to  my  arms,  welcome,  my 
Ten  thoufand  welcomes,  Oh,  my  fofter  father, 
Welcome  as  mercy  to  a  man  condemn'd ! 
Welcome  to  me, 
As,  to  a  finking  mariner, 
The  lucky  plank  that  bears  him  to  the  fhore  ! 
But  fpeak,  Oh,  tell  me  what  fo  mighty  joy 
Is  this  thou  bring'ft,  which  fo  tranfports  Jocafta  ? 

Joe.  Peace,  peace,  yEgeon,  let  Jocaila  tell  him  ! 
Oh,  that  I  could  for  ever  charm,  as  now, 
My  deareft  OEdipus  ;  thy  royal  father, 
Polybus,  king  of  Corinth,  is  no  more. 

OEdip.  Ha  !  can  it  be  ?  ./Egeon,  anfwer  me. 
And  fpeak  in  fhort  what  my  JocauVs  tranfport 
May  over-do. 

j£ge+  Since  in  few  words,  my  royal  Lord,  you  afk 
To  know  the  truth  ;  king  Polybus  is  death. 

OEdip.  Oh,  all  you  powers,  is't  poffible  ?  What  dead !' 
But  .that  the  tempeil  or  my  joy  may  rife 
By  juft  degrees,  and  hit  at  lafl  the  ftars : 
Say,  how,  howdy'd  he  ?  Ha!  by  fword,  by  fire,. 
Or  water  ?  By  aflaffinates,  or  poifon  ?  Speak : 
Or  did  he  languifh  under  feme  difeafe  ? 

jEge.  Of  no  diftemper,  of  no  blall  he  dy'd, 
But  fell  like  autumn-fruit  that  mellow'd  long  : 
Ev'n  wonder'd  at,  becaufe  he  dropp'd  nofooner. 
Fate  feem'd  to  wind  him  up  for  fourfcore  years ;, 
Yet  frefhly  ran, he  on  ten  winters  more  ; 
Till,  like  a  clock  worn  out  with  eating  time, 
The  wheels  of  weary  life  at  lalt  flood  lUll.. 

*  OEdip.  Oh,  let  me  prefs  thee  in  my  youthful  arms, 
*•  And  fmother  my  old  age  in  thy  embraces. 
*•  Yes,  Thebans,  yes,  Jocaila,  yes,  Adraflus,. 

«  Old 
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Old  Polybus,  the  king,  my  father's  dead. 

Fires  fhall  be  kindled  in  the  midft  of  Thebes ; 

I*  th'  miditof  tumult,  wars,  and  peililence, 

I  will  rejoice  for  Polybus's  death. 

Know,  be  it  known  to  the  limits  of  the  world; 

Yet  farther,  let  it  pafs  yon  dazzling  roof, 

The  man  lion  of  the  gods,  and  itrike  them  deaf 

With  everlafting  peals  of  thund'ringjoy. 

*  Tir.  Fate  !  Nature!  Fortune  !  what  is  all  this  world  ?* 

OEdlp.  Now,   dotard;  now,   thou  blind  old  wizard 

prophet, 

Where  are  your  boding  ghofts,  your  altars  now ; 
Your  birds  of  knowledge,  that  in  dufky  air, 
Chatter  futurity  ?  and  where  are  now 
Your  oracles,  that  call'd  me  parricide  ? 
Is  he  not  dead  ?  deep  laid  in  his  monument  ? 
And  was  not  I  in  Thebes  when  Fate  attacked  him  ? 
Avaunt,  begone,  you  vifors  of  the  gods  ! 
Were  I  as  other  fons,  now  I  fhould  weep ; 
But,  as  I  am,  I've  reafon  to  rejoice  ; 
And  will,  though  his  cold  (hade  {hould  rife  and  blaft  me, 
Oh,  for  this  death,  let  waters  break  their  bounds, 
Rocks,  valleys,  hills,  with  fplitting  lo's  ring  : 
lo,  Jocaila,  lo  Paean  ring. 

fir.  Who  would  not  now  conclude  a  happy  end ! 
But  all  Fate's  turns  are  fwift  and  unexpected. 

JEge*  Your  royal  mother,  Merope,  as  if 
She  had  no  foul  fince  you  forfook  the  land, 
Waves  all  the  neighb'ring  princes  that  adore  her. 

OEdip.  Waves  all  the  princes !  Poor  heart !  for  what  ? 
Oh,  fpeak. 

JEge.  She,  tho'  in  full-blown  flow'r  of  glorious  beauty, 
Grows  cold,  ev'n  in  the  fumrner  of  her  age  ; 
And,  for  your  lake,  has  fworn  to  die  unmarry'd. 

QEMp.  How  1  for  my  fake,  die,  and  not  marry  !  Ol\% 
My  fit  returns. 

jEge.  This  diamond,  with  a  thoufand  kifies  blefs'd, 
With  thoufiind  fighs  and  wiflies  for  your  fafety, 
She  charg'd  me  give  you,  with  the  general  homage 
Of  our  Corinthian  lords. 

OEdip.  There's  magic  in  it,  take  it  from  my  fight  ; 
There's  not  a  beam  it  darts,  but  carries  hell, 
Hot  flaihing  luft,  and  necromantic  inceil : 

Take 
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Take  it  from  thefe  lick  eyes,  Oh,  hide  it  fr«m  me. 
No,  my  Jocafta,  tholigh  Thebes  caft  me  out, 
While  Merope's  alive^  I'll  ne'er  return  ! 
Oh,  rather  let  me  walk  round  the  wide  world 
A  beggar,  than  accept  a  diadem 
On  fuch  abhorr'd  conditions. 

Joe.  You  make,  my  Lord,  your  own  unhappinefs, 
By  thefe  extravagant  and  needlefs  fears. 

OEdip.  Needlefs !  Oh,  all  you  gods !  By  Heav'n  I'd 
Embrue  my  hands  up  to  my  very  moulders  [rather 

In  the  dear  entrails  of  the  beft  of  fathers, 
Than  offer  at  the  execrable  ad 
Of  damn'd  incefi: :  therefore  no  more  of  her. 

jEge.  And  why,  Oh,  facred  Sir,  if  fubjecls  may 
Prefume  to  look  into  their  monarch's  breait, 
Why  mould  the  chafte  and  fpotlefs  Merope 
Infufefuch  thoughts  as  I  muft  blulh  to  name  ? 

OEdip.  Becaufe  the  god  of  Delphos  did  forewarn  me, 
With  thundering  oracles. 

JEge,  May  I  entreat  to  know  them  ? 

OEdip.  Yes,  my  jEgeon ;  but  the  fad  remembrance 
Quite  blafls  my  foul :  fee  then  the  fwelling  prieft  I 
Methinks  I  have  his  image  now  in  view  : 
He  mounts  the  Tripos  in  a  minute's  fpace, 
iHis  clouded  head  knocks  at  the  temple -roof, 
While  from  his  mouth 
Thefe  difmal  words  are  heard  : 
"  Fly,  wretch,  whom  Fate  has  doom'd  thy  father's  blood 

to  fpill, 
And  with  prepoft'rous  births  thy  mother's  womb  to  fill." 

jEge»  Is  this  the  caufe 
Why  you  refufe  the  diadem  of  Corinth  ? 

OEdip.  The  caufe  ?  Why,  is  it  not  a  monftrous  one  ? 

jfcge.  Great  Sir,  you  may  return  :  and  tho*  you  fhould 
Enjoy  the  queen  (which  all  the  gods  forbid) 
The  aft  would  prove  no  incefl. 

OEdip.  How,  ./Egeoa  ? 
Though  I  enjoy 'd  my  mother,  not  inceftuous ! 

*  Thou  rav'ft,  and  fo  do  I ;  and  thefe  all  catch 

*  My  madnefs ;  look,  they're  dead  with  deep  dhlrac'tioD.* 
Not  inceil !  What,  not  inceft  with  my  mother  ? 

My  Lord,  queen  Merope  is  not  your  mother. 

OEdip. 
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Ha  !  did  I  hear  thee  right  ?  Not  Merope 
My  mother  ! 

j£ge.  Nor  was  Polybus  your  father. 

OEdip,  Then  all  ray  days  and  nights  muft  now  be  fpcnt 
In  curious  fearch  to  find  out  thofe  dark  parents 
Who  gave  me  to  the  world  ;  fpeak  then,  ^Egeon, 
By  all  the  gods  celeflial  and  infernal, 
By  all  the  ties  of  nature,  blood,  and  friendfhip, 
Conceal  not  from  this  rack'd  defpairing  king 
A  point  or  fmallefl  grain  of  what  thou  know'ft : 
Speak  then,  Oh,  anfwer  to  my  doubts  directly. 
If  royal  Polybus  was  not  my  father, 
Why  was  I  call'd  his  fon  ? 

jEge.  He,  from  my  arms, 
Receiv'd  you  as  the  faireft  gift  of  nature. 
Not  but  you  were  adorn'd  with  all  the  riches 
That  empire  could  bellow  in  coftly  mantles 
Upon  its  infant  heir. 

OEdip.  But  was  I  made  the  heir  of  Corinth's  crown, 
Becaufe  ^Egeon's  hands  prefented  me  ? 

JEge.  By  my  advice, 
Being  paft  all  hope  of  children, 
He  took,  embrac'd,  and  own'd  you  for  his  fon. 

OEdip.  Perhaps  I  then  am  yours ;  inflrucl:  me,  Sir : 
If  it  be  ib,  I'll  kneel  and  weep  before  you, 
With  all  th*  obedience  of  a  penitent  child, 
Imploring  pardon. 
Kill  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
I  will  not  writhe  my  body  at  the  wound  : 
But  fink  upon  your  feet  with  a  laft  figh, 
And  afk  forgivenefs  with  my  dying  hands. 

j£ge.  Oh,  rife,  and  call  not  to  this  aged  cheek 
The  little  blood  which  (hould  keep  warm  my  heart ; 
You  are  not,mine,  nor  ought  I  to  be  blefl 
With  fuch  a  god-like  offspring,     Sir,  I  found  you 
Upon  the  mount  Cithaeron. 

OEdip.  Oh,  fpeak,  go  on,  the  air  grows  fenfible 
Of  the  great  things  you  utter,  and  is  calm  : 
The  hurry'd  orbs,  with  florins  fo  rack'd  of  late, 
Seem  to  (land  flill,  as  if  that  Jove  were  talking. 
Cithaeron  !  Speak,  the  valley  of  Cithaeron  !  „ 

jEse.  Oft-times  before  I  thither  did  refort, 

Charm'd 


60  OE    D    I    P    U    S. 

Charm'd  with  the  converfation  of  a  man 
Who  led  a  rural  life,  and  had  command 
O'er  all  the  fhepherds,  who  about  thofe  vales 
Tended  their  numerous  flocks :  in  this  man's  arms 
I  faw  you  fmiling  at  a  ratal  dagger, 
Whofe  point  he  often  ofter'd  at  your  throat ; 
But  then  you  f mi  I'd,  and  then  he  drew  it  back, 
Then  lifted  it  again,  you  Cm i I'd  again  ; 
'Till  he  atlafl  in  fury  threw  it  from  him, 
And  cry'd  aloud,  The  gods  forbid  thy  death. 
Then  I  rufh'd  in,  and  after  fome  difcourfe, 
To  me  he  did  bequeatji  your  innocent  life  ; 
And  I,  the  welcome  care  to  Polybus. 

OEf/if.  To  whom  belongs  the  mailer  of  the  fliepherds  ? 

JEge.  His  name  I  knew  not,  or  I  have  forgot ; 
That  he  was  of  the  family  of  Laius, 
I  well  remember. 

OEdijt.  And  is  your  friend  alive  ?  for  if  he  be, 
I'll  buy  his  prefence,  though  it  coft  my  crown. 

j£ge.  Your  menial  attendants  bell  can  tell 
Whether  he  lives,  or  not ;  and  who  has  now 
His  place. 

Joe.  Winds,  bear  me  to  fome  barren  ifland, 
Where  print  of  human  feet  was  never  feen, 
O'er-grown  with  weeds  of  fuch  a  monflrous  height, 
Their  baleful  tops  are  wafh'd  wirh  bellying  clouds  j 
Beneath  whofe  venomous  fhade  I  may  have  vent 
For  horrors  that  would  blafl  the  barbarous  world. 

OJLdip.  If  there  be  any  here  that  knows  the  perfon 
Whom  he  defcrib'd,  I  charge  him  on  his  life 
To  fpeak  ;  concealment  (hall  be  fudden  death  : 
But  he  who  brings  him  forth,  fhall  have  reward 
Beyond  ambition's  lull. 

Tir.  His  name  is  Phorbas ; 
Jocafla  knows  him  well ;  but  if  I  may 
Advife,  reft  where  you  are,  and  feek  no  farther. 

QEdip.  Then  all  goes  well,  fince  Phorbas  is  fecurM 
By  my  J  ocafta.     Halle,  and  bring  him  forth  : 
My  love,  niy  queen,  give  orders.     Ha  !  what  mean 
Thefe  tears,  and  groans,  and  ilruggliugs  f  Speak,  my  fair, 
Why  are  thy  troubles  ? 

Joe.  Yours ;  and  yours  are  mine  ; 

Let 
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Let  me  conjure  you  take  the  prophet's  counfel, 
And  let  this  Phorbas  go, 

OEdlp.  Not  for  the  world. 

By  all  the  gods,  I'll  know  my  birth,  though  deatk 
Attends  the  fearch  :  I  have  already  paft 
The  middle  of  the  ftream  ;  and  to  return 
Seems  greater  labour,  than  to  venture  o'er. 
Therefore  produce  him. 

Joe.  Once  more,  by  the  gods, 
I  beg,  my  OEdipus,  my  lord,  my  life, 
My  love,  my  all,  my  only  utmoft  hope, 
I  beg  you,  banifli  Phorbas :  Oh,  the  gods, 
I  kneel,  that  you  may  grant  this  firft  rcqueil. 
Deny  me  all  things  elfe  ;  but  for  my  fake, 
And  as  you  prize  your  own  eternal  quiet, 
Never  let  Phorbas  come  into  your  prefence. 

ORdip.  You  mull:  be  rais'd,  and  Phorbas  fhal I  appear, 
Though  his  dread  eyes  were  bafilifks.     Guards,  hafte, 
Search  the  queen's  lodgings  :  find,  and  force  him  hither. 

[Exeunt  Guards. 

Joe.  Oh,  OEdipus,  yet  fend, 
And  flop  their  entrance,  ere  it  be  too  late* 
Unlefs  you  wifli  to  fee  Jocafta  rent 
With  furies,  llain  out-right  with  mere  diftjacYion, 
Keep  from  your  eyes  and  mine  the  dreadful  Phorbas. 
Forbear  this  fearch,  I'll  think  you  more  than  mortal 
Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

OEdip.  Tempefts  will  be  heard, 

And  waves  will  dafh,  though  rocks  their  bads  keep,  — — 
But  fee,  they  enter.     If  thou  truly  lov'ft  me, 
Either  forbear  this  fubjecl:,  or  retire. 

j£tf/Vr  Haemon,  Guards,  with  Phorbas. 

Joe.  Prepare  then,  wretched  prince,  prepare  to  hear 
A  ftory,  that  fhall  turn  thee  into  ftone. 
Could  there  be  hewn  a  monftrous,gap  in  nature, 
A  Haw  made  through  the  center,  by  forae  god, 
Through  which  the  groans  of  gholls  may  lirikc  thy  can, 
They  will  not  wound  thee  as  this  ftory  will. 
Hark,  hark  !  a  hollow  voice  calls  out  aloud, 
Jocafta  !  Yes,  I'll  to  the  royal  bed, 
Where  firft  the  myfteries  of  our  loves  were  r.cted, 
And  double-dve  it  with  imperial  •crimfou ; 

F  Tear 
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Tear  off  this  curling  hair, 

Be  gorg'd  vyith  fire,  (lab  every  vital  part, 

£nd  when  at  lail  I'm  fluin,  to  crown  the  horror, 

My  poor  tormented  gboit  fhall  el-cave  the  ground, 

To  try  if  he.ll  can  yet  more  deeply  wound, 

OEdip.  She^s  gone;  and  as  (he  went,  methought  her 
Grew  larger,  while  a  thoufand  frantic  fpirits  [eyes 

Seething,  like  rifing  bubbles,  on  the  brim, 
Peep'd  rrom  the  watery  brink,  and  glow'd  upon  me, 
I'll  leek  no  more  ;  biit  hufh  my  genius  up 
That  throws  me  on  my  fate.-        Impoilible  ! 
Oh,  wretched  man,  whofe  foo  too  bufy  thoughts 
Ride  fwifter  than  the  galloping  heav'ns  round, 
With  an  eternal  hurry  of  the  foul ; 
Nay,  there's  a  time  when  ev'n  the  rolling  year 
Seems  to  {land  dill,  dead  calms  are  in  the  ocean, 
When  not  a  breath  diflurbs  the  drowzy  waves : 
But  man,  the  very  monfter  of  the  world, 
Is  ne'er  at  reft,  the  foul  for  ever  wakes. 
Come  then,  fince  Deiliny  thus  drives  us  on, 
Let'b  know  the  bottom.     Haemon,  you  I  lent : 
Where  is  that  Phoj-bas  ? 

Htem.  Here,  my  royal  Lord. 

dip.  Speak  firft,  jEgeon,  fay,  is  this  the  man  ? 
e*  My  Lord,  it  is  :  though  time  has  plough 'd  that 
With  many  furrows  fmce  I  law  it  iirft ;  [face 

Yet  I'm  too  well  acquainted  with  the  ground,  quite  to 

OEdip.  Peace  !  (land  back  a  while.  [forget  it. 

Come  hither,  friend  ;   I  hear  thy  name  is  Phorb*s. 
Why  doft  thou  turn  thy  face  ?  I  charge  thee  anfwer 
To  what  I  (ball  enquiie  :  vvert  thou  not  once 
The  fervant  to  king  Laius  here  in  Thebes  ? 

-Phor.  I  was,  great  Sir,  his  true  and  faithful  fervanf, 
Born  and  bred  up  in  court,  no  foreign  llave. 

OEdip.  What  office  hadft  thou  ?  What  was  thy  em- 
ploy  in  en  t  ? 

•Pbor.  He  made  me  lord  of  all  his  rural  pleafures ; 
For  much  he  lov'd  them  :  oft  I  entertain 'd 
With  fporting  fwains,  o'er  whom  I  had  command. 

OEdip.  Where  was  thy  refidence  ?  To  what  part  o'th' 
Didfl  thou  moft  frequently  refort?  [country 

Pbor.  To  mount  Cithasron,  and  the  pleafantvallies 
Which  all  about  lie  (hadowing  its  large  feet. 
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OEdip.  Come  forth,  ^Egeon.  Ha !  why  flart'fl  thou, 

Phorbas  ? 

Forward,  I  fay,  and  face  to  face  confront  him  ; 
Lookwiftly  on  him,  through  him,  if  thoucanft, 
And  tell  me  on  thy  life,  fay,  doit  thou  know  him  ? 
Didil  thou  e'er  fee  him  ?  e'er  converfe  with  him 
Nea,r  mount  Cithaeron  ? 

Pbor.   Who,  my  Lord,  this  man  ? 
OEdip.  This  man,  this  old,  this  venerable  man  : 
Speak,  didil  thou  ever  meet  him  there  I 
Pbor.   Where,  facred  Sir  ? 

OEdip.  Near  mount  Citharon  ;   anfwer  to  the  purpofe, 
*Tis  a  king  fpeaks  ;  and  royal  minutes  are 
Of  much  more  worth  than  thousand  vulgar  years : 
Didrt  thou  e'er  fee  this  man  near  mount  Cithseron  ? 

Pbor.  Moil  fu re,  my  Lord,  I  have  feen  lines  likethofc 
His  vifage  bears  ;  but  know  not  where  nor  when. 

&££»;  Ifel porlible  you ihould  forgetyour  ancient  friend  ? 
There  are  perhaps 

Particulars,  which  may  excite  your  dead  remembrance. 
Have  you  forgot  I  took  an  infant  from  you, 
Doom*d  to  be  murder'd  in  that  gloomy  vale  ? 
The  fwadling-bands  were  purple,  wrought  with  gold. 
Have  you  forgot  too  how  you  wept,  and  begg'd 
That  I  ihould  breed  him  up,  and  aik  no  more  ? 

Pbor.  Whatever  I  begg'd,  thou,  like  a  dotard,  (peak 'it 
More  than  is  requifite.  And  what  of  this  ? 
Why  is  it  mention'd  now?  And  why,  Oh,  why 
Doft  thou  betray  the  fecrets  of  thy  friend  ? 

J&ge*  Be  not  too  rafli.  That  infant  grew  at  laft 
A  king  j  and  here  the  happy  monarch  llands. 

P^r.Ha  !  whither  woulcrft  thou  ?  Oh,  what  haft  thou 

utter'd  ! 
For  what  thou  halt  fald,  death  ftrike  thee  dumb  for  ever  ! 

OEdip.  Forbear  to  curfe  the  innocent  j  and  be 
Accurft  thyfelf,  thou  fhifting  traitor,  villain, 
Pamn'd  hypocrite,  equivocating  Have. 

P/6'jr.Oh,  heaves  !  wherein,  my  Lord,  have  I  offended? 
OEdip.   Why  fpeak  you  not  according  to  my  charge  ? 
Bring  forth  the  rack  :  fince  mildnefs  cannot  win  you^ 
Torments  fhall  force. 

P-hor.  Hold,  hold,  Oh,  dreadful  Sir; 
You  will  not  rack  an  innocent  old  man* 

f  z  OEfy. 
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Speak  then. 

Pbor.  Alas,  what  would  you  have  me  fay  ? 
OEdip  ±  Did  this  old  man  take  from  your  arms  an  infant  ? 

Pbor.  He  did  :  and,  Oh,  I  wifh  to  all  the  gods, 
Phorbas  had  perifh'd  in  that  very  moment. 

OEdip,  Moment  !  Thou  fhaltbe  hours,  days,  years,  a 
Here,  bind  his  hands  j  he  dallies  with  my  fury  :    [dying. 
'  But  I  (hall  find  a  way 

Pbvr.  My  Lord,  I  faid 
I  gave  the  infant  to  him. 

OEdip.  Was  he  thy  own,  or  given  thee  by  another  ? 

Phor.  He  was  not  mine  ;  but  given  me  by  another. 

OEdip.  Whence  ?  and  from  whom  ?  What  city  ?  Of 
what  ho  ufe  ? 

Phor.  Oh,  royal  Sir,  I  bow  me  to  the  ground, 
Would  I  could  link  beneath  it  :  by  the  gods, 
I  do  conjure  you  to  enquire  no  more. 

OEdip.  Furies  and  hell  !  Hsemon,  bring  forth  the  rack, 
Fetch  hither  cords,  and  knives,  and  fulphurous  flames  ; 
He  (hall  be  bound,  and  galh'd,  his  fkin  flead  off, 
And  burnt  alive. 

Pbor.  Oh,  fpare  my  age. 

OEdip.  Rife  then,  andfpeak, 

Pbor.  Dread  Sir,  I  will. 

OEdip.  Who  gave  that  infant  to  thee  ? 

Pbor.  One  of  king  Laius*  family. 

OEdip.  Oh,  you  immortal  gods  !  But  fay,  who  was't  ? 
Which  of  the  family  of  Lai  us  gave  it  ? 
A  fervant,  or  one  of  the  royal-blood  ? 

Pbor.  Oh,  wretchd  Hate  !  I  die,  unlefs  I  fpeak  ; 
And,  if  I  fpeak,  moft  certain  death  attends  me  ! 

OEdip.  Thou  (halt  not  die.  Speak  then,  who  was  it  ? 
While  I  have  fenfe  to  underftand  the  horror  ;  [Speak, 
For  I  grow  cold. 

Pbor.  The  queen  Jocafta  told  me 
It  was  her  fon  by  Laius. 

OEdip   Oh,  you  gods  !  —  But  did  flie  give  it  thee  ? 

Pbor.  My  Lord,  (he  did. 

OEdip.    Wherefore?    For  what?  -  Oh,  break  not 

yet  my  heart  ; 

Though  my  eyes  buril,  no  matter.    Wilt  thou  tell  met 
Or,  muft  I  afk  for  ever  ;  for  what  end, 
Why  gave  fhe  thee  her  child  ? 

Pbor.  To  murder  it. 
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OEdip.  Oh,  more  than  favage  !  murder  her  own  bo- 
Without  a  caufe  1  [wels  ! 

Phor.  There  was  a  dreadful  one, 
Which  had  foretold,  that  molt  unhappy  fort 
Should  kill  his  father,  and  enjoy  his  mother. 

OEd'p.  But  one  thing  more. 
Jocalla  told  me  thou  vvert  by  the  chariot 
When  the  old  king  was  (lain.  Speak,  I  conjure  thee, 
For  I  fhall  never  alk  thee  ought  again^ 
What  was  the  number  of  th'  aflaffinates  ? 

Pbor.  The  dreadful  deed  was  aded  but  by  one  j 
And  fure  that  one  had  much  of  your  refemblanee. 

OEdip.  Tis  well !   I  thank  you,  gods !  'tis  wond'roua 
Baggers,  and  poifons  !  Oh,  there  is  no  need  [well! 

For  my  diipatch  :  and  you,  you  mercikfs  powers, 
Hoard  up  your  thunder-flones  ;  keep,  keep  your  bolts 
For  crimes  of  little  note.  \Falb. 

Adr.  Help,  Hsemon,  helpy  and  bow  him  gently  forward; 

*  Chafe,  chafe  his  temples  :  how  the  mighty  fpirits, 

*  Half-ilrangled  with  the  damp  his  forrows  rais'd, 
'  Struggle  for  vent!  But  fee,  he  breathes  again, 

*  And  vigorous  nature  breaks  through  oppolition-.* 
How  fares  my  royal  friend  ? 

OEdip.  The  worfe  for  you. 
Oh,  barbarous  men,  and,  Oh,  the  hated  light, 
Why  did  you  force  me  back  to  curfe  the  day  ; 
To  curfe  my  friends  ;  to  blaft  with  this  dark  breath 
The  yet  untainted  earth  and  circling  air? 
To  raife  new  plagues,  and  call  new  vengeance  downr 
Why  did  you  tempt  the  gods,,  and  dare  to  touch  me  ? 

*  Methinks  there*s  not  a  hand  that  grafps  this  hell^ 

*  But  (hould  run  up  like  flax  all  blazing  fire/ 
Stand  from  this  fpot,  I  wifh  you  as  my  friends, 
And  come  not  near  me,  left  the  gaping  earth 
Swallow  you  too Lo,  I  am  gone  already, 

[DraivS)  and  claps  bisj'vjord  to  bis  breaft^  which- 

Adraftus^r/^'tfj  an&apwttfj  bis  foot. 
Adr.  You  fliall  no  more  be  trufted  with  your  life  : 
Creon,  Alcander,  Hasmon,  help  to  hold  him. 

OEdip.  Cruel  Adraftus  !  Wilt  thou,  Haemon,  too-.^ 
Are  thefe  the  obligations  of  my  friends  ? 
Oh,  worfe  than  worft  of  my  moft  barbarous  foes ! 

F  3,  Dear, 
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Dear,  dear  Adraftus,  look  with  half  an  eye 

0  i  my  unheard  of  woes,  and  judge  thyielf, 
If  it  be  fit  that  fuch  a  wretch  (hould  live  ! 
Oh,  by  thefe  melting  eyes,  unus'd  to  weep, 
With  all  the  low  fubmillions  of  a  Have, 

1  do  conjure  thee  give  my  horrors  way  ; 
Talk  not  of  life,  for  that  will  make  me  rave : 
As  well  thou  may'ft  advife  a  tortur'd  wretch, 
All  mangled  o'er  from  head  to  foot  with  wounds, 
And  his  bones  broke,  to  wait  a  better  day. 

Adr.  My  Lord,  you  afk  me  things  impoffible  ; 
And  I  with  juftice  {hould  be  thought  your  foe, 
To  leave  you  in  this  tempeft  of  your  foul. 

TVr.  Tho'  banifh'd  Thebes,  in  Corinth  you  may  leign ; 
Th*  infernal  pow'rs  thernfelVes  exaft  no  more  : 
Calm  then  your  rage,  and  once  more  feek  the  gods. 

OEdlp.  I'll  have  no  more  to  do  with  gods,  nor  men ! 

Hence,  from  my  arms,  avaunt.     Enjoy  thy  mother  I 

What,  violate,  with  beftial  appetite, 

The  facred  veils  that  wrapt  thee  yet  unborn  ! 

This  is  not  to  be  borne  !   Hence  :  off,  I  fay  ; 

For  they  who  let  my  vengeance,  make  themfelves 

Accomplices  in  my  mod  horrid  guilt. 

*  Adr.  Let  it  be  fo :  we'll  fence  HeavVs  fury  front 

A ndfuffer all  together:  this,  perhaps,  [y°u>» 

When  ruin  comes,  may  help  to  break  your  fall.* 

OEdip.  Oh,  that,  as  oft  I  have  at  Athens  feen 
The  ftage  arife,  and  the  big  clouds  defcend ; 
So  now  in  very  deed  I  might  behold 
The  pend'rous  earth,  and  all  yon*  marble  roof 
Meet,  like  the  hand  of  Jove,  and  crum  mankind. !* 
For  all  the  elements,  and  all  the  pow'rs 
Celeftial,  nay,  tefreftrial,  and  infernal, 
Confpire  the  rack  of  out-caft  OEdipus.. 
Fall  darknefs  then,  and  everlaiting  night 
Shadow  the  globe ;  may  the  fun  never 
The  iilver  moon  be  blotted  from  her  orb  j 
And  for  an  univerfal  rout  of  Nature 
Through  all  the  inmoil  chambers  of  the  fky,. 
May  there  not  be  a  glimpfey  one  ftarry  fpark,. 
But  gods  meet  gods,  and  juitte  in  the  dark,;. 

That 
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That  jars  may  rife,  and  wrath  divine  behurl'd, 

Which  may  to  atoms  fliake  the  folid  world.          [Exeunt* 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT    V. 

Enter  Creon,.  Alcander  and  Pyracmon. 


THEBES  is  at  length  ray  own  ;  and  all  my 
Which  Cure  were  great  as  royalty  e'er  form'd, 
Fortune  and  my  aufpicious  ftars  have  crown'd. 
O  diadem,  thou  center  of  ambition, 
Where-  all  its  different  lines  are  reconciPd, 
As  if  thou  wert  theburning-glafs  of  glory  ! 

Pyr.  Might  I  he  coimfellor,  I  wou-ld  intreat  you  , 
To  cool  a  little,  Sir  ;, 
Find  out  Eurydice  ^ 
And  with  the  resolution  of  a  man 
Mark'd  out  for  greatnefs,  give  the  fatal  choice 
Of  death  or  marriage. 

dlc*  Survey  curs'd  OEdipus,, 
As  one  whatho'  unfortunate,  belov'd, 
Thought  innocent,,  and  therefore  much  lamented3 
By  all  the  Thebans  :  you  muft  mark  him  dead.: 
Since  nothing  but  his  death,  not  banifliment,, 
Can  give  afTurance  to  your  doubtful  reign* 

Cre.  Well  have  you  done,,  to  (hatch  me  from  the  florflu 
Of  racking  tranfportr  where  the  little  dreams 
Of  love,  revenge,  and  all  the  under  pallions, 
As  waters  are  by  fucking  whirlpools  drawn, 
Were  quite  devoured  in  the  vaflgulph  of  empire  ;, 
Therefore,  Pyracmon,  as  you,  boldly  urg'd,, 
Eurydice  mall  die^  or  be  my  bride. 
Alcander,  fummon  to  their  matter's  aid 
My  menial  fervants,  and  allthofe  whom  change 
Of  ftate  and.  hope  of  the  new  monarch's  favour, 
Can  wifh  to  take  our  part.   AwayJ    What  now? 

[Exit  Alcander*. 
5  Enter 
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7-iWrHsemon. 

When  Haemon  weeps,   '  without  the  help  of  ghofts,,* 
I  may  foretel  there  is  a  fatal  cauie. 

Ham.  Is't  pofiible  you  mould  be  ignorant 
Of  what  has  happen'd  to  the  defperate  king  ? 

•  Cre.  I  know  no  more  but  that  he  was  conducted 
Into  his  clofer,  where  I  faw  him  fling 
His  trembling  body  on  the  royal  bed. 
All  left  him  there,  at  his  defire,  alone  : 
Butfure  no  ill,  unlefs  he  dy'd  with  grief, 
Could  happen,  for  you  bore  his  fword  away. 
.  Htem.  I  did  ;  and  having  lock'd  the  door,  I  flood;: 
And  through  a  chink  I  found,  not  only  heard, 
But  faw  him.  when  he  thought  no  eye  beheld  him  s 
At  firft  deep  lighs  heav'd  from  his  woeful  heart 
Murmurs,  and  groan*;  that  (hook  the  outward  rooms. 
And  art  thou  flill  alive,  O  wretch  I  he  cry'd  : 
Then  groan'd  again,  as  if  his  forrowful  foul 
Had  crack'd  the  firings  of  life,  and  burft  away. 

Cre.  I  weep  to  hear  ;  how  then  mould  I  have  grievrd^ 
Had  I  beheld  this  wond'rous  heap  of  forrow  ! 
But  to  the  fatal  period. 

Ham.  Thrice  he  ft  ruck, 
With  all  his  force,  his  hollow  groaning  breaft, 
And  thus4  with  out-cries,  to  himfelf  complained. 
But  thou  canft  weep  then,  and  thou  think'ft  'tis  well* 
Thefe  bubbles  of  the  (hallowed,  emptieft  forrow, 
Which  children  vent  for  toys,  and  women  raia 
For  any  trifle  their  fond  hearts  are  fet  on  ; 
Yst  thefe  thou  think'ft  are  ample  fatiafalHon 
For  bloodied  murder,  and  for  burning  luft  : 
No,  Parricide  ;  if  thou  muft  weep,  weep  bloody 
Weep  eyes  inftead  of  tears :  O,  by  the  gods, 
'Tis  greatly  thought,  he  cry 'd,  and  fits  my  woes. 
Which  faid,  he  fmil'd  revengefully,  and  leapt 
Upon  the  floor;  thence  gazing  at  the  Ikies, 
4  His  eye-balls  fiery  red,  and  glowing  vengeance  ; 

*  Gods,  I  accufe  you  not,  tho*  I  na  more 

*  Will  view  your  heavyn,  till  with  more  durable  glafles? 

*  The  mighty  fours  immortal  perfpecYives, 

*  I  find  your  dazzling  beings  :'  take,  he  cry'd, 
Take,  ejes,  your  laft,  your  fatal  farewel-view  ; 

Then. 
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Then  with  a  groan,  that  feem'd  the  call  of  death, 
With  horrid  force  lifting  his  impious  hands, 
He  fnatch'd,  he  tore,  from  forth  their  bloody  orbs, 
The  balls  of  fight,  and  dafh'd  them  on  the  ground. 

Cre,  A  matter-piece  of  horror;  new  and  dreadful  I 

Ham.  I  ran  to  fuccotir  him  ;  but,  oh  !  too  late  ; 
For  he  had  pluck'd  the  remnant  firings  away. 
What  then  remains,  but  that  I  find  Tirefias, 
Who,  with  his  wifdom,  may  allay  thoie  furies 
That  haunt  his  gloomy  foul  ?  \JLxit 

Crc.  Heav'n  will  reward 

Thy  care,  moithonett,  faithful,  foolifh  Haemon  ! 
But  fee,  Alcander  enters,  well  attended. 
Enter  Alcander,  attended. 
I  fee  thou  haft  been  diligent. 

Ale.  Nothing  thefe, 

For  number,  to  the  crowds  that  foon  will  follow*:. 
Be  retblute, 
And  call  your  utmofl  fury  to  revenge. 

Cre.  Ha  !  thou  hail  given 
Th'  alarm  to  cruelty  ;  and  never  may 
Thefe  eyes  be  clos'd,  till  they  behold  Adraftus 
Strttch'd  at  the  ftet  of  falfe  Eurydice. 
But  fee,  they're  here  ?  retire  a  while,  and  mark* 
Enter  Adrailus  and  Eurydice  attended. 

Adr.  Alas,  Eurydice,  what  fond  ralh  man, 
What  mconfiderate  and  ambitious  fool, 
That  fliall  hereafter  read  the  fate  of  OEdipus, 
Will  dare,  with  his  frail  hand,  tografp  afcepter  ? 

Eur.  'Tis  true,  a  crown  feems  dreadful,  and  I  wifl). 
That  you  and  I,  more  lowly  plac*d,  might  pals 
Our  fofter  hours  in  humble  ceils  away  : 
Not  but  I  love  you  to  that  infinite  height, 
I  could  (O  wond'rous  proof  of  fierceft  love  !) 
Be  greatly  ivretched  in  a  court  with  you. 

Atlr.  Take  then  this  molt  lovM  innocence  away  s 
Fly  from  tumultuous  Thebes,  from  blood  and  murder; 
Fly  from  the  author  of  all  villanies, 
Rapes,  death  and  treafon  ;   from  that  fury  Creon. 
Vouchfafethat  I,  o'er-joy'd,  may  bear  you  hence, 
And  at  your  feet  prefent  the  crown  of  Argos. 

[Creon  and  At  (aidants  come  up  to  hi 
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Cre.  I  have  o'er-heard  thy  black  defign,  Adraftus, 
And  therefore  as  a  traitor  to  this  flate, 
Death  ought  to  be  thy  lot :  let  it  fuffice 
That  Thebes  furveys  thee  as  a  prince  ;  abufe  not 
Her  proffer'd  mercy,  but  retire  betimes, 
Left  /lie  repent,  and  haften  on  thy  doom. 

Adr.  Think  not,  mod  abjeft, 
Moft  'abhorr'd  of  men, 
Adratlus  will  vouchfafe  to  anfwer  thee. 
Thebans,  to  you  I  jufHfy  my  love  : 
I  have  addrelt  my  prayer  to  this  fair  pnncefs  * 
But,  if  I  ever  meant  a  violence,, 
Or  thought  toravifh,  as  that  traitor  did, 
Whathumblelt  adorations  could  not  win  ; 
Brand  me,  you  gods,  blot  me  with  foul  difhonourr 
And  let  men  Curie  me  by  the  name  of  Creon  f 

JEur.  Hear  me,  O  Thebans,  if  you  dread  the  wratli 
Of  her  whom  fate  ordain'd  to  be  your  queen, 
Hear  me,  and  dare  not,  as  you  prize  your  lives, 
To  take  the  part  of  that  rebellious  traitor. 
By  the  decree  of  royal  OEdipus, 
By  queen  JocaftVs  order,  by  what's  more, 
My  own  dear  vows  of  everlafting  love, 
1  here  refign  to  prince  Adraitus'  arms 
All  that  the  world  can  make  me  miftrefs  of. 

Cre.  O,  perjurM  woman  ! 
Draw  all  !  and  when  I  give  the  word  fall  on. 
Traitor,  refign  the  pnncefs,  or  this  moment 
Expect,  with  all  thofemoft  unfortunate  wretches  * 
Upon  this  fpot  ilraight  to  be  hetvn  in  pieces. 

Adr.  No,  villain,  no  ; 
With  twice  thofe  odds  of  men, 
I  doubt  not  in  this  caufe  to  vanquifh  thee. 
Captain,  remember  to  your  care  I  give 
My  love  ;  ten  thoufand  thoufand  times  more  dear: 
Than  life  or  liberty. 

Cre.  Fall  on,  Alcander. 
Py  racmon,  you  and  J  muft  wheel  about 
For  nobler  game,  the  princefs. 

Adr.  Ah,  traitor,  doit  thou  {liun  me  ? 
Follow,  follow, 
My  brave  companions,  fee  the  cowards  fly. 

rtJYy  beaten  off  by  Adraftus* 
Enter 
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Enter  OEdipus. 

O,  'tis  too  little  this,  thy  lofs  of  fight, 
What  hus  it  done  ?  I  (hall-be  gaz'd  at  now 
The  more  ;  be  pointed  at,  There  goes  the  monfter ! 
Nor  h'ive  I  hid  my  horrors  from  my  lei  f; 
For  tho'  corporeal  light  be  loll  for  ever, 
The  bright  relieving  foul,  through  glaring  opticks, 
Prefects  in  larger  iizc  l\cr  black  ideas, 
Doubling  the  bloody  profpet'ts  of  rny  crimes : 
Holds  Fancy  down,  and  makes  her  a6l  again, 
With  wife  and  mother.     *  Tortures,  hell  and  furies ! 
Ha  !  now  the  baleful  offspring's  brought  to  light ! 
In  horrid  form  they  rank  themfelves  before  me  ; 
What  (hall  I  call  this  medley  of  creation  ? 
Here's  one,  with  all  th*  obedience  of  a  fon, 
Borrowing  Jocafta's  look,  kneels  at  my  feer, 
And  calls  me  father ;  there  a  iturdy  boy, 
Relembling  Lai  us  juft  as  when  I  kill'd  him, 
Bears  up,  and  with  his  cold  hand  grafping  mine, 
Cries  our,  how  fares  my  brother  OEdipus •? 
What,  fons  and  brothers  !  Sillers  and  daughters  too  ! 
Fly  all,  begone,  fly  from  my  whirling  brain  ;* 
Hence,  inceft,  murder  ;  hence,  you  ghaftly  figures ! 
O  gods !  gods,  anfwer  ;  is  there  any  means  ? 
Let  me  go  mad,  or  die. 

Exter  {oca  ft  a. 

Joe.  Where,  where  is  this  mod  wretched  of  mankind, 
This  lately  image  of  imperial  forrow, 
'   Whofe  itory  told,  whofe  very  name  but  menticn'd, 

*  Would  cool  thex  rage  of  fevers,  and  unlock 

*  The  hand  of  lull  from  the  pale  virgin's  hair. 

*  And  throw  the  raviflier  before  her  feet  ?' 
OEdip.  By  all  my  fears,  I  think  Jocafta's  voice  ! 

Hence  ;  fly  ;  begone.     *  O  thou  tar  vvorfe  than  worft 

*  Of  damning  charmers  !   O  abhor'd,  loath 'd  creature  ! 

*  Fly,  by  the  gods,  or  by  the  fiends,  I  charge  thee,' 
Far  as  the  eaft,  weft,  north,  or  ibuth  of  Heav'n  ; 
But  think  not  thou  (halt -ever  enter  there  : 

'I  he  golden  gates  are  barr'd  with  adamant, 
'Gainrt  thee,  and  me  ;  and  the  celeftial  guards, 
Still  as  we  rife,  will  dafh  our-  fpirits  down. 

*  Joe. 
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*  Joe.  O  wretched  pair  !  O  greatly  wretched  we  ! 

*  Two  worlds  of  woe  ! 

*  OEJip.  Art  thou  not  gone  then  ?  ha  ! 

*  How  dar'ft  thou  (land  the  fury  or  the  gotls  ? 

*  Or  com'ir  thou  in  the  grave  to  reap  new  pleafures  ? 

*  Joe.  Talk  on;  till  thou  rnak'it  mad  my  rolling  brain; 

*  Groan  flill  more  death;   and  may  thole  difmal  fources 

*  Still  bubble  on,  and  pour  forth  blood  and  tears. 

*  Methinks,  at  fuch  a  meeting,  Heav'n  (lands  (till ; 

*  The  fea  nor  ebbs  nor  flows  :  this  mole-hill  earth 

*  Is  heav'd  no  more  :  the  bufy  emmets  ceafe  : 
4  Yet  hear  me  on 

*  OEdip.  Speak  then,  andblafl  my  foul. 

4  Joe,  O,  my  lov'd  Lord,  tho  I  refolve  a  ruin 
4  To  match  my  crimes  ;  by  all  my  miieries, 
4  *Tis  horror,  worfe  than  thouland  thoufand  deaths, 
4  To  fend  me  hence  without  a  kind  farewel.  [cafta. 

4  OEdip,  Gods,  how  (he  (hakes  me !   Stay  thee,   O  Jo- 
4  Speak  tomething  ere  thou  goefl  for  ever  from  me. 

'  Joe.  'Tis  woman's  weaknefs,  that  I  (liould  be  pity'd  j 
4  Pardon  me  then,  O  greateft,  tho'  mod  wretched 
4  Of  all  thy  kind  :  my  foul  is  on  the  brink, 
4  And  fees  the  boiling  furnace  jufr.  beneath  : 
4  Do  not  thou  pufli  me  off,  and  I  will  go, 
4  With  fuch  a  willingnefs,  as  if  that  Heav'n 
4  With  all  its  glory  glow'd  for  my  reception. 

*  OEJ'p.  O,  in  my  heart,  I  feel  the  pangs  of  nature  ; 

*  It  works  with  kindnefs  o'er  :  give,  give  me  way ; 
I  feel  a  melting  here,  a  tenderneis, 

Too  mighty  for  the  anger  of  the  gods  ! 
Direct  me  to  thy  knees  :  yet  Oh  forbear, 
Left  the  dead  embers  (liould  revive. 

Stand  oft' and  at  juildifhmce 

Let  me  groan  my  horrors — here 
iOn  the  earth,  here  blow  my  utmcft  gale  ; 
Here  fob  my  forrows,  till  I  burft  with  iighing; 
Here  g;*fp  andlanguifli  out  my  wounded  foul  ' 
Joe.  In  fpight  of  ail  thole  crimes  the  cruel  gods 
-Can  charge  me  with,  I  know  my  innocence  j 
jJCnow  yours :  'tis  rate  alone  that  makes  us  wretched, 
JFor  you  are  ftill  my  huiband. 
OEilip,  Swear  1  am, 

Ami 
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And  I'll  believe  thee ;  fteal  into  thy  arms, 
Renew  endearments,  think  them  no  pollutions, 
But  chafte  as  (pints',  joys :  gently  I'll  come, 
Thus  weeping  blind,  like  dewy  night,  upon  thee, 
And  fold  thee  fofrly  in  my  arms  to  (lumber. 
[T'be  gboft  of  Lai  us  afcends  ly  degrees,  pointing  at  Jocafta. 

Joe.  Begone,  rny  Lord  !  Alas,  what  are  we  doing  ? 
Fly  from  my  arms !  Whirlwinds,  feas,  continents, 
And  worlds,  divide  us  !  Oh,  thrice  happy  thou, 
Who  haft  no  ufe  of  eyes  ;  for  here's  a  fight 
Would  turn  the  melting  face  of  Mercy's  felf 
To  a  wild  fury. 

QEdip.  Ha  !  what  feeft  thou  there  ? 

Joe.  The  fpirit  of  my  hufband !  Oh,  the  gods! 
How  wan  he  looks !  .'«. 

OEdip.  Thou  rav'fl ;  thy  huftand's  here. 

Joe.  There,  there  he  mounts 
In  circling  fire  among  the  bluflring  clouds ! 
And  fee,  he  waves  Jocafta  from  the  world  ! 

Gboft.  Jocafta,  OEdipus.  \Vanijh  with  ibunJer* 

OEdlp.  What  would'ft  thou  have  ? 
Thou  know*ft  I  cannot  come  to  thee,  detain'd 
In  darknefs  here,  and  kept  from  means  of  death. 
I've  heard  a  fpirit's  force  is  wonderful  ; 
At  whofe  approach,  when  ftarting  from  his  dungeon, 
The  earth  does  (hake,  and  the  old  ocean  groans, 
Rocks  are  remov'd,  and  tow'rs  are  thunder'd  down  : 
And  walls  of  brafs,  and  gates  of  adamant 
Are  paifcble  as  air,  and  fleet  like  winds. 

Jcc.  Was  that  a  raven's  croak,  or  my  fon's  voice  ? 
No  matter  which  ;  I'll  to  the  grave  and  hide  me  : 
Earth,  open,  or  I'll  tear  thy  bowels  up. 
Hark  !  he  goes  on,  and  blabs  the  deed  of  inceft. 

OEdip.  Strike  then,  imperial  ghoft  ;  dafli  all  at  once 
This  houfe  of  clay  into  a  thoufand  pieces  ; 
That  my  poor  ling'ring  foul  may  take  her  flight 
To  your  immortal  dwellings. 

Joe.  Hafte  thee  then, 

Or  I  (hall  be  before  thee  :  fee ;  thou  canft  not  fee; 
Then  I  will  tell  thee  that  my  wings  are  on : 
I'll  mount,  I'll  fly,  and  with  a  port  divine 
Glide  all  along  the  gaudy  milky  foil, 

G  To 
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To  find  my  Laius  out :  afk  every  god 

In  his  bright  palace,  if  he  knows  my  Laius, 

My  murder'd  Laius  ! 

OEdij).  Ha  !  how's  this,  Jocafta  ? 
Nay,  it  thy  brain  be  fick,  then  thou  art  happy. 

Joe.  Ha!  will  you  not  ?  Shall  I  not  find  him  out  ? 
Will  you  not  (hew  him  ?  Are  my  tears  delpis'd  ? 
Why,  then  I'll  thunder  ;  yes,  I  will  be  mad, 
And  fright  you  with  my  cries  :  yes,  cruel  gods, 
Though  vultures,  eagles,  dragons  tear  my  heart, 
I'll  fnatchceleftial  flames,  fire  all  your  dwellings, 
Melt  down  your  golden  roofs,  and  make  your  doors 
Of  cryflal  fly  from  off  their  diamond  hinges ; 
Drive  you  all  out  from  yourambrofial  hives, 
To  fwarm  like  bees  about  the  field  of  heav'n : 
This  will  I  do,  unlefs  you  {hew  me  Laius, 
My  dear,  my  murder'd  Lord.  Oh,  Laius!  Laius !  Laius ! 

[ftxX. 

OEdip.  Excellent  grief !  why,  this  is  as  it  (hould  be  ! 
No  mourning  can  be  fuitable  to  crimes 
'Like  ours,  but  what  death  makes,  or  madnefs  forms. 

*  I  could  have  wifh'd,  methought,  for  fight  again, 

*  To  mark  the  gallantry  of  her  diflra&ion  : 

*  Her  blazing  eyes  darting  the  wand'ring  ftars, 

'  T'have  feen  her  mouth  the  heav'ns,  and  mate  the  gods, 

*  While  with  her  thund'ring  voice  (he  menac'd  high, 

*  And  every  accent  twang'd  with  fmarting  forrow  ;* 
But  what's  all  this  to  thee  ?  Thou,  coward,  yet 
Art  lining,  canft  not,  wilt  not  find  the  road 

To  the  great  palace  of  magnificent  death  ; 
Though  thoufand  ways  lead  to  his  thoufand  doors, 
Which  day  and  night  are  flill  unbarr'd  for  all. 

\Clafhing  of  fiords :  drums  and  trumpets  without, 
Hark  !  'tis  the  noife  of  chilling  fwords  !  the  found 
Comes  near :  Oh,  that  a  battle  would  come  o'er  me  ! 
If  I  but  grafp  a  fwoid,  or  wreft  a  dagger, 
I'll  make  a  ruin  with  the  firft  that  falls. 

Enter  Haemon,  W//-6  Guards. 

Jltftn.  Seize  him,  and  bear  him  to  the  weflern  tow'r. 
Pardon  me,  facred  Sir  ;  I  am  inforrrTd 
That  Creon  has  defigns  upon  your  life : 
Forgive  me  then,  if,  to  preferve  you  from  him, 
I  order  your  confinement, 
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OEJip.  Slaves  unhand  me. 
I  think  thou  haft  a  ivvord  :  'twas  the  wrong  fide. 
Yet,  cruel  Hsemon,  think  not  I  willlive  ; 
He  that  could  tear  his  eyes  out,  fure  can  find 
Some  defperate  way  to  itifie  this  curs'd  breath. 

Or  if  I  itarve  !  but  that's  a  ling'ring  fate  j 

Or  if  I  leave  my  brains  upon  the  wall ! 

The  airy  foul  can  eafily  o'er-fhoot 

Thofe  bounds  with  which  thou  itriv'it  to  pale  her  in  : 

Yes,  I  will  perifh  in  defpight  of  thee  ; 

And,  by  the  rage  that  ftirs  me,  if  I  meet  thee 

In  th' other  world  I'll  curfe  thee  for  this  ufage.'  [7?,*> 

Ham.  Tirelias,  after  him;   and  with  your  counfel 
Advife  him  humbly;  charm,  if  poffible, 
Thefe  feuds  within  :  while  I  wirhout  extinguifh, 
Or  perifh  in  th'  attempt,  the  furious  Creon  ; 
That  brand  which  fets  our  city  in  a  flame. 

TYr.  Heav'nprofper  your  intent,  and  give  a  period 
To  all  our  plagues  :  what  old  Tirefias  can, 
Shall  ilraight  be  done.     Lead,  Manto?  to  the  tow'r. 

[Exeunt  Tir.  ^  Man. 

Htem.  Follow  me  all,  and  help  to  part  this  fray, 

[Trumpets  again. 

Or  fall  together  in  the  bloody  broil.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Creon  wiio  Jiurydice,  Pyracmon,  and  his  party, 
,  •   giving  ground  to  Adraftus. 

Ci'c.  Hold,  hold  your  arms,  Adraitus,  prince  of  Argos, 
Hear,  and  behold  ;  Eurydice  is  my  prifoner. 

Adrt  What  wouldft  thou,  hell-hound  ? 

Cre.  See  this  brandiQi'd  dagger  : 
Forego  th'  advantage  which  thy  arms  have  won, 
Or,  by  the  blood  which  trembles  through  the  heart 
Of  her  whom  more  than  life  I  know  thou  lov'it, 
I'll  bury  to  the  haft,  in  her  fair  breaft, 
This  inftrumentofmy  revenge.  [hand. 

Adr.  Stay  thee,  damn'd  wretch  :  hold,  flop  thy  bloody 

Cre.  Give  order  then,  that  on  this  infhnt,  now, 
This  moment,  all  thy  ibldiers  ftraight  dilband. 

j4dr.  Away,  my  friends,  fince  fate  has  fa  allotted  ; 
Begone,  and  leave  me  to  the  villain's  mercy, 

Eur.  Ah,  my  Adraftus !  call  'em,  call  'em  back  ! 
Stand  there  j  come  back,  O,  cruel,  barbarous  men  ! 

G  2  Could 
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Could  you  then  leave  your  lord,  your  prince  your  king. 

After  fo  bravely  having  fought  his  caufe, 

To  perifli  by  the  hand  of  this  bafe  villain  ? 

"Why  rather  rufhyou  not  at  once  together 

All  to  his  ruin  ?  drag  him  through  the  ftreets, 

Hang  his  contageous  quarters  on  the  gates  j 

Nor  let  my  death  affright  you. 

Cre.  Die  firft  thyfelf  then. 

Adr.  O,  I  charge  thee  hold. 
Hence  from  my  prefence  all :  he's  not  my  friend 
That  difobeys :  fee,  art  thou  now  appeasM  ? 

\Excunt  Attendants 

Or  is  there  ought  elfeyet  remains  to  do, 
That  can  atone  thee  ?  flack  thy  thirft  of  blood 
With  mine  :  but  fave,  O  fave  that  innocent  wretch. 

Cre.  Forego  thy  fword,  and  yield  thyfelf  my  prifoner^ 

Eur.  Yet  while  there's  any  dawn  of  hope  to  fave 
Thy  precious  life,  my  dear  Adraftus, 
Whatever  thou  doft,  deliver  not  thy  fvvord  ; 
With  that  thou  mayft  get  off,  tho*  odds  oppofe  thee  : 
For  me,  O  fear  not ;  no,  he  dare  not  touch  me  ; 
Jiis  horrid  love  will  fpare  me.     Keep  thy  fword ; 
Left  I  be  ravifh'd  after  thou  art  flain. 

Adr.  Inftruct  me,  gods,  what  (hall  Adraftus  do  ? 

Cre .  Do  what  thou  wilr,  when  fhe  is  dead  :  my  foldie* 
With  numbers  will  o'er-pow'r  thee.  Is't  thy  wifh 
Eurydice  fho aid  fall  before  thee  ? 

Adr.  Traitor,  no : 

Better  that  thou,  and  I,  and  all  mankind, 
Should  be  no  more. 

Cre.  Then  caft  thy  fword  away, 
And  yield  thee  to  my  mercy,  or  I  ftrike. 

Adr.  Hold  thy  rais'd  arm  ;  give  me  a  moment's  paufe* 
My  father,  when  he  bleft  me,  gave  me 'this  ; 
My  fon,  faid  he,  let  this  be  thy  laft  refuge  ; 
If  thou  forego'ft  it,  mifery  attends  thee  : 
Yet  love  now  charms  it  from  me ;  which  in  all 
The  hazards  of  my  life  I  never  loft. 
Tis  thine,  my  faithful  fword  ;   my  only  trult; 
Though  my  heart  tells  me,  that  the  gift  is  fatal. 

Cre.  Fatal !   yes,  foolifh,  love-lick  prince,  it  fliall : 
Thy  arrogance,  thy  fcorn, 
My  wound's  remembrance,  • 

Turn 
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Turn,  all  at  once,  the  fatal  point  upon  thee, 
Pyracmon,  to  the  palace  ;  difpatch 
The  king  :  hang  Haeinonup  ;  for  he  is  loyal, 
And  will  oppofe  me.     Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  ? 

Adr.  Yes,  villain,  for  whatever  thou  canfl  dare. 

Eur.  Hold,  Creon  !  or  thro*  me,  thro*  me  you  woun 

Adr.  Off,  Madam,  or  we  perifli  both.    Behold, 
I'm  not  unarm 'd  ;  my  poignard's  in  my  hand : 
Therefore,  away 

Eur.  I'll  guard  your  life  with  mine. 

Cre,  Die  both,  then  ;  there  is  now  no  time  for  dallying:. 

r  TS~-tJ     T"  J« 

[A//A  Jiurydice. 

Eur.  Ah,  Prince,  farewel !  farewel,  my  dear  Adraftus. 

[Dies. 

Adr.  Unheard-of  monfler !  eldeft-born  of  hell ! 
Down  to  thy  primitive  flame.  [Stabs  Creon, 

Ore.  Help,  fvldiers,  help  ! 
Revenge  me ! 

Adr.  More,  yet  more ;  a  thoufand  wounds ! 
I'll  flab  thee  ilill,  thus,  to  the  gaping  furies. 

[Adraftus  falls,  killed  by  the  folders. 
Enter  Hsemon,  Guards,  with  Alcander  and  Pyracmoa 

bound  \   the  ajjajjins  are  driven  ojf+ 
Oh,  Haemon,  I  am  flaiii  !  nor  need  I  name 
Th*  inhuman  author  of  all  villainies ; 
There  he  lies,  gafping. 

Cre.  If  I  mult  plunge  in  flames, 
Burn  firft  my  arm  ;  bafe  inftrument,  unfit 
To  aft  the  dictates  of  my  daring  mind. 
Burn,  burn  forever,  Oh,  weak  fubftitute 
Of  that,  the  god,  Ambition  !  [Dies* 

Adr.  She's  gone — Oh,  deadly  markfman  !  in  the  heart  1 
Yet  in  the  pangs  of  death  fhe  grafps  my  hand  : 
Her  lips,  too,  tremble,  as  if  (he  would  fpeak 
Her  lafl  farewel.     Oh,  OEdipus,  thy  fall 
Is  great !   and  nobly  now  thou  go'ft  attended. 
They  talk  of  heroes,  and  celeilial  beauties, 
And  wond'rous  pleafures  in  the  other  world  : 
Let  me  but  find  her  there  ;  I  afk  no  more.  [Dies* 

Enter  a  Captain  to  Hazmon,  with  Tirefiasflff//  Manto. 

Cap.  Oh,  Sir,  the  queen,  Jocafta,  fwift  and  wild, 
As  a  robb'd  tygrefs  bounding  o'er  the  woods, 

Has 
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Has  afted  murders  that  amaze  mankind. 

In  twifted  gold  I  faw  her  daughters  hang 

On  the  bed  royal,  and  her  little  fons 

Stabb'd  through  the  breails  upon  the  bloody  pillows. 

Ham,  Relentlefs  Heav'ns !   Is  then  the  fate  of  Laius 
Never  to  be  aton'd.     How  facred  ought 
Kings  lives  be  held,  when  but  the  death  of  one 
Demands  an  empire's  blood  for  expiation  ! 
But  fee,  the  furious,  mad  Jocafta's  here. 
SCENE  draws r  and  dif covers  Jocafta  held  by  her  women  ^ 
•    "  and  Jlabbed  in  many  places  of  her  lofom,  her  hair  diflic- 

'   veiled,  her  children  Jlain  upon  the  led.9 
Was  ever  yet  a  fight  of  fo  much  horror 
And  pity  brought  to  view  ! 

Joe.  Ah,  cruel  women ! 
Will  you  not  Jet  me  take  my  laft  farewel 
Of  thofe  dear  babes  ?  Oh,  let  me  run  and  feat 
My  melting  foul  upon  their  bubbling  wounds ! 
J'll  print  upon  their  coral- mouths  fuch  kifles, 
As  (hall  recall  their  wandYmg  fpirits  home. 
Let  me  go,  let  me  go,  or  I  will  tear  you  piece- meal. 
Help,  Haemon,  help ! 

Help,  OEdipus !  help,  gods !  Jocafta  dies  ! 
Enter  OEdipus  above* 

OEdif.  I've  found  a  window,  and,  I  thank  the  gods, 
'Tis  quite  unbarr'd.     Sure,  by  the  diitant  noife, 
The  height  will  fit  my  fatal  purpofe  well. 

Joe.  What,  hoa,  my  OEdipus !  See  where  he  ilands ! 
His  groping  gholt  is  Lodg'd  upon  a  tow'r, 
Nor  can  it  rind  the  road.     Mount,  mount,  my  foul ! 
I'll  wrap  thy  fniv'ringfpirit  in  lambent  flames;  andfo we'll 
But  fee,  we're  landed  on  the  happy  coaft;  Uall* 

And  all  the  golden  ftrands  are  cover'd  o'er 
With  glorious  gods,  that  come  to  try  our  caufe. 
Jove,  Jove,  whofe  majeily  now  links  me  down, 
He  who  himfelf  burns  in  unlawful  fires, 
Shall  judge,  and  fhall  acquit  us.     Oh,  'tis  done ! 
'Tis  fix 'd  by  fate  upon  record  divine  j 
And  OEdipus  fhall  now  be  ever  mine.  f  Dies. 

OEdip.  Speak,  Haemon,  what  has   Fate  been  doing 
What  dreadful  deed  has  mad  Jocafla  done  ?  [there  ? 
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Ham.  The  Queen  herfelf,  and  all  your  wretched  off- 
Are  by  her  fury  Haiti.  [fpring> 

OEdlp.  By  all  iny  woes, 
She  has  out-done  me  in  revenge  and  murder; 
And  I  fhbuld  envy  her  the  fed  applaufe  : 
But,  Oh,  my  children  !  Oh,  what  have  they  do»e  ? 
This  was  not  like  the  mercy  of  the  Heav'ns, 
To  fet  her  madnefs  on  fuch  cruelty. 
This  flirs  me  more  than  all  my  fufferings, 
And  with  my  laft  breath  I  mult  call  you  tyrants* 

H<snt.  What  mean  you,  Sir? 

OEdip.  Jocafta,  lo,  I  come  ! 
Oh,  Laius,  Labdacus,  and  all  you  fpirits 
Of  the  Cadmean  race,  prepare  to  meet  me  ! 
All  weeping,  rang'd  along  the  gloomy  flrare, 
Extend  your  arms  i  'embrace  me  ;  for  I  come. 
May  all  the  gods,  too,  from  their  battlements, 
Behold,  and  wonder  at  a  mortal's  daring  : 
And  when  I  knock  the  goal  of  dreadful  death, 
Shout,  and  applaud  me  with  a  clap  of  thunder. 
Once  more,  thus  wing'd  by  horrid  Fate,  I  come 
Switt  as  a  falling  meteor;  lo,  I  fly, 
And  thus  go  downwards,  to  the  darker  fky. 
[Thunder.     He  flings  himfelf  from  the  window,     The  Tfe* 

bans  gather  about  his  body, 

Ham.  Oh,  prophet  I  OEdipus  is  now  no  more  ! 
Oh,  cui  s'd-eftecl  of  the  moft  deep  defpair  ! 

Tir.  Ceafe  your  complaints,  and  bear  his  bcdy  hence  ; 
The  dreadful  fight  will  daunt  the  drooping  Thebans, 
Whom  Heav'n  decrees  to  raife  with  peace  and  glory. 
Yet,  by  thefe  terrible  examples  warn'd, 
The  facred  fury  thus  alarms  the  world. 
Let  none,  tho'  ne'er  fo  virtuous,  great,  and  high, 
Be  j  udg'd  entirely  blefs'd  betore  they  die. 


END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 
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EPILOGUE. 

*T/j[/rHAT  Sophocles  could  undertake  alone, 
-^     Our  poets  found  a  work  for  more  than  one ; 

And  therefore  two  lay  tugging  at  the  piece, 

With  all  their  force,  to  draw  the  ponderous  mafs  from  Greece* 

A  weight  that  bent  ev'n  Seneca's  ftrong  mufe^ 

And  which  Corncille's  Jhouldcrs  did  refufe. 

So  hard  it  is  th*  Athenian  harp  to  Jt  ring ; 

So  much  two  confuls  yield  to  onejujl  king. 

Terror  and  pity  this  whole  poem  fway  ; 

The  mightirjl  machines  that  can  mount  a  play. 

How  heavy  will  thofe  vulgar  fouls  be  found, 

Whom  two  fuch  engines  cannot  move  from  ground  f 

When  Greece  and  Rome  have  fmifd  upon  this  birth9 

1"cu  can,  but  damn  for  one  poor  fpot  of  earth  ; 

And  when  your  children  Jind  your  judgment  fuch r 

They'll  fcorn  their  jires,  and  wi/h  themfelves  born  Dutch  .• 

Each  haughty  poet  iu/7/  infer  with  eafe, 

HOIU  much  his  wit  tnujl  underwrite  to  pleafe. 

As  fame  Jlrange  churl  would brandijhing  advance 

The  monumental  fword  that  conquered  France ; 

So  you,  by  judging  this,  your  judgment  teach, 

Thus  far  you  like,  that  is,  thus  Jar  you  reach. 

Since,  then,  the  vote  of  full  two  t  ho  uf and  years 

Has  crown* d  this  plot,  and  all  the  dead  arc  theirs^ 

Think  it  a  debt  you  pay,  not  alms  you  give, 

And,  in  your  own  defence,  let  this  play  live. 

Think  them  not  vain,  when  Sophocles  is  foown  ; 

To  praife  his  worth,  they  humbly  doubt  their  own. 

T"et  as  weak  jlates  each  other* s  pow*r  ajjure, 

Weak  poets  by  conjunction  are  fecure : 

Their  treat  is  what  your  palates  rclijh  mojl. 

Charm,  fong,  a  Jhew,  a  murder,  and  a  ghojl  / 

We  know  not  what  you  can  dejire  or  hope, 

To  pleafe  you  more^  but  burning  of  a  Pope, 
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PROLOGUE, 

By  a  Friend* 

l<T  has  the  bujkbfd  mufe,  with  aclion,  mean? 

Debased  the  glory  of  the  tragic  Jcene  : 
H7jile  puny  villains  drefs'd  in  purple  pride, 
With  crimes  obfccne  the  heaven-born  rage  betyd. 
To  her  belongs  to  mourn  the  hero's  fate , 
To  trace  the  errors  of  the  wife  and  great  j 
To  mark  th*  excefs  of  pajjions  too  refill  d, 
And  paint  the  tumults  of  a  god-like  mind ; 
Where  mov'd  with  rage,  exalted  thoughts  combine^ 
And  darktft  deeds  with  beauteous  colours  Jhine. 
So  lights  andjhades  in  a  welt-mingled  draught^ 
By  curious  touch  of  artful  pencils  ivrought^. 
With  f oft  deceit  amttfe  the  doubtful  eye^ 
Pleased  with  the  conJliR  of  the  various  die. 
Ihus  through  the  following  fcencs  ivithfwcetjurpri 
Virtue  and  guilt  in  dread  confzijion  ri/e9 
And  love^  and hate ,  at  once^  and  grief  andjoyr 
Pity  and  rage,  their  mingled  force  employ. 
Here  the  f oft  virgin  fees  with  (ccrctjhame 
Her  charms  excelled  by  frieadjlyip's  purer  flame^ 
Forcd  with  reluctant  virtue  to  approve 
The  gerfrous  hero  who  rejects  her  love. 
Behold  him  there  <with  gloomy  pajjions  ft aind^ 
A  wifefufpcfted,  and  an  injur 'd  friend ; 
Tetfuch  the  toil  where  innocence  is  caught, 
lhat  rajbfu/picion  feems  without  a  fault. 
We  dread  awhile  left  beauty  Jhouldfucceed, 
And  almoft  wijh  ev'n  virtue'sfclf  may  bleed. 
Mark  well  the  black  revenge,  the  cruel  guile ', 
The  traitor-fend  trampling  the  lovely fpoil 
Of  beauty,   truth,  and  innocence  oppreft, 
Then  let  the  rage  of  furies fire your  brcaft. 
1"ct  may  his  mighty  wrong;,,  hisjuft  difJain, 
His  bleeding  country,  his.  lov*d father  Jiain^ 
His  martial  pride, your  admiration  raife^ 
And  crown  him  with  involuntary  praife, 
A  2 
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The  lines  marked  with  inverted  commas,  *  thus,''  are  omitud  in  the 
refrefentatidn. 


A  C  T    I. 

SCENE,  Battlements,  witb  a  Sea  Profpeft. 
Enter  Zanga. 

WHETHER  firft  nature,  or  long  want  of  peace, 
Has  wrought  my  mind  to  this,  I  cannot  tell ; 
But  horrors  now  are  not  difpleafmg  to  me :        [Thunder* 
I  like  this  rocking  of  the  battlements. 
Rage  on,  ye  winds,  burft,  clouds,  and  waters  roar ! 
You  bear  a  juft  refemblance  of  my  fortune, 
And  fuit  the  gloomy  habit  of  my  fouL 

Enter  Ifabella. 
Who*s  there  ?  My  love  ! 

Ifa.  Why  have  you  left  my  bed  ? 
Your  abfence  more  affrights  me  than  the  ftorm. 

Zan.  The  dead  alone  in  fuch  a  night  can  reft, 
And  I  indulge  my  meditation  here. 
-  Woman,  away.     I  choofe  to  be  alone.  ^ 

Ifa.  I  know  you  do,  and  therefore  will  not  leave  you  ; 
Excufe  me,  Zanga,  therefore  dare  not  leave  you. 
Is  this  a  night  for  walks  of  contemplation  ? 
Something  unufual  hangs  upon  your  heart, 
And  I  will  know  it  t  by  our  loves  I  will. 
'  To  you  I  facrific'd  my  virgin  fame  ;r 
Alk  I  too  much  to  (hare  in  your  diftrefs. 

Zan.   In  tears  ?  Thou  fool !    then  hear  me,  and  be 
In  hell's  abyfs,  if  ever  it  efcape  thee. 
To  flrike  thee  with  afhmiftment  at  once, 
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I  hate  Alonzo.     Firft  recover  that, 
And  then  thou  flialt  hear  farther. 

Ifa.  Hate  Alonzo  ! 

I  own,  I  thought  Alonzo  moft  your  friend, 
And  that  he  loft  the  matter  in  that  name. 

Zwt.  Hear  then.  'Tis  twice  three  years  lince  that  great 
(Great  let  me  call  him,  for  he  conquer'd  me)  [man 

Made  me  the  .captive  of  his  arm  in  fight, 
lie  flew  my  father,  and  threw  chains  o'er  me, 
While  I  with  pious  rage  purfu'd  revenge. 
I  then  was  young,  he  plac'd  me  near  his  perfon, 
-And  thought  me  not  difhonour'd  by  his  ftrvice. 
One  day  (may  that  returning  day  be  night, 
The  (tain,  the  curfe  of  e$ch  fucceeding  year  !) 
For  fomething,  or  for  nothing,  in  his  pride 
He  {truck  me.     (While  I  tell  it,  do  I  live  ?) 

He  fmote  me  on  the  cheek 1  did  not  flab  him, 

For  that  were  poor  revenge E'er  lince,  his  folly- 
Has  flrove  to  bury  it  beneath  a  heap 
Qf  kindnefles,  and  thinks  it  is  forgot. 
Infolent  thought !  and  like  a  fecond  blow  I 
Affronts  are  innocent,  where  men  are  worthlefs  ; 
And  fuch  alone  can  wifely  drop  revenge. 

Ifa.  But  with  more  temper,  Zanga,  tell  your  ftory : 
To  fee  your  ftrong  emotions  flartles  me. 

Zan.  Yes,  woman,  with  the  temper  that  befits  it. 
Has  the  dark  adder  venom  ?  ,So  have  I 
When  trod  upon.     Proud  Spaniard,  thou  (halt  feel  me  !: 
For  from  that  day,  that  day  of  my  difhonour, 
I  from  that  day  have  curs'd  the  rifing  fun,. 
Which  never  rail'd  to  tell  me  of  my  fhame. 
I  from  that  day  have  blefl  the  coming  night, 
W^hich  promh'd  to  conceal  it ;  but  in  vain  ; 
The  blow  return 'd  for  ever  in  my  dream. 
Yet  on  I  toil'd,  and  groan'd  for  an  occafion. 
Of  ample  vengeance ;  none  is  yet  arrived. 
Howe'er  at  prefent  I  conceive  warm  hopes 
Of  what  may  wound  him  fore,  in  his  ambition*. 
JLife  of  his  life,  and  dearer  than  his  foul. 
By  nightly  march  he  purposed  to  furprize 
The  Moorifh  cajnp ;  but  I  have  taken  care 
They  Ihall  be  ready  to  receive  his  favour. 

Failing 
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Failing  in  this,,  a  caft  of  utmoft  moment 
Would  darken  all  the  conquefts  he  has  won, 

Jfa.  Juil  as  I  enter'dan  exprefs  arriv'd, 

Zan. \Towhom  ? 

If  a.  His  friend,  Don  Carlos* 

Zan,  Be  propitious, 
Oh,  Mahomet^  on  this  important  hour, 
And  give  at  length  my  famifh'd  foul  revenge?- 
What  is  Tevenge,  but  courage  to  call  in 
Our  honour's  debts,  '  and  wifdom  to  convert 
4  Other's  felf-love  into  our  own  pro_te6tion  ?' 
But  fee,  the  morning  dawns ; 
I'll  feek  Don  Carlos,  and  enquire  my  fate.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE,  ik  Palace. 

Enter  Manuel  and  Don  Carlos. 

Man.  My  Lord  Don  Carlos,,  what  brings  your  exprefs  ? 

Car.  Alonzo's  glory,  and  the  Moors  defeat. 
The  field  is  ilrew'd  with  twice  ten  thoufand  flainr 
Though  he  fufpecls  his  meafures  were  betray'd. 
He'll  foon  arrive.     Oh,  how  I  long  to  embrace 
'The  firft  of  heroes,  anil  the  belt  of  friends  1         • 
1  lov'd  fair  Leonora  long  before 
The  chance  of  battle  gave  me  to  the  Moors,. 
From  whom  fo  late  Alonzo  fet  me  free  ; 
And  while  I  groanrd  in  bondage,  I  deputed 
This  great  Alonzo,  whom  her  father  honours,. 
To  be  my  gentle  advocate  in  love, 
To  flir  her  heart,  and  fan  its  fires  for  me., 

Man.  And  what  fuccefs  ? 

Car.  Alas,  the  cruel  maid 
Indeed  her  father,  *  who  though  high  at  court, 

*  And  powerful  with  the  king,  has  wealth  at  heartr 

*  To  heal  his  devaluation  from  the  Moors,' 
Knowing  I'm  richly  freighted  from  the  eaft, 
My  fleet  now  failing  in  the  fight  of  Spain, 
(Heav'n  guard  it  fafe  through  fuch  a  dreadful  ftorm  !) 
Careflesme,  and  urges  her  to  wed. 

Man.  Her  aged  father,  fee,, 
Leads  her  this  way. 

Car.  She  looks 'like  radiant  truth,. 
Brought  forward  by  the  hand  of  hoary  time  • 
You  to  the  port  with  fpeed,  'tis  poflible  Some 
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Some  veflel  is  arriv'd.     Heav'n  grant  it  bring 
ladings  which  Carlos  may  receive  with  joy  ! 
Enter  Alvarez  and  Leonora. 

Alv.  Don  Carlos,  I  am  labouring  in  your  favour 
With  all  a  parent's  foft  authority, 
And  earn  eft  counfel. 

Car.  Angels  fecond  you  ! 
For  all  my  blifs  or  miiery  hangs  on  it. 

Alv.  Daughter,  the  happinefs  of  life^  depends 
On  our  discretion,  and  a  prudent  choke; 
Look  into  thofe  they  call  unfortunate, 
And  clofer  view'd,  you'll  find  they  are  unwife  t 
Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath, 
4  And  'tis  the  trick  of  fools  to  fave  their  credit, 

*  Which  brought  another  language  into  ufe.' 
Don  Carlos  is  of  ancient,  noble  blood, 

"And  then  his  wealth  might  mend  a  prince's  fortune* 

For  him  the  fun  is  labouring  in  the  mines, 

A  faithful  ilave,  and  turning  earth  to  gold. 

His  keels.are  freighted  with  that  facred  pow*rf 

By  which  ev'n  kings  and  emperors  are  made* 

Sir,  you  have  my  good  wifties,  and  I  hope  [To  Car. 

My  daughter  is  not  indifposM  to  hear  you.        [Ex*  Alv* 

Car.  Oh,  Leonora  !  why  art  thou  in  tears  f 
Becaufe  I  am  lefs  wretched  than  I  was  ? 
Before  you  father  gave  me  leave  to  woo  you, 
Huflild  was  your  bofom,  and  your  eye  ferene* 

*  Will  you  forever  help  me  to  new  pains, 

*  And  keep  referves  of  torment  in  your  hand, 
1  To  let  them  loofe  on  ev'ry  dawn  of  joy  ?' 

Leon.  Think  you  my  father  too  indulgent  to  mef 
That  he  claims  no  dominion  o'er  my  tears  ? 
A  daughter  furemay  be  right  dutiful, 
Whofe  tears  alone  are  free  from  a  reiiraint.  •     • 

*  Car*  Ah,  my  torn  heart ! 

4  Leon.  Regard  not  me,  my  Lordr 

*  1  fhall  obey  my  father. 

4  Cart  Difobey  him, 

*  Rather  than  come  thus  coldly,  than  come  thus 

*  With  abfent  eyes  and  alienated  mien, 

4  Suffering  addrefs,  the  vidim  of  my  love. 
'  Oh,  let  me  be  undone  the  common  way, 


T  H  E    R  E  V  E  N  G  E.  9 

And  have  the  common  comfort  to  bepity'd, 
And  not  be  ruin'd  in  the  mafk  of  biifs,    - 
And  fo  be  envy'd,  and  be  wretched  too ! 
Love  calls  for  love.     Not  all  the  pride  of  beauty, 
Thofe  eyes  that  tell  us  what  the  fun  is  made  of, 
Thofe  lips,  whofe  touch  is  to  be  bought  with  life, 
Thofe  hills  of  driven  fnow,  which  feen  are  felt; 
All  thefe  pofiefs'd,  are  nought,  but  as  they  are 
The  proof,  the  fubftance  of;  an  inward  pallion, 
And  the  rich  plunder  of  a  taken  heart. 
*  Leon.  Alas,  my  Lord,  we  are  too  delicate  ; 
And  when  we  grafp  the  happinefs  we  wifh'd, 
We  call  on  wit  to  argue  it  away  : 
A  plainer  man  would  not  feel  half  your  pains : 
But  fome  have  too  much  wifdom  to  be  happy.' 
Car.  Had  I  known  this  before,  it  had  been  well : 

I  had  not  then  foliated  your  father 

To  add  to  my  diftrefs ;  as  you  behave, 

Your  father's  kindnefs  itabs  me  to  the  heart. 

Give  me  your  hand- Nay,  give  it,  Leonora  : 

'  You  give  it  not nay,  yet  you  give  it  not 

«  1  ravifh  it. ' 

Leon.  I  pray,  my  Lord,  no  more. 

Car.  *  Ah,  why  ib  fad  ?  Vou  know  each  figh  does  fhake 

*  Sighs  there,  are  tempeib  here.  [me ; 

4  I've  heard,  bad  men  would  be  unbleft  in  heav'n  : 

4  What  is  my  guilt,  that  makes  me  fo  with  you  ?' 

Have  I  not  languifh'd  proitrate  at  thy  feet  ? 

Have  I  not  liv'd  whole  days  upon  thy  fight  ? 

Have  I  not  feen  thee  where  thou  haft  not  been  ? 

And,  mad  with  the  idea,  clafp'd  the  wind, 

And  doated  upon  nothing? 
Leon.  Court  me  not, 

Good  Carlos,  by  recounting  of  my  faults, 

And  telling  how  ungrateful  I  have  been. 

Alas,  my  Lord,  if  talking  would  prevail, 

I  could  fuggeft  much  better  arguments 

Than  thofe  regards  you  threw  away  on  me  j 

Your  valour,  honour,  wifdom,  prais'd  by  all. 

But  bid  phyficians  talk  our  veins  to  temper, 

And  with  an  argument  new-feta  pulfe  ; 

Then  think,  my  Lord,  of  reafonbg  into.  love. 

Car. 
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Car.  Muft  I  defpair  then  ?  Do  not  (hake  me  thus  : 
My  tempeit-beaten  heart  is  cold  to  death. 
Ah  !  turn,  and  let  me  warm  me  in  thy  beauties. 
Heav'ns  !  what  a  proof  I  gave  but  two  nights  paft 
Of  matchlefs  love  !  To  fling  me  at  thy  feet, 
I  flighted  friendfhip,  and  I  flew  from  fame ; 
Nor  heard  the  fummons  of  the  next  day's  battle  : 
But  darting  headlong  to  thy  arms,  I  left 
The  prorais'd  fight,  I  left  Alonzo  too 
To  tfand  the  war,  and  quell  a  world  alone.         [Trumpets*. 

Leon.  The  victor  comes.  My  Lord,  I  mufi  withdraw* 

'  Car.  And  muft  you  go  ? 

'  Leon.  Why  mould  you  wifh  me  ftay  ? 
'  Your  friend's  arrival  will  bring  comfort  to  you, 

*  My  prefence  none ;  it  pains  you  and  myfelf ; 

*  For  both  our  fakes  permit  me  to  withdraw.'  [Ex.  Leon* 
Car.  Sure,  there's  no  peril  but  in  love.     '  Oh,  hov¥ 

*  My  foes  would  boaft  to  fee  ire  look  fo  pale  1* 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Car.  Alonzo! 

Alon.  Carlos  ! 1  am  whole  again  ; 

Clafp'd  in  thy  arms,  it  makes  my  heart  entire. 

Car.  Whom  dare  I  thus  embrace  ?  The  conqueror 
Of  Afric. 

Alon.  Yes,  much  more  Don  Carlos'  friend. 
The  conqueft  of  the  world  would  cofl  me  dear, 
Should  it  beget  one  thought  of  diftance  in  thee. 
I  rife  in  virtues  to  come  nearer  thee. 
I  conquer  with  Don  Carlos  in  my  eye, 
And  thus  I  claim  my  vi&ory's  reward.    [Embracing  him* 

Car.  A  victory  indeed  !  your  godlike  arm 
Has  made  one  fpot  the  grave  of  Africa, 
Such  numbers  fell !  and  the  furvivors  fled 
As  frighted  paflengers  from  off  the  ilrand, 
When  the  tempeftuous  fea  comes  roaring  on  them. 

Alon.  'Tvvas  Carlos  conquer'd,  'twas  his  cruel  chains 
Inflam'd  me  to  a  rage  unknown  before, 
And  threw  my  former  actions  far  behind. 

Car.  I  love  fair  Leonora.     How  I  love  her  ! 
Yet  1H11 1  find  (I  know  not  how  it  is) 
Another  heart,  another  foul  for  thee. 
4  Thy  friendlhip  warms,  it  wiles,  it  tranfports 

«  Like 
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*  Like  murk,  pure  the  joy,  without  allay, 
'  Whofe  very  rapture  is  tranquility : 

*  But  love,  like  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  blifs, 

*  Heighten 'd  indeed  beyond  all  mortal  pleafures ; 

*  But  mingles  pangs  and  madnefs  in  the  bowl.' 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zan,  Manuel,  my  Lord,  returning  from  the  port, 
On  buiinefs  both  of  moment  and  of  haile, 
Humbly  begs  leave  to  fpeak  in  private  with  you. 

Car.  In  private! — Ha! — Alonzo,  I'll  return, 
No-bufinefs  can  detain  me  long  from  thee.       [.£#,  Car. 

Zan.  My  Lord  Alonzo,  I  obey'd  your  orders, 

Alon.  Will  the  fair  Leonora  pafs  this  way  ? 

Zan.  She  will,  my  Lord,  and  foon« 

Alon.  Come  near  nve,  Zanga ; 
For  I  dare  open  all  my  heart  to  thee. 
Never  was  fuch  a  day  of  triumph  known. 
There's  not  a  wounded  captive  in  my  train, 
Thatilowly  follow'd  my  proud  chariot  wheels, 
With  half  a  life,  and  beggary,  and  chains, 
But  is  a  god-to  me  :  I  am  moft  wretched. 
In  his  captivity,  thou  know'il  Don  Carlos, 
My  friend,  (and  never  was  a  friend  more  dear) 
Deputed  me  his  advocate  in  love, 
To  talk  to  Leonora's  heart,  and  make 
A  tender  party  in  her  thoughts  for  him. 
What  did  I  do  ?  I  lov'd  myfelf.     Indeed, 
One  thing  there  is  might  leflen  my  offence, 
(If  fuch  offence  admits  of  being  leflen'd) 
I  thought  him  dead ;  for  (by  what  fate  1  know  not) 
His  letters  never  reach'd  me. 

Zan.  Thanks  to  Zanga, 
Whorhencecontriv'd  that  evil  which  has happen'd.  [AJitkt 

Alon.  Yes,  curs'd  of  heav'n  !  I  lov'd  myfelf,  and  now 
In  a  late  adtion,  refcu'd  from  the  Moors, 
I  have  brought  home  my  rival  in  my  friend. 

Zan.  We" hear,  my  Lord,  that  in  that  action  too, 
Your  interpoling  arm  preferv'd  his  life. 

Alon.  It  did— with  more  than  the  expence  of  mine ; 
For,  Oh,  this  day  is  mention'd  for  their  nuptials. 
But  fee,  (lie  comes — I'll  take  my  leave,  and  die. 

Zan*  Hadft  thcu  a  thoufand  lives,  thy  death  would 
pleafe  me,  Un- 
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Unhappy  fate  !  My  country  overcome  ! 
My  fix  years  hope  of  vengeance  quite  expir'd  ! 
Would  nature  were  --  1  will  not  fall  alone  : 
But  others'  groans  (hall  tell  the  world  my  death.     [Exit* 
Enter  Leonora. 

Alon.  When  nature  ends  with  anguim  like  to  this, 
Sinners  {hall  take  their  laft  leave  of  \he  fun, 
And  bid  his  light  adieu. 

Leon.  The  mighty  conqueror 
Difmay'd  !   I  thought  you  gave  the  foe  your  forrows. 

Alon.  Oh,  cruel  infult  !  are  thofe  tears  your  fport, 
Which  nothing  but  a  love  for  you  could  draw  ? 
Africk  I  queU'd,  in  hope  by  that  to  purchafe 
Your  leave  to  figh  unfcorn'd  ;  but  I  complain  not  ; 
'Twas  but  a  world,  and  you  are  —  Leonora. 

Leon.  That  paffion  which  you  boaft  of  is  your  guilt, 
A  treafon  to  your  friend.     You  think  mean  of  me, 
To  plead  your  crimes  as  motives  of  my  love. 

Alon.  You,  Madam,  ought  to  thank  thofe  crimes  you 
*Tis  they  permit  you  to  be  thus  inhuman,  [blame  ; 

Without  thecenfure  both  of  earth  and  heav'n 
1  fondly  thought  a  laft  look  might  be  kind. 
Farewel  for  ever.  -  This  fevere  behaviour 
Has,  to  my  comfort,  made  it  fvveet  to  die. 

Leon.  Farewel  forever  !—  Sweet  to  die  !  —  Oh,  heav'n  ! 


Alonzo,  flay,  you  muft  not  thus  efcape  me  ; 
But  hear  your  guilt  at  large. 

Alon.  Oh,  Leonora  ! 
What  could  I  do  ?  In  duty  to  my  friend, 
I  faw  you  ;  and  to  fee,  is  to  admire* 
For  Carlos  did  I  plead,  and  moft  iincerely. 
Witnefs  the  thoufand  agonies  it  cofl  me. 
You  know  I  did.     I  fought  but  your  efteem  ; 
If  that  is  guilt,  an  angel  had  been  guilty. 
*"  I  often  iigh'd,  nay,  wept,  but  could  not  help  it  ; 

*  And  fure  it  is  no  crime  to  be  in  pain. 

'  But  grant  my  crime  was  great  ;  I'm  greatly  curs'd  : 

*  What  would  you  more  ?  Am  I  not  moft  undone  ? 

*  This  ufage  is  like  damping  on  the  murder'd, 

*  When  lite  is  fled  ;  molt  barbarous  and  unjuiK* 
Leon.  If  from  your  guilt  none  fuffer'd  but  your  {"elf, 

It  might  be  fo—  Farewel.  [Gvhtg. 

Alon, 
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Mon.  Who  fuffers  with  me? 

Leon.  Enjoy  your  ignorance,  and  let  me  go. 

*  Alon.  Alas !  what  is  there  I  can  fear  to  know, 

*  Since  I  already  know  your  hate  ?  Your  actions 

*  Have  long  fince  told  me  that. 
4  Leott.  They  flatter'd  you. 

*  Alon.  How,  flatter'd  me  ! 

'  Leon.  Oh,  fearch  in  fate  no  farther ! 

*  I  hate  thee — Oh,  Alonzo,  how  I  hate  thee! 

'  Alon.  Indeed  !  and  do  you  weep  for  hatred  too  £     • 
'  Oh,  what  a  doubtful  torment  heaves  my  heart  I 
'  I  hope  it  moll,  and  yet  I  dread  it  more. 
f  Should  it  be  fo ;  fhoiild  her  tears  flovr  from  thence, . 

*  How  would  my  foul  blaze  up  in  ecftafy ! 

4  Ah,  no !  how  link  into  the  depth  of  horrors  ! 

*  Leon.  Why  would  you  force  my  ftay  ?' 
Alon.  What  mean  thefe  tears  ? 

Leon.  I  weep  by  chance ;  nor  have  my  tears  a  meaning. 
But,  Oh,  when  firil  I  favv  Alonzo's  tears, 
I.knew  their  meaning  well ! 

[Alon.  falls  pajfionatdy  on  bit  knees ,  and  takes  her  band. 

Alon.  Heavens !  what  is  this  ?    That  excellence,  for 
Deiire  was  planted  in  the  heart  of  man ;  [which 

Virtue's  fupreme  reward  on  this  fide  heav'n ; 
The  cordial  of  my  foul — and  this  deftroys  me— 
Indeed,  I  flatter'd  me  thatthou  didft  hate. 

Leon.  Alonzo,  pardon  me  the  injury 
Of  loving  you.     I  ftruggled  with  my  paffion, 
And  itruggled  long  :  let  that  be  fome  excufe. 

Alan.  Unkind  fyou  knew  I  think  your  love  a  bleffing 
Beyond  all  human  blellings ;  'tis  the  price 
Ot  fighs  and  groans,  and  a  whole  year  of  dying. 
Bur,  Oh,  the  curie  of  curfes ! Oh,  my  friend !  — 

Lesn.  Alas  ! 

Alon.  What  fays  my  love  ?  Speak,  Leonora. 

Leon.  Was  it  for  you,  my  Lord,  to  be  fo  quick 
In  finding  out  objections  to  our  love  ? 
Think  you  fo  flrong  my  love,  or  weak  my  virtue, 
It  was  unfafe  to  leave  that  part  to  me  ? 

Alon.  Is  not  the  day  then  fix'd  for  your  efpoufals  ? 

Leon.  Indeed  my  father  once  had  thought  that  way  ; 
But  marking  how  the  marriage  pain'd  my  heart, 
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Long  he  flood  doubtful ;  but  at  laft  refolv'd, 
Yourcounfel,  which  determines  him  in  all, 
Should  finifti  the  debate. 

Alon.  Oh,  agony  !     . 
Muft  I  not  only  lofe  her,  but  be  made 
Myfelf  the  inftrument  ?  Not  only  die, 
But  plunge  the  dagger  in  my  heart  myfelf  ? 
This  is  refining  on  calamity. 

Leon.  What,  do  you  tremble  left  you  fhould  be  mine  ? 
For  what  elfe  can  you  tremble  ?  Not  for  that 
My  father  places  in  your  power  to  alter. 

Alon.  What's  in  my  pow'r  ?  Oh,  yes,  to  ftab  my  friend ! 

Leon.  To  ftab  your  friend  were  barbarous  indeed  I 
Spare  him — and  murder  me.     l  I  own,  Alonzo, 

You  well  may  wonder  at  fuch  \vords  as  thefe  ; 

I  (tart  at  them  myfelf;  they  fright  my  nature. 

Great  is  my  fault ;  but  blame  not  me  alone  : 

Give  him  a  little  blame  who  took  fuch  pains 

To  make  me  guilty. 

*  Alon.  Torment !  \dfter  a  paufc,  Leon,  fpeaks* 
'  Leon.  Oh,  my  ftiame  ! 

*  I  fue,  and  fue  in  vain :  it  is  moft  juft, 

*  When  women  fue,  they  fue  to  be  deny'd. 

*  You  hate  me,  you  defpife  me  !  you  do  well ; 

*  For  what  I've  done  I  hate  and  fcorn  myfelf. 

*  Oh,  night,  fall  on  me  !  I  (hall  blufh  to  death.' 
Alon.  Firft  perifh  all ! 

'  Leon.  Say,  what  have  you  refolv'd  ? 

*  My  father  comes  ;  what  anfwer  will  you  give  him  ? 

*  Alon.  What  anfwer !  let  me  look  upon  that  face, 
4  And  read  it  there— —Devote  thee  to  another  ! 

*  Not  to  be  borne  !  a  fecond  look  undoes  me. 

*  Leon.  And  why  undo  you  ?  Is  it  then,  my  Lord, 
'  So  terrible  to  yield  to  your  own  wifhes, 

*  Becaufe  they  happen  to  concur  with  mine  ? 
'  Cruel !  to  take  fuch  pains  to  win  an  heart, 

'  Which  you  was  confcious  you  muft  break  with  parting. 

*  Alon.''  No,  Leonora,  I  am  thine  for  ever, 

[Runs  and  embraces  her. 
In  fpite  of  Carlos — '  Ha  !  who's  that  ?  My  friend  ? 

4  [Starts  wide  from  her* 

*  Alas,  I  fee  him  pale  !  I  hear  his  groan  ! 

*  He 
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'  He  foams,  he  tears  his  hair,  he  raves,  he  bleeds, 

*  (I  know  him  by  myfelf)  he  dies  diilra&ed  ! 

Leon.  How  dreadful  to  be  cut  from  what  we  love  ! 

Alan.  Ah,  fpeak  no  more  ! 

Leon.  And  ty'd  to  what  we  hate  ! 

Alon.  Oh  ! 

Leon.  Is  it  pomble  ? 

Alon.  Death  ! 

Leon.  Can  you  ? 

Alon.  Oh 

'  Yes,  take  a  limb  ;  but  let  my  virtue  'fcape. 
4  Alas,  my  foul,  this  moment  I  die  for  thee  ! 

4  [JB  reals  away. 

*  Leon.  And  are  you  perjur'd  then  for  virtue's  fake  ? 

*  How  often  have  you  fivorn  ! — but  go,  for  ever.  [Sivoojts, 

*  Alon.  Heart  of  my  heart,  and  eifence  of  my  joy  ! 

*  Where  art  thou  ! — Oh,  I'm  thine,  and  thine  for  ever ! 

*  The  groans  of  friendship  (hall  be  heard  no  more* 

*  For  whatsoever  crime  I  can  commit, 

*  I've  felt  the  pains  already.' 
Leon.  Hold,  Alonzo, 

And  hear  a  maid  whom  doubly  thou  hall  conquer'd. 
I  love  thy  virtue  as  I  love  thy  perfon, 
And  I  adore  thee  for  the  pains  it  gave  me  ; 
But  as  I  felt  the  pains,  I'll  reap  the  fruit ; 
I'll  fhine  out  in  my  turn,  and  ftiew  the  world 
Thy  great  example  was  not  loft  upon  me. 

Be  it  enough  that  I  have  once  been  guilty  ; 

In  fight  of  fuch  a  pattern,  to  perfift, 

111  fuitsa  perfon  honour'd  with  your  love. 

My  other  titles  to  that  blifs  are  weak  ; 

I  mufl  deferve  it  by  refufing  it. 

Thus  then  I  tear  me  from  thy  hopes  for  ever. 

Shall  I  contribute  to  Alonzo's  crimes  ? 

No,  tho'  the  life-blood  gufhes  from  my  heart. 

You  fhall  not  be  aftiam'd  of  Leonora  ; 

Or  that  late  time  may  put  our  names  together.' 
Nay,  never  fhrink  ;  take  back  the  bright  example 
You  lately  lent ;  Oh,  take  it  while  you  may, 
While  I  can  give  it  you,  and  be  immortal !  [!£*//• 

Alon.  She's  gone,  and  I  fhall  fee  that  face  no  more  ; 
But  piae  in  abience,  and  till  death  adore. 

B  z  When 
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When  with  cold  dew  my  fainting  brow  is  hung, 

And  my  eyes  darken,  from  my  fault'ring  tongue 

Her  name  will  tremble  with  a  feeble  moan, 

And  love  with  fate  divide  my  dying  groan.  [Extf. 

END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT      II, 

SCENE,     continues. 

Enter  Manuel  and  Zanga. 

ZANGA. 

IF  this  be  true,  I  cannot  blame  your  pain 
For  wretched  Carlos ;  'tis  but  humane  in 
But  when  arriv'd  your  difmal  news  ? 

Man.  This  hour. 

Zan.  What,  notaveflel  fav'd  ? 

Man.  All,  all  the  ftorm 

Devour'd  ;  and  now  o'er  his  late  envy'd  fortune 
The  dolphins  bound,  and  wat'ry  mountains  roarr> 
Triumphant  in  his  ruin. 

Zan.  Is  Alvarez 

Determined  to  deny  his  daughter  to  him  ? 
That  treafure  was  on  more ;  mud  that  too  jo'm 
The  common  wreck  ? 

Man.  Alvarez  pleads,  indeed, 
That  Leonora's  heart  is  difinclin'cl, 
And  pleads  that  only  ;  fo  it  was  this  morning, 
When  he  concurr'd  :  the  temped  broke  the  match; 
And  funk  his  favour,  when  it  funk  the  gold, 
The  love  of  gold  is  double  in  his  heart, 
The  vice  of  age,  and  of  Alvarez  too. 

Zan.  How  does  Don  Carlos  bear  it  ? 

Man.  Like  a  man 

Whofe  heart  feels  mod  a  human  heart  can  feel, 
And  reafons  befl  a  human  heart  can  reaibn. 

Zan.  But  is  he  then  in  abfolute  defpair  ? 

Man.  Never  to  fee  his  Leonora  more. 
And,  quite  to  quench  all  future  hope,  Alvarez 
Urges  Alonzo  to  efpoufe  his  daughter 
This  very  day  j  for  he-has  learnt  their  loves. 
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Za*.  Ha  !  was  not  that  receiv'd  with  ccflafy 
By  Don  Alonzo  ? 

Man.  Yes,  at  firft ;  but  Toon 
A  damp  came  o'er  him,  it  would  kill  his  friend. 

Zan.  Not  if  his  friend  confented  :  and  iince  now 
He  can't  himielf  efpoufe  her 

Man.  Yet,  to  alk  it 

Has  ibmething  (hocking  to  a  generous  mind  ; 
At  leaft,  Alonzo's  fpirit  ftartles  at  it. 
Wide  is  the  diftance  between  our  defpair, 
And  giving  up  a  miftreis  to  another. 
But  I  muft  leave  you.     Carlos  wants  fupport 
In  his  fevere  affliction.  [Exit  Manuel. 

Zan.  Ha,  it  dawns ! • 

It  rifes  to  me,  like  a  new-found  world 

*  To  manners  long  time  diftrefsM  at  fea, 

'  Sore  from  a  ftorm,  and  all  their  viandg  fpent ;' 

Or  like  the  fun  juft  riling  out  of  chaos, 

Some  dregs  of  ancient  night  not  quite  purg'd  off. 

But  fliall  I  fiuilh  it  ? Hoa,  liabella  ! 

Enter  liabella. 

I  thought  of  dying  ;  better  things  come  forward  ; 
Vengeance  is  itill  alive  j  from  her  dark  covert, 
With  all  her  fnakes  erecl  upon  her  creft, 
She  Italks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  charms. 
When,  Ifabella,  arriv'd  Don  Carlos  here  ? 

Ifab.  Two  nights  ago. 

Zan.  That  was  the  very  night 

Before  the  battle Memory,  fet  down  that; 

It  has  the  effence  of  the  crocodile, 

Tho*  yet  but  in  the  fhell — —I'll  give  it  birth—- 

What  time  did  he  return  ? 

Ifal>.  At  midnight. 

Say,  did  he  fee  that  night  his  Leonora  ? 
Ifab.  No,  my  good  Lord. 

Zan,  No  matter tell  me,  woman, 

Is  not  Alonzo  rather  brave  than  cautious, 
Honeft  than  fubtle,  above  fraud  himfelf, 
Slow,  therefore  to  iufpeft  it  in  another  ? 

Ifab.  You  belt  can  judge;  but  ib  the  world  thinkt 
of  him. 

B  3 
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Zan.  Why,  that  was  well — go,  fetch  my  tablets  hither. 

[Exit  Ifab* 

Two  nights  ago  my  father's  facred  (hade 
Thrice  ftalk'd  around  my  bed,  and  fmil'd  upon  me;         :-, 
He  fm'U'd  a  joy  then  little  underftood 
It  muft  be  fo — and  if  fo,  it  is  vengeance 
Worth  waking  of  the  dead  for. 

Re-enter  IlabeUa  <witb  the  tablets ;  Zanga  writes  ^  then  read* 
as  to  bimfelf. 

Thus  it  (lands 

The  father's  fix'd- Don  Carlos  cannot  wed — 

Alonzo  may-r — but  that  will  hurt  his  friend  • 

Nor  can  he  afk  his  leave or,  if  he  did,. 

He  might  not  gain  it It  is  hard  to  give 

Our  own  confent  to  ills,  tho'  we  muft  bear  them. 
Were  it  not  then  a  matter-piece,  worth  all 
The  wifdom  I  can  boaftj  firft  to  peifuade 
Alonzo  to  requeft  it  of  his  friend,        * 

His  friend  to  grant then  from  that  very  grant,  .        .  *' 

The  flrongeil  proof  of  friendfhip  man  can  give,     , 
(And  other  motives)  to  work  out  a  caufe 

Of  jealoufy,  ta  rack  Alonzo's  peace  ?— 

I  have  turn'd  o'er  the  catalogue  of  human  woes, 
Which  fting  the  heart  of  man,  and  find  none  equal* 
It  is  the  Hydra  of  calamities, 
The  feven'-fold  death  ;  the  jealous  are  the  damned. 
Oh,  jealoufy,  each  other  paflion's  calm 
To  thee,  thou  conflagration  of  the  foul ! 
Thou  king  af  torments,  thou  grand  counterpoife- 
.For  all  the  tranfports  beauty  can  infpire  ! 

Ifab.  Alonzo  comes  this  way.. 

Zan.  Moft  opportunely. 

Withdraw — '  Ye  fubtle  daemons,  which  re  fide      [Ex.  If. 
4  In  courts,  and  do  your  work  with  bows  and  fmile.s, 
1  That  little  engin'ry,  more  mifchievous 

*  Than  fleets  and  armies,  and  the  cannon's  murder^ 
4  Teach  me  to  looka  lie  ;  give  live  your  maze 

*  Of  gloomy  thought  and  intricate  defign, 

'  To  catch  the  man  I  hate,  and  then  devour.' 

Enter  Alonzo. 
My  Lord,  I  give  you  joy.. 
Jlon.  Of  what  good  Zanga  ? 

Is  not  the  lovely  Leonora,  yours  ? 
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Alon*  What  will  become  of  Carlos  * 

Zan.  He's  your  friend  ; 
And  fince'he  can't  efpoufe  the  fair  himfelf, 
Will  take  fome  comfort  from  Alonzo's  fortune. 

Alan.  Alas,  thou  little  know'ft  the  force  of  love  I 
Love  reigns  a  fultan  with  unrivall'd  fway  j 
Puts  all  relations,  friendfhip's  felf  to  death, 
If  once  he's  jealous  of  it.     I  love  Carlos  ; 
Yet  well  I  know  what  pangs  I  felt  this  morning 
At  his  intended  nuptials..    For  myfelf 
I  then  felt  pains  which  now  for  him  I  feel* 

Zan.  You  will  not  wed  her  then  ? 

Alon.  Not  inftantly. 
Infult  his  broken  heart  the  very  moment  ! 

Zan.  I  underhand  you  :  but  you'll  wed  hereafter,.. 
When  your  friend's  gone,  and  his  firft  pain  afluag'cL 

Alon.  Am  I  to  blame  for  that  ? 

Zan.  My  Lord,  I  love 

Your  very  errors  ;  they  are  born  from  virtue. 
Your  friendship  (and  what  nobler  paffion  claims 
The  heart  ?)  does  lead  you  blindfold  to  your  ruin.. 
Confider,  wherefore  did  Alvarez  break 
Don  Carlos' match,  and  wherefore  urge  Alonzc's  ? 
'Twas  the  fame  caufe,  the  love  of  wealth.     To-morrow. 
May  fee  Alonzo  in  Don  Carlos'  fortune  j. 
A  higher  bidder-is  a  better  friend, 
And  there  are  princes  figh  for  Leonora.. 
When  yourfriend's  gone  you'll  wed  ;  why,  then  the  caufe 
Which  gives  you  Leonora  now  will  ceafe. 
Carlos  has  loll;  her  ;  mould  you  lofe  her  too, 
Why,  then  you  heap  new  torments  on  your  friend^ 
By  that  refpecl  which  hbour'd  to  relieve  him-    •    ^ 
'Tis  well  he  is  difturb'd  \  it  makes  him  paufe.         [Apde* 

^<™vThink'il  thou,  myZanga,fhouldI  a  Ik  Don  Carlos,, 
His  goodnefs  would  confent  that  I  mould  wed  her  ? 

Zan.  I  know  it  would. 

Aloq,.  But  then  the  cruelty 
To  alk  it,  and. for  me  to  alk  it  of  him  !' 

Zan.  Methinks,,you  arefevere  upon  your  friendi 
Who  was  it  gave  him. liberty  and  life  ? 

Alon.  Thatisth^  very  reafon  which  forbids  it.. 
Were  I  a  ftranger,  I  could  freely  fpeak  ; .  , 

i  III 
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In  me  it  fo  refembles  a  demand, 
ExacTmg  of  a  debt,  it  (hocks  my  nature. 

Zan.  My  Lord,  you  know  the  fad  alternative, 
Is  Leonora  worth  one  pang  or  not  ? 
It  hurts  not  me,  my  Lord,  butas  I  love  you : 
Warmly  as  you  I  wifh  Don  Carlos  well ; 
But  I  am  likewife  Don  Alonzo's  friend  : 
There  all  the  difference  lies  between  us  two. 
In  me,  my  Lord,  you  hear  another  felf ; 
And  give  me  leave  to  add,  a  better  too, 
Clear'd  from  thofe  errors,  which,  tho'caus'd  by  virtue, 
Are  fuch  as  may  hereafter  give  you  pain— — 
Don  Lopez  of  Caftile  would  not  demur  thus. 

Alon.  Perifh  the  name  !   What,  facrifice  the  fair 
To  age  and  uglinefs,  becaufe  fet  in  gold  ? 
I'll  to  Don  Carlos,  if  my  heart  will  let  me. 
I  have  not  feen  him  finc"e  his  fore  affliction  ; 
But  fhunn'd  ir,  as  too  terrible  to  bear. 
How  (hall  I  bear  it  now  ?  I'm  ftruck  already.  [Exit. 

Zan.  Half  of  my  work  is  done.     I  rnuil  fecure 
Don  Carlos,  ere  Alonzo  fpeak  with  him. 

[He  gives  a  meffage  to  a  fervant,  then  returxs* 
Proud,  hated  Spain,  oft  drench 'd  in  Moorifh  blood  ! 
Doft  thou  not  feel  a  deadly  foe  within  thee  ? 
Shake  not  the  tow'rs  where-e'er  I  pafs  along, 
Confcious  of  ruin,  and  their  great  deflroyer? 
Shake  to  the  centre,  if  Alonzo's  dear. 
Look  down,  Oh,  holy  prophet !  fee  me  torture 
This  Chriflian  dog,  this  infidel,  which  dares 
To  fmite  thy  votaries,  and  fpurn  thy  law ; 
And  yet  hopes  pleafure  from  two  radiant  eyes, 
Which  look  as  they  vyere  lighted  up  for  thee  ! 
Shall  he  enjoy  thy  Paradife  below  ? 
Blaft  the  bold  thought,  and  curfe  him  with  her  charms  I— 
But  fee,  the  melancholy  lover  comes. 
Enter  Don  Carlos. 

Car.  Hope,  thou  haft  told  me  lies  from  day  to  day, 
For  more  than  twenty  years  :  vile  promifer  ! 
None  here  are  huppy,  but  the  very  fool, 
Or  very  wife  ;  and  I  wasn't  fool  enough 
To  fmiie  in  vanities,  and  hug  a  fhadow; 
Nor  have  I  wii'dom  to  elaborate 

A* 
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An  artificial  happinefs  from  pains : 

Ev'n  joys  are  pains,  becaufe  they  cannot  lafl.          [Sighs* 

4  Yet  much  is  talk'd  of  blifs  ;  it  is  the  art 

*  Of  fuch  as  have  the  world  in  their  poflefiion, 

'  To  give  it  a  good  name,  that  fools  may  envy  ; 

1  For  envy  to  Imall  minds  is  flattery.' 

How  many  lift  the  head,  look  gay,  and  fmile 

Agajnft  their  conferences  ?  And  this  we  know, 

Yet,  knowing,  difbelieve,  and  try  again 

What  we  have  try'd,  and  flruggle  with  conviction* 

Each  new  experience  gives  the  former  credit ; 

And  reverend  grey  threefcore  is  but  a  voucher. 

That  thirty  told  us  true. 

Zan.  My  noble  Lord, 
I  mourn  your  fate  :  but  are  no  hopes  furviving  ? 

Car.  No  hopes.     Alvarez  has  a  heart  of  fteel. 
'Tis  fix'd,  'tis  paft,  'tis  abfolute  defpair. 

Zan.  You  wanted  not  to  have  your  heart  made  tendeP^ 
By  your  own  pains  to  feel  a  friend's  diftrefs. 

Car.  I  undertfand  you  well.     Alonzo  loves  j 
I  pity  him. 

Zan.  I  dare  be  fworn  you  do. 
Yet  he  has  other  thoughts. 

Car*  What  canfl  thou  mean  ? 

Zan.  Indeed  he  has ;  and  fears  to  afk  a  favour 
A  ftranger  from  a  ftranger  might  requeft  ; 
What  cofts  you  nothing,  yet  is  all  to  him  ; 
Nay,  what  indeed  will  to  your  glory  add, 
For  nothing  more  than  wiihing  your  friend  well, 

Car.  I  pray  be  plain,;  his  happinefs  is  mine. 

Zan.  He  loves  to  death  ;  but  fo  reveres  his 
He  can't  perfuade  his  heart  to  wed  the  maid 
Without  your  leave,  and  that  he  fears  to  afk. 
In  perfect  tendernefs  I  urg'd  him  to  it. 
Knowing  the  deadly  lickncfs  of  his  heart, 
Your  overflowing  goodnefs  to  your  friend, 
Yourwifdom,  and  defpair  yourfelf  to  wed  her, 
I  wrung  a  promife  from  him  he  would  try : 
And  now  I  come,  a  mutual  friend  to  both, 
Without  his  privacy,  to  let  you  know  it, 
And  to  prepare  you  kindly  to  receive  him. 
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Car.  Ha  !  if  he  weds  I  am  undone  indeed  ; 
Not  Don  Alvarez'  felf  can  then  relieve  me. 

Zan.  Alas,  my  Lord,  you  know  his  heart  is  Heel. 
'Tis  fix'd,  'tis  pail,  'tis  abfolute  defpair. 

Car.  Oh,  cruel  Heav'n  !  and  is  it  not  enough 
That  I  muft  never,  never  fee  her  more  ? 
Say,  is  it  not  enough  that  I  muft  die  ; 
But  I  mult  be  tormented  in  the  grave  ?— 
Alk  my  confent !— Muft  I  then  give  her  to  him  ? 
Lead  to  his  nuptial  flieets  the  blufhing  maid  ? 

Oh  ! Leonora  !  never,  never,  never  ! 

Zan.  A  ftorm  of  plagues  upon  him  !  herefufes.  \_Afi<&. 
Car.  What,  wed  her  ? — and  to-day  ? 
Zan.  To-day,  or  never. 
To  morrow  may  forne  wealthier  lover  bring, 
And  then  Alonzo  is  thrown  out  like  you : 
Then  whom  fhali  he  condemn  for  his  misfortune  ? 
Carlos  is  an  Alvarez  to  his  love. 

Car.  Oh,  torment!  whither  fhall  I  turn? 
Zan.  To  peace. 
Car.  Which  is  the  way  ? 
Zan.  His  happinefs  is  yours  5 
I  dare  not  difbelieve  you. 

Car.  Kill  my  friend  ! 

Or  worfe— — Alas  !  and  can  there  be  a  worfe  ? 
A  worfe  there  is ;  nor  can  my  nature  bear  it. 

Zan.  You  have  convinc'd  me  'tis  a  dreadful  taffe, 
I  find  Alonzo's  quitting  her  this  morning 
For  Carlos'  fake,  in  tendernefs  to  you, 
Betray 'd  me  to  believe  itlefs  fevere 
Than  I  perceive  it  is. 

Car.  Thou  doft  upbraid  tne. 

Zan.  No,  my  good  Lord ;   but  fmce  you  can't  comply , 
'Tis  my  misfortune  that  I  mentioned  it ; 
for  had  I  not,  Alonzo  would  indeed 
Have  dy'd,  as  now,  but  not  by  your  decree. 
Car.  By  my  decree  !  Do  I  decree  his  death  ? 

I  do Shall  I  then  lead  her  to  his  arms  ? 

Oh,  which  fide  {hall  I  take?  Be  ilabb'd,  or— ftab  ? 
'Tis  equal  death  !  a  choice  of  agonies  ! 
Ah,  no  !  all  other  agonies  are  eafe 
To  one— Oh,  Leonora !—  never,  never! 

Co, 
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Go,  Zanga,  go,  defer  the  dreadful  trial, 

Tho'  but  a  day  ;  fomething,  perchance,  may  happen 

To  foftenalltofriendihip  and  to  love. 

Go,  ftop  my  friend,  let  me  not  fee  him  now  ; 

But  fave  us  from  an  interview  of  death. 

Zan.  My  Lord,  I'm  bound  in  duty  to  obey  you 
If  I  not  bring  him,  may  Alonzo  profper.       [-dfide.  Exif. 

Car.  What  is  this  world? — Thy  fchool,  Oh,  Mifery  ! 
Our  only  leflbn  is  to  learn  to  fufter  ; 
And  he  who  knows  not  that,  was  born  for  nothing. 
'  Tho'  deep  my  pangs,  and  heavy  at  my  heart, 

*  My  comfort  is,  each  moment  takes  away 

'  A  grain,  at  leaft  from  the  dead  load  that's  on  me, 

*  And  gives  a  nearer  profpedt  of  the  grave.' 
But  put  it  moft  feverely fhould  I  live 

Live  long Alas,  there  is  no  length  in  time  ! 

Nor  in  thy  time,  Oh,  man  !  What's  fourfcore  years  ? 
Nay,  what,  indeed,  the  age  of  time  itfelf, 
Since  cut  from  out  eternity's  wide  round  ? 

*  Away,  then.     To  a  mind  re folv'd  and  wife, 

*  There  is  an  impotence  in  mifery, 

*  Which  makes  me  fmile,  when  all  its  (hafts  are  in  me.* 
Yet  Leonora (he  can  make  time  long, 

Its  nature  alter,  asfhealter'd  mine. 

While  in  the  luftre  of  her  charms  I  lay, 

Whole  fummer  funs  roll'd  unperceiv'd  away  ; 

I  years  for  days,  and  days  for  moments  told, 

And  was  furpris'd  to  hear  that  I  grew  old. 

Now  fate  does  rigidly  its  dues  regain, 

And  every  moment  is  an  age  of  pain. 

As   he  is  going  out,  enter  Zanga  and  Alonzo.       Zanga 

Jlops  Carlos. 

Zan.  Is  this  Don  Carlos  ?  this  the  boafted  friend  ? 
How  can  you  turn  your  back  upon  his  fadnefs  ? 
Look  on  him,  and  then  leave  him  if  you  can. 

*  Whofe  forrows  thus  deprefs  him  ?  Not  his  own  ; 

*  This  moment  he  could  wed  without  your  leave.' 
Car.  I  cannot  yield  ;  nor  can  I  bear  his  griefs. 

Alonzo  !  [Going  to  him^  find  taking  bis  band* 

Alon.  Oh,  Carlos  ! 
Car.  Pray,  forbear. 
Alon.  Art  thou  undone,  and  (hall  Alonzo  fmile  ? 

Alonzo, 
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Alonzo,  who  perhaps  in  fome  degree 

Contributed  to  caufe  thy  dreadful  fate  ? 

I  was  deputed  guardian  of  thy  love  ; 

But,  Oh,  I  lov'd  myfelf !     Pour  down  afflictions 

On  this  devoted  head  j  make  me  your  mark  ; 

And  be  the  world  by  my  example  taught, 

How  facred  it  fhould  hold  the  name  of  friend. 

Car.  You  charge  yourfelf  unjuftly  ;  well  I  know 
The  only  caufe  of  my  fevere  affliction. 
Alvarez,  curs'd  Alvarez  ! — So  much  anguifti 
Felt  ror  fo  fmall  a  failure,  is  one  merit 
Which  faultlefs  virtue  wants.     The  crime  was  mine, 
Who  plac'd  thee  there,  where  only  thou  couldit  fail; 
Tho'  well  I  knew  that  dreadful  port  of  honour 
I  gave  thee  to  maintain.     Ah  !  who  could  bear 
Thofe  eyes  unhurt  ?  The  wounds  myfelf  have  felt, 
(Which  wounds  alone  fhould  caufe  me  to  condemn  thee) 
They  plead  in  thy  excufe ;  for  I  too  ibove 
To  fliun  thofe  fires,  and  found  'twas  not  in  man. 

Alon.  You  call  in  (hades  the  failures  of  a  friend, 
And  foften  all ;  but  think  not  you  deceive  me  ; 
I  know  my  guilt,  and  I  implore  your  pardon, 
As  the  fole  glimpfe  I  can  obtain  of  peace. 

Car.  Pardon  for  him,  who  but  this  morning  threw 
Fair  Leonora  from  his  heart,  all  batrfd 
In  ceafelefs  tears,  and  blufhing  for  her  love  ! 
Who,  like  a  rofe-leaf  wet  with  morning  dew, 
Would  have  fluck  clofe,  and  clung  for  ever  there  ! 
But  'twas  in  thee,  thro'  fondnefs  lor  thy  friend, 
To  fhut  thy  bofom  againft  ecftacies ; 
.  For  which,  while  this  pulfe  beats,  it  beats  to  thee  ;] 
While  this  blood  flows,  it  flows  for  my  Alonzo, 
And  every  wifli  is  levell'd  at  thy  joy.  [to  fpeak. 

Zan.  [To  Alon.]  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  this  is  your  time 
Alon.  [TVZan.]  Becaufe  he's  kind  f  It  therefore  is  the 
For  'tis  his  kindnefs  which  I  fear  to  hurt.          [worft ; 
Shall  the  fame  moment  fee  him  {ink  in  woes,  - 
And  me  providing  for  a  flood  of  joys, 
Rich  in  the  plunder  of  his  happinefs  ? 
No,  I  may  die ;  but  I  can  never  fpeak. 
l~Car.  Now,  now  it  comes  !  they  are  concerting  it  * 
The  firft  word  ftrikes  me  dead— Oh.  Leonora ! 

•  And 
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*  And  Hiall  another  tafte  her  fragrant  breath  ? 

*  Who  knows  what  after-time  may  bring  to  pafs  ? 

*  Fathers  may  change  and  I  may  wed  her  ilill,       \_Afitle* 

'  Alon.*  {To  Zan.J  Do  I  not  fee  him  quite  poiiefs'd 

with  anguilh, 

4  Which,  like  a  daemon,  writhes  him  to  arcd  fro  ;' 
And  (hall  I  pour  in  new  ?     No  fond  defire, 
No  love  :  one  pang  at  parting,  and  farewel. 
I  have  no  other  love  but  Carlos  now. 

Car.  Alas  !  my  friend,  why  with  'fuch  eager  grafp 
Doft  prefs  my  hand,  and  weep  upon  my  cheek  ? 

Alon.  If  after  death  our  forms  (as  fome  believe) 
Shall  be  tranfparent,  naked  every  thought, 
And  friends  meet  friends,  and  read  each  other's  hearts, 
Thou'lt  know  one  day  that  thou  waft  held  mofl  dear. 
Farewel. 

Car.  Alon7.o,  flay  —  he  cannot  fpeak  —        {Holds  him, 
Left  it  mould  grieve  me  —  Shall  I  be  out-done  ? 
And  lofe  in  glory,  as  I  loie  in  love  ?  [dfidc* 

I  take  it  much  unkindly,  my  Alonzo, 
You  thrnk  fo  meanly  of  me,  not  to  fpeak, 
When  well  1  know  your  heart  is  near  to  burning, 
Have  you  forgot  how  you  have  bound  me  to  you  ? 
Yourfmallefl  friendfhip's  liberty  and  lire. 

Alon.  There,  there  it  is,  my  friend,  it  cuts  me  there. 
How  dreadful  is  it  to  a  generous  irfnd 
To  afk,  when  fure  he  cannot  be  deny'd  ! 

Car.  How  greatly  thought  !  In  all  he  tow'rs  above  me. 


Then  you  confefs  you  would  afk  fjrnething  of  me  ? 
Alon.  No,  on  my  foul. 
Zan.  [To  Alon.]  Then  lofe  her. 
Car.  Glorious  fpirit  ! 

Why,  what  a  pang  has  he  run  through  for  this  ! 
By  Heav'n,  I  envy  him  his  agonies. 

Why  was  not  mine  the  moft  illuitripus  lot, 
Of  ilarting  at  one  nation  from  below, 
And  darning  up  into  con  fu  in  mate  greatnefs  ? 
Ha  !  angels  Ttrengthcn,  me  !'  —  Itfliall  be  fo—  — 
I  can't  want  ftrength.     Great  avftipns,  onceconceiv'd, 
Strengthen  like  wine,  and  animacc  the  foul, 
And  call  themfelves  to  being.  [////;/</.]'  My  Alonzo  ! 
Since  thy  great  foul  difdains  to  make  requeft, 

C  Receive 
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Receive  with  favour  that  I  make  to  thee; 

Alon.  What  means  my  Carlos  ? 

Car.  Pray  obferve  me  well. 
Fate  and  Alvarez  tore  her  from  my  heart, 
And  plucking  up  my  love,  they  had  well  nigh 
Pluck'd  up  life  too,  for  they  were  twin'd  together. 
Of  that  no  more — What  now  does  reafon  bid  ? 
I  cannot  wed — Farewel  my  happinefs ! 
But,  O  my  foul,  with  care  provide  for  hers  ! 
In  life,  how  weak,  how  helplefs  is  woman  ! 

Soon  hurt ;  in  happinefs  itfelf  unfafe, 

And  often  wounded  while  Hie  plucks  the  rofe ; 

So  properly  the  object  of  affliction, 

That  Heav'n  is  pleas'd  to  make  diftrefs  become  herf 

And  drefles  her  mod  amiably  in  tears. 
Take  then  my  heart  in  dowry  with  the  fair, 
Be  thouher  guardian,  and  thou  muftbe  mine, 
Shut  out  the  thoufand  preffing  ills  of  life 
With  thy  furrounding  arms — Do  this,  and  then 
Set  down  the  liberty  and  life  thou  gav'ft  me, 
As  little  things,  aseflaysof  thy  goodnefs, 
And  rudiments  of  friendfhip  fo  divine. 

Alon.  There  is  a  grandeur  in  thy  goodnefs  to  me, 
Which  with  thy  foes  would  render  thee  ador'd. 

•  But  have  a  care,  nor  think  I  can  be  pleas'd 
«  With  any  thing  that  lays  in  pains  for  thee. 

•  Thou  doft  diflemble,  and  thy  heart's  in  tears. 

'Cdr.My  heart's  in  health, my  fpirits  dance  their  round, 

*  And  at  my  eyes  pleafure  looks  out  in  fmiles. 

*  Alon?  And  can 'ft  thou,  can'il  thou  part  with  Leonora? 

Car.  I  do  not  part  with  her,  I  give  her  thee. 

Alon.  O,  Carlos  ! 

«  Car.  Don't  difturb  me,  I'm  fincere, 
'  Nor  is  it  more  than  fimple  juitice  in  me. 
*'  This  morn  didtt  thou  refign  her  for  my  fake  ; 
4  I  but  perform  a  virtue  learnt  from  thee ; 

*  Difcharge  a  debt,  and  pay  her  to  thy  wilhes. 

'Alon.  Ah,  how  ?'--But  think  not  words  were  ever  made 
For  fuch  occaiions.     Silence,  tears,  embraces, 
Are  languid  eloquence  ;  I'll  feek  relief 
In  abfence  from  the  pain  of  fo  much  goodnefs, 
There  thank  the  bleft  above,  thy  fole  fuperiors, 
Adore,  and  raife  my  thoughts  of  them  by  thee»     [Exit. 
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Thus  farfuccefs  has  crown'd.my  boldeft  hope. 
My  next  care  is  to  halten  thefe  new  nuptials, 
And  then  my  matter-works  begin  to  plu'y.  {AfiJe. 

Why  this  was  greatly  done,  without  one  figh      [To  Car. 
To  carry  fuch  a  glory  to  irs  period. 

Car.  Toofoon  thou  praifeit  me.     He's  gone,  and  now 
I  muft  unfluice  my  over-bunhen'd  heart, 
And  let  it  flow.     I  would  not  grieve  my  friend 
With  tears ;   nor  interrupt  my  great  dtlign  ; 
Great  Cure  as  ever  human  brealt  durft  think  of. 
But  noxv  my  for  rows,  long  with  pain  fuppreft, 
Burft  their  Confinement  with  impetuous  fway, 
O'er-fwell  all  bounds,  and  bear  e'en  lire  away* 
So  till  the  day  was  won,  the  Greek  reuown'd 
With  anguifh  wore  the  arrow  in  his  wound, 
Then  drew  the  (haft  from  out  his  tortur'd  fide 
Let  gufo  the  torrent  of  his  blood,  imd  dy'd, 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT       III. 

Enter  Zanga* 

ZANGA. 

OJoy,  thou  welcome  ftranger  !  twice  three  year* 
I  have  not  felt  thy  vital  beam  ;  but  now 
It  warms  my  veins,  and  plays  around  my  heart : 
A  fiery  inftincl  lifts  me  from  the  ground, 
And  I  could  mount— — the  fpirits  numberlefs 
Of  my  dear  countrymen,  which  yefterday 
Left  their  poor  bleeding  bodies  on  the  field, 
Are  all  aflembled  here,  and  o*er-inform  me. 
O,  bridegroom  !  great  indeed  thy  prefent  blifs  ^ 
Yet  ev'n  by  me  unenvyM  ;  for  be  fure 
It  is  thy  laft,  thy  laft  fmile,  that  which  now 
Sits  on  thy  cheek  ;  enjoy  it  while  thou  may'ft  ; 
Anguifli,  and  groans,  and  death  befpeak  to-morrow. 

Enter  Ifabella. 
My  Ifabella  ! 

Ifab.  What  commands  my  Moor  ? 
Zan.  My  fair  ally  !  my  lovely  minifter ! 
*Twas  well  Alvarez,  by  my  arts  impellM, 

C  2  (T« 


28  T  H  E    R  E  V  E  N"  G  E, 

(To  plunge  Don  Carlos  in  the  laft  defpair, 
And  fo  prevent  all  future  molefiation)- 
Finifh'd  the  nuptials  f©on  as  he  refolvM  them  ; 
This  conduct  ripen'd  all  forme,  and  ruin. 
Scarce  had  the  prieft  the  holy  rite  performed, 
When  I,  b-y  (acred  infpiraticn,  forgM 
That  letter,  whkh  I  trufted  to  thy  hand  : 
That  letter,  which  in  glowing  terms  conveys, 
From  happy  Carlos  to  fair  Leonora, 
The  moil  profound  acknowledgment  of  heart, 
for  wond'rous  tranfports  which  he  never  knew. 
This  is  a  goodfubfervient  artifice, 
To  aid  the  nobler  work  ings  of  my  brain. 

J/a&    1  quickly  dropt  k  in  the  bride's  apartment, 
As  you  commanded. 

Zan.  With  a  lucky  hand  j 
For  foon  Alonzo  found  it  ;  I  obferv'd  him 
From  out  my  fecret  ftancL     He  took  it  u#; 
Butfcarce  was  it  unfolded  to  his  light, 
When  he,  a«  if  an  arrow  pierc'd  his  eye, 
Started,  and  trembling  dropt  it  on  the  ground. 
Pale  and  aghaft  a  while  my  victim  flood, 
DIfguis'd  a  figh  0r  two,  and  puff'd  them  from  him  ; 
Then  rubb*d  his  brow,  and  took  it  up  again. 
At  firfthe  look*d  as  if  he  meant  to  read  it ; 
But  checked  by  riling  fears,  he  cruih'd  it  thu?f 
And.  thruftit,  like  an  adder,  in  his  bofom. 

Ifab.  But  if  he  read  it  not,,  it  cannot  fting  him, 
At  leaft  no,t  mortally. 

Ziiv.  At  firft  I  thought  fo  ; 
But  farther  thought  informs  me  otherwifr, 
And  turns  this  disappointment  to  account. 
4  He  more  (hall  credit  it,  becaufe  unfeen, 
*  (It  'tis  unfeen)  as  rhou  anon  may'rt  find. 

4  Jfab;  That  would  indeed  commend  my  Zangu's  Ikill.* 

'/.an.  This,  Tfabella,  is  Don  Carlos'  picture  ; 
Take  it,  and  fo  difpofe  of  it,  that  found, 
Jr  may  raife  up  a  wknefs  of  her  love  ; 
Unite r  her  pillow,  in  her  cabinet, 
Orelfwhere  as  fliall  bell  promote  our  end. 

Ifal.  Fll  weigh  it  as  its  confequence  requires, 
Then  do  my  utmoft  to  deferve  your  fmile.  [Exit 
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Zan.  Is  that  Alonzo  proftrateon  the  ground  ?— — 
Now  he  ftarts  up  like  flame  from  fleeping  embers, 
And  wild  diftradtion  glares  from  either  eye. 
If  thus  a  flight  furmife  can  work  his  foul, 
How  will  the  fulnefs  of  the  tempeft  tear  him  ? 
Etfter  Alonzo. 

Albh.  And  yet  it  cannot  be 1  am  deceiv'd— 

I  injure  her :  Ihe  wears  the  face  of  heav'n. 

Zan.  He  doubts.  [-<$&• 

Alort.  I  dare  not  look  on  this  again. 
If  the  firft  glance,  which  gave  fufpicion  only,  >!*-> 

Had  fuch  effect,  fo  fmote  my  heart  and  brain, 
The  certainty  would  dafh  me  all  in  pieces. 
It  cannot—  Ha  !  it  muft,  it  muft  be  true.  [Starts, 

Zan.  Hold  there,  and  we  fucceed.  He  has  defcry'd  me. 
And  (for  he  thinks  I  love  him)  will  unfold, 
His  aching  heart,  and  reft  it  on  my  counfel. 
1*11  feem  to  go,  to  make  my  flay  more  fure.  [Afd** 

Alon.  Hold,  Zanga,  turn. 

Zan.  My  Lord. 

Alon.  Shut  clofe  the  doors, 
That  not  a  fpirit  find  an  entrance  here. 

Zan.  My  Lord's  obey'd. 

Alon.  I  fee  that  thou  art  frighted. 
If  thou  doft  love  me,  I  mall  fill  thy  heart 
With  fcorpions  flings, 

Zan.  If  I  do  love,  my  Lord  ? 

Alon.  Come  near  me,  let  me  reft  upon  thy  bofom  j 
(What  pillow  like  the  bofom  of  a  friend  ?) 
For  I  am  fick  at  heart. 

Zan.  Speak,  Sir,  Ofpeak, 
And  take  me  from  the  rack. 

*  Alon.  And  is  there  need 

*  Of  words  ?  Behold  a  wonder  !  See  my  tears  ! 

'  Zan.  I  feel  'em  too.  Heav'n  grant  my  fenfes  fail  me  ! 

*  I  rather  would  lofe  them,  than  have  this  real. 

*  Alon.Go,  take  a  round  thro'  all  things  in  thy  thought, 

*  And  find  that  one  ;  for  there  is  only  one 

*  Which  could  extort  my  tears  ;  find  that,  and  tell 
1  Thyfelf  my  mifcry,  and  fpare  me  the  pain. 

*  Zan.  Sorrow  can  think  but  ill— I  ambewilder'd  ; 
1  I  know  not  where  I  am. 

C  3  •  Alon. 
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*  Alan.  Think,  think  no  more. 

*  It  ne'er  can  enter  in  an  honcit  heart. 

*  111  tell  thte  then 1  cannot yet  I  do 

4  By  wanting  force  to  give  it  utterance. 

4  Zan.  Speak,  eale  your  heart  ;  its  throbs  will  break 
your  bofom.' 

Ahn.  I  am  moft  happy  :   mine  is  victory, 
Mine  the  king's  favour,  mine  the  nation's  Ihou-t, 
And  great  men  make  their  fortunes  or  my  fmiles. 

0  curie  of  curies  !  in  the  lap  of  bleiiing 
To  be  moftcurft  ! My  Leonora's  falfe  ! 

Zan.  Save  me,  my  Lord  I 

jfhn.  My  Leonora's  falfe  \  [Gives  him  the  letter* 

Zan.  Then  heav'n  has  loll  its  image  here  on  earth. 
•     \Wbik  Zanga  read*  the  letter,  he  trembles,  andjbews  the 

vtmoji  concern. 
Alon.  Good-natur'd  man  !  he  makes  my  pains  his  own* 

1  durftnot  read.it  ;  but  I  read  it  now 
In  thy  concern* 

Zan.  Did  you  not  read  it  then  > 

Alon.  Mine  eye  juft  touched  it,  and  could  bear  no  more* 

Zan.  'I  bus  perifoaU  that  gives  Alonzopain  ! 

[Tears  the  letter. 

Alon.  Why  didft  thou  tear  it  ? 

Zan.  Think  of  it  no  more. 
JTwas  your  miftaker  and  groundlefs  are  your  fears. 

Alon.  Anddidft  thou  tremble  then  for  my  miftake  ? 
Or  give  the  whole  contents,  or  by  the  pangs 
That  feed  upon  my  heart,  thy  lite 's  in  danger. 

Zan.  Is  this  Alonafo's  language  to  his  Zanga  ? 
Draw  forth  your  fword,  and  find  the  fecret  here* 
For  whofe  fake  is  it,  think  you,  I  conceal  it  ? 
Wherefore  this  rage  ?  Becaufe  I  feek  your  peace  ? 
I  have  no  intereft  in  fuppreiling  it, 
But  what  good-natur'd  tendernefs  for  you 
Obliges  me  to  have.     Not  mine  the  '  heart 
4  That  will  be  rent  in  two.     Not  mine  the'  fame 
That  will  be  damn'd,  tho'  all  the  world  fhould  know  it. 

Alon.  Then  my  worft  fears  are  true,,  and  life  is  pall. 

Zan.  What  has  the  rafhnefs  of  my  patfion  utter'd  ? 
I  know  not  what ;  but  rage  is  our  deftradion. 

And  all  its  words  are  wind Yet  fure,  I  think, 

I  nothing  own'd— but  grant  I  did  eonfefc,   , 

4  What 
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What  is  a  letter  ?  letters  may  be  forg'd. 

For  heav'n's  Ivveet  fake,  my  Lord,  lift  up  your  heart. 

Some  foe  to  your  repofe 

Alon.  So,  heav'n  look  on  me, 
As  I  can't  find  the  man  I  have  offended.  [mield  : 

Zan.  Indeed  !  [.•^M>.] Our  innocence  is  not  our 

They  take  offence,  who  have  not  been  offended ; 

They  feek  our  ruin  too,  whofpeak  us  fair, 

And  death  is  often  ambufh'd  in  their  fmiles. 

'  We  know  not  whom  we  have  to  fear.'     'Tis  certain 

A  letter  may  be  forg'd,  and  in  a  point 

Of  fuch  a  dreadful  confequence  as  this, 

One  would  rely  on  nought  that  might  be  falfe 

Think,  have  you  any  other  caufe  to  doubt  her  ? 

Away,  you  can  find  none.  Relume  your  fpirit ; 

All's  well  again. 

Alon.  O  that  it  were  ! 

Zan.  It  is ; 

For  who  would  credit  that,  which  credited, 
Makes  hellfuperfluous  by  fuperior  pains, 
Without  fuch  proofs  as  cannot  be  withftood  ; 
Has  (lie  not  ever  been  to  virtue  train'd  ? 
Is  not  her  fame  as  fpotlefs  as  the  fun, 
Her  fex'senvy,  and  the  boall  of  Spain  ? 

Alon.  O,  Zanga  !  .it  is  that  confounds  me  mofr, 
That  full  in  oppofition  to  appearance— 

Zan.  No  more,  my  Lord,  for  you  condemn  yourfelf* 
What  is  abfurdity,  but  to  believe 

Againft  appearance  ! You  can't  yet,  I  find,. 

Subdue  your  paifion  to  your  better  fenfe  ; 
And,  truth  to  tell,  it  does  not  much  difpleafe  me. 
'Tis  fit  our  indiicretions  (hould  be  check'd 
With  fome  degree  of  pain. 

Alon.   What  indifcretion  ? 

Zan.  Come,  you  mult  bear  to  hear  your  faults  from  m«» 
Had  you  not  fent  Don  Carlos  to  the  court 
The  night  before  the  battle,  that  foul  (lave, 
Who  forg'd  the  fenfelefs  fcroll  which  gives  you  painr 
Had  wanted  footing  for  his  villainy. 

Alon*  I  fent  him  not. 

Zan.  Not  fend  him  ! — Ha  !— That  ft rikes  me* 
I  thought  he  came  on  meflage  to  the  king. 
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Is  there  another  caufe  could  juftify 

His  (hunning  danger,  and  the  promised  fight  ? 

But  I  perhaps  may  think  too  rigidly  ; 

So  long  an  abfence,  and  impatient  love— — — — 

Alon.  In  my  confulion  that  had  quite  efcap'd  me. 
By  Heav'n,  my  wounded  foul  does  bleed  afrefli  ; 
'Tis  clear  as  day — for  Carlos  is  fo'brave, 
He  lives  not  but  on  fame,  he  hunts  for  danger, 
And  isenamour'd  of  the  face  of  death. 
How  then  could  he  decline  the  next  day's  battle, 
But  for  the  tranfports  ?         Oh,  it  muft  be  fo— - 
Inhuman !  by  thelofs  of  his  own  honour, 
To  buy  the  ruin  of  his  friend  ! 

Z,an.  You  wrong  him  ; 
He  knew  not  of  your  love.      i  .211 

Alon.  Ha  ! 

Zan.  That  flings  home,  [Afide. 

Alon.  Indeed,  he  knew  not  of  my  treacherous  love- 
Proofs  rife  on  proofs,  and  ftill  the  laft  the  ftrongeft. 

*  Th'  eternal  law  of  things  declares  it  true, 

*  Which  calls  for  judgment  ondiftinguifh'd  guilt, 

*  And  loves  to  make  our  crime  our  punifhment.' 
Love  is  my  torture,  love  was  firft  my  crime  ; 
For  (he  was  his,  my  friend's,  and  he  (O  horror !) 
Confided  all  in  me.     O,  facred  faith  ! 

How  dearly  I  abide  thy  violation  ! 

Zan.  Were  then  their  loves  far  gone  ? 

Alon.  The  father's  will 
There  bore  a  total  fway  ;  and  he,  as  foon 
As  news  arriv'd  that  Carlos'  fleer  was  feen 
From  offourcoaft,  fir'd  with  the  love  of  gold, 
Determin'd,  that  the  very  fun  which  faw 
Carlos' return,  fhould  fee  his  daughter  wed. 

Zan.  Indeed,  my  Lord  ;  then  you  mufl  pardon  me, 
If  Iprefume  to  mitigate  the  crime. 
Confider,  ftrong  allurements  foften  guilt ; 
Long  was  his  abfence,  ardent  was  his  love, 
At  midnight  his  return,  the  next  day  deftin'd 
For  his  efpoufals— 'twas  a  ftrong  temptation. 

Alon.  Temptation  ! 

'Twasbut  gaining  of  one  night. 
One  night  ! 

Zan. 
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Zan.  That  crime  could  ne'er  return  again. 

Alon.  Agriin  !  By  heav'n,  thou  doft  infult  thy  ,Lord. 
Temptation  !  One  night  gain'd  !   O  iHngs  and  death  ! 
And  am  I  then  undone  ?  Alaa,  my  Zanga  ! 
And  doft  thou  own  it  too  ?  Deny  it  Hill, 
Andrefcuemeone  moment  from  diitraclion. 

Zan.  My  Lord,  I  hope  the  heft. 

Alon,  Falfe,  foolifh  hope, 
*  And  infolent  to  me  !'  Thou  know'ft  it  falfe  ; 
It  is  as  glaring  as  the  noon -tide  fun. 
Devil  |i—  This  morning,  after  three  years  coldnefs, 
To  rufli  at  once  into  a  paffion  for  me  ! 
'Twas  time  to  feign,  'twas  time  to  get  another, 
When  herfirft  fool  was  fated  with  her  beauties. 

Zan.  What  fays  my  Lord  ?  Did  Leonora  then 
Never  before  diiclofe  her  paffion  for  ycu  ? 

Alon.  Never. 

Zan*  Throughout  the  whole  three  years  ? 

Akn.  O  never  !  never  1 

Why,  Zanga,  fhould'it  thou  ftrive  !  Tis  all  in  vain  : 
Tho'  thy  foul  labours,  it  ran  find  no  reed 
For  hope  to  catch  at.     Ah  !   I'm  plunging  down 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathoms  in  defpair. 

Zan.  Hold,  Sir,  I'll  break  your  fall— Wave  ev'ry  fear, 
And  be  a  man  again — Had  he  enjoy'd  her, 
Be  mofl  aflur'd,  he  had  refign'd  her  to  you 
With  lefs  reluftance. 

Alon.  Ha  !  Reiign  her  to  me  I    •  •• 
Refign  her  !-^Who  refign'd  her  ?— Double  death  ! 
How  could  I  doubt  fo  long  ?  '  My  heart  is  broke.' 
Firft  love  her  to  diftra<5tion  !  then  refign  her  ! 

Zan.  But  was  it  not  with  utmoft  agony  ? 

Alon.  Grant  that,  he  iHll  refign'd  her  ;  that's  enough. 
Would  he  pluck  out  his  eye  to  give  it  me  ? 

Tear  out  his  heart  ? She  was  his  heart  no  more  . 

Nor  w?s  it  with  reludance  he  refign'd  her  ; 
By  heav'n  he  aik'd,  he  courted  me  to  wed. 
I  thought  it  itrange  ;  "'tis  now  no  longer  fo. 

Zan.  Was't  his  requett  f  Are  you  right  lure  of  that  ? 
I  fear  th^  letter  was  not  all  a  tale. 

Alon.  A  tale  !  There's  proof  equivalent  to  fight, 
I  Ilipuld  diilruft  my  fight  on  this  occaiiotu 
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Akn.  And  fo  fliould  I  ;  by  heav'n,  I  think  I  fhould. 
What  !  Leonora,  the  divine,  by  whom 
We  guefs'd  at  angels  !  Oh  !  I'm  all  confufion. 

'/.an.  You  now  are  too  much  ruffled  to  think  clearly. 
Since  blifs  and  horror,  life  and  death  hang  on  it, 
Go  to  your  chamber,  there  maturely  weigh 
Each  circumftan.ce ;  confider,  above  all, 
That  it  is  jealoufy's  peculiar  nature 
To  fwell  fmall  things  to  great ;  nay,  out  of  nought 
To  conjure  much,  and  then  to  lofe  its  reafon 
Amid  the  hideous  phantoms  it  has  form'd. 

Alon.  Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives,  I'd  give  them  all 
To  be  deceived.     *  I  fear  'tis  doomfday  with  me.' 
And  yet  flie  feern'dfo  pure,  that  I  thought  heav'n 
Borrow'd  her  form  for  virtue's  felf  to  wear, 
To  gain  her  lovers  with  the  fons  of  men*      -  • 
O,  Leonora  !  Leonora !  [/u,V» 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Zan*  Thus  far  it  works  aufpicioufly.     My  patient 
Thrives  underneath  my  hand  in  mifery. 
He's  gone  to  think  ;  that  is,  to  be  dift rafted. 

Ifab.  I  overheard  your  conference,  and  faw  you» 
To  my  amazement,  tear  the  letter. 

Zan.  There, 

There,  Ifabella,  I  out-did  myfelf. 
For  tearing  it,  I  not  fecure  it  only 
In  its  firft  force ;  but  fuperadd  a  new. 
For  who  can  now  the  character  examine 
To  caufe  a  doubt,  much  lefs  detect  the  fraud  ? 
And  after  tearing  it,  as  loth  to  fhew 
The  foul  contents,  if  I  (houldfwear  it  now 
A  forgery,  my  Lord  would  dilbelieve  me, 
Nay,  more  would  dilbelieve  the  more  I  fworc. 
But  is  the  picture  happily  difpos'd  of  ? 

Ifib.  It  is. 

Zan. That's  well— Ah !  what  is  well  ?  O  pang  to  think ! 
O  dire  neceflity  !  is  this  my  province  ? 
Whither,  my  foul !  ah  !  whither  art  thoufunk 
'  Beneath  thy  fphere  ?  Ere  while,  far,  far  above 

*  Such  little  arts,  diflembling,  falftioods,  frauds, 

*  The  tralhof  villainy  itfelf,  which  falls 

6  To  cowards  and  poor  wretches  wanting  bread.* 

Does 
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Does  this  become  a  foldier  ?  This  become 

Whom  armies  followed ,  and  a  people  lov'd  ? 

My  martial  glory  withers  at  the  thought. 

But  great  my  end  ;  and  fi nee  there  are  no  other, 

Theie  means  are  jull,  they  lhine  with  borrow 'd  light, 

Illuflrious  from  the  purpofe  they  purfue. 

And  greater  fure  my  merit,  who  to  gain 

A  point  fublime,  can  fuch  a  talk  fuftain  ; 

To  wade  thro*  ways  obfcene,  my  honour  bend, 

And  (hock  my  nature,  to  attain  my  end. 

Late  time  (hall  wonder  ;  that  my  joys  will  raife  J 

For  wonder  is  involuntary  praife.  [Exeunt. 

END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT    IV. 

Enter  Alonzo  and  Zanga. 

ALONZO. 
H,  what  a  pain  to  think  ?  when  every  thought, 

Perplexing  thought,  in  intricacies  runs, 
And  Realbn  knits  th'  inextricable  toil, 
In  which  herfelf  is  taken  !  *  I  am  loft, 

*  Poor  infect  that  I  am,  I  am  involv'd, 

'  And  bury'd  in  the  web  myfelf  have  wrought ! 

*  One  argument  is  balanc'd  by  another, 

*  And  reafon  reafon  meets  in  doubtful  fight, 

*  And  proofs  are  countermined  by  equal  proofs.' 
No  more  I'll  bear  this  battle  of  the  mind, 
This  inward  anarchy  ;  but  find  my  wife, 

And  to  her  trembling  heart  prefenting  death, 
Force  all  the  fecret  from  her. 

Zan.  O  forbear ! 
You  totter  on  the  very  brink  of  ruin. 

Alon.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Zan*  That  will  difcover  all, 
And  kill  my  hopes.    What  can  I  think  or  do  ? 

Alon.  What  doft  thou  murmur  ? 

Zan.  Force  the  fecret  from  her  ! 
What's  perjury  to  fuch  a  crime  as  this? 

Will 
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Will  (he  confefs  it  then  ?  O  groundlefs  hope  ! 
But  reft  aflur'd,  (he'll  make  this  accufation, 
Or  falie  or  true,  your  ruin  with  the  king ; 
Such  is  her  father's  power. 

Alon.  No  more,  I  care  not ; 
Rather  than  groan  beneath  this  load,  I'll  die. 

Zan.  But  for  what  better  will  you  change  this  load? 
Grant  you  fliould  know  it,  would  not  that  be  vvorfe? 

Alon.  No,  it  would  cure  me  of  'ray  mortal  pangs  ; 
By  hatred  and  contempt  I  fliould  defpife  her, 
And  all  my  love-bred  agonies  would  vanifh. 

Zan.  Ah  !  were  I  lure  of  that,  my  Lord 

Alon.  What  then  ? 

Zan.  You  fliould  not  hazard  life  to  gain  the  fecret. 

Alon.  What  doftthou  mean?  Thou  know'ft  I'm  on  the 
Til  not  be  play'd  with  ;  fpeak,  if  thou  hart  ought,  [rack. 
Or  I  this  inftant  fly  to  Leonora. 

Zan.  That  is,  to  death.     My  Lord,  I  am  not  yet 
Quite  fo  far  gone  in  guilt  to  fuffer  ir, 
Tho'gone  too  far,  heav'n  knows — Tis  I  am  guilty 
I  have  took  pains,  as  you  I  know  obierv'd, 
To  hinder  you  from  diving  in  the  fecret,. 
And  turn'd  alide  your  thoughts  from  the  detection. 

Alon.  Thou  doft  confound  me. 

Zan.  I  confound  myfelf, 

And  frankly  own  it,  tho*  to  my  fliame  I  own  it  ; 
Nought  but  your  life  in  danger  could  have  torn 
The  fecret  out,  and  made  me  own  my  crime. 

Alon.  Speak  quickly  ;  Zanga,  fpeak. 

Zan.  Not  yetj  dread  Sir  : 
Firft  I  muft  be  aflur'd,  that  if  you  find 
The  fair  one  guilty,  fcorn,  as  you  aflur'd  me, 
Shall  conquer  love  and  rage,  and  heal  your  foul. 

Alon.  Oh  !  'twill,  by  heav'n. 

Zan.  Alas  !  I  fear  it  much, 
And  fcarce  can  hope  fo  far  ;  but  I  of  this 
Exad  your  folemn  oath,  that  you'll  abftain 
From  all  felf-violence,  andfave  my  Lord. 

Alcn.  I  trebly  fweaiv 
'Zan.  You'll  bear  it  likes  man  r 

Alon.  Aged. 

Zan*  Such  have  you  been  to  me,  thefe  tears  confefs  it, 

A  ad 
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And  pour't!  forth  miracles  of  kindnefs  on  me : 
And  what  amends  is  now  within  try  pow'r, 
But  to  confefs,  expofe  myfelf  to  juflitc, 
And  as  a  bleffing  claim  my  puniihmem  ? 
Know  then,  Don  Carlos 

Alon.  Oh  ! 

Zan.  You  cannot  bear  it. 

Alon.  Go  on,  I'll  have  it,  though  it  blafi  mankind  ; 
I'll  have  it  all,  and  inftantly.     Goon. 

Zan.  Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night    •  •  •• 
*  Enter  Leonora. 

*  Leon.  My  Lord  Alon zo,  youareabfent  from  us, 

*  And  quite  undo  our  joy. 

*  Alon.  I'll  come,  my  love : 

*  Be  not  our  friends  deferred  by  us  both  ; 
1  I'll  follow  you  this  moment. 

*  Leon.  My  good  Lord, 

*  I  do  obferve  fevcrity  of  thought 

*  Upon  your  brow.     Aught  hear  you  from  the  Moors  ? 

*  Alon*  No,  my  delight, 

*  Leon,  What  then  employ'd  your  mind  ? 

*  Alon,  Thou  love,  and  only  thou  ;  fo  Heav'n  befriend 
'  As  other  thought  can  find  no  entrance  here.  [me, 

'  Leon.  How  good  in  you,  my  Lord,  whom  nations* 

*  Solicit,  and  a  world  in  arms  obeys,  [cares 

*  To  drop  one  thought  on  me  ! 

*  [Hejbews  the  utntflft  impatience* 

*  Alon.  Doft  thou  then  prize  it  ? 
'  Leon.  Do  you  then  aik  it  ? 

*  Alon,  Know  then,  to  thy  comfort, 

*  Thou  haft  me  all,  my  throbbing  heart  is  full 

'  With  thee  alone,  I've  thought  of  nothing  elfe  ; 

*  Nor  (hall,  I  from  my  foul  believe,  till  death. 

*  My  life,  our  friends  expect  thee» 

4  Leon.  I  obey.  [j&v/V  Leoa, 

*  Alon.  Is  that  the  face  of  curs'd  hypocrify  ? 

*  If  (lie  is  guilty,  ftars  are  made  of  darknefs, 

*  And  beauty  fhall  no  more  belong  to  heav'n      <    "• 

*  Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night-— 
'  Proceed,  good  Zanga,  fo  thy  talt  began. 

fc  Zan.  Don  Carlos  did  return  a;  dead  of  night;' 
That  night,  by  chance  (ill  chance  for  me)  did  1 

D  Com- 
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Command  the  watch  that  guards  the  palace  gate. 

He  told  me  he  had  letters  for  the  king, 

Difpatch'd  from  you. 
Alon.  The  villain  ly'd  ! 
Zan.   My  Lord, 

I  pray  forbear Tranfported  at  his  fight, 

Arter  fo  long  a  bondage,  and  your  friend, 

(Who  could  fufpeft  him  of  an  artifice  ?) 

No  farther  I  enquired,  but  let  him  pafs, 

Fatfe  to  my  truft,  at  leaft  imprudent  in  it. 

Our  watch  reliev'd,  I  went  into  the  garden, 

<As  is  my  cuftom,  when  the  night's  ferene, 

And  took  a  moon-light  walk  :'  when  foon  I  heard 

A  rutlling  in  an  arbour  that  was  near  me. 

I  faw  two  lovers  in  each  other's  arms, 

Embracing  and  embrac'd.     Anon  the  man 

Arofe,  and  falling  back  fome  paces  from  her, 

Oaz'd  ardently  awhile,  then  ruih'd  at  once, 

And  throwing  all  himfelf  into  herbofom, 

There  foftly  iigh'd  ;   "  Oh,  night  of  ecftafy  ! 

When  fhall  we-meet  again  ?"  Dun  Carlos  then 

Led  Leonora  forth. 

j4lcn.  Oh,    Oh,  my  heart !  [He  Jinks  into  a  chair* 

Zan.  Groan  on,  and  with  the  found  refrefh  my  foul ! 
Tis  through  his  heart,  his  knees  finite  one  another. 
Tis  thro'  his  brain,  his  eye-balls  roll  in  anguifii.  \_Afide* 
Vly  Lord,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  rack  my  foul  ? 
Speak  to  me,  let  me  know  that  you  itiil  live. 
Do  not  you  know  me,  Sir  ?  Pray  look  upon  me ; 
You  think  too  deeply.     I'm  your  own  Zanga, 
So  lov'd,  fo  cheriuYd,  and  fo  faithful  to  you  — — 
Why'  (tart  you  in  fuch  fury?   Nay,  my  Lord, 
For  heavVs  fake  fheath  your  fword  !   What  can  this 
Fool  that  I  was  to  truit  you  with  the  fee  ret,      [mean  ? 
A.nd  you  unkind  to  break  your  word  with  me. 
Oh,  paflion  for  a  woman  !   On  the  ground  ? 
Where  is  your  boafted  courage  ?  Where  your  fcorn, 
And  prudent  rage,  that  was  to  cure  your  grief, 
And  chafe  your  love-bred  agonies  away  ?' 

R;fe,  Sir,  for  honour's  fake.     Why  fhould  the  Moors, 

Why  {hould  the  vanquifli'd  triumph  ? 
4  Would  to  heav'n 

«  That 
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*  That  I  were  lower  fHll !'  Oh,  (he  was  all ! — 
My  lame,  my  friendfhip,  and  my  love  of  arras, 
A:l  (loop  to  her,  my  blood  was  her  pofiefiion. 
Deep  in  the  fecret  foldings  of  my  heart 

She  liv'd  with  life,  and  far  the  dearer  fhe. 

But- — 4  and'  no  more '  fet  nature  on  a  blaze, 

*  Give  her  a  fit  of  je:>ioufy away >-' 

To  think  on't  is  the  torment  of  the  cUmn'd, 
And  not  to  think  on't  is  impoflible. 

How  lair  the  cheek  that  firft  alarm'd  my  foul ! 

How  bright  the  eye  that  fet  it  on  a  flame  ! 

How  foft  the  breait  on  which  I  laid  my  peace 

For  years  to  {lumber,  unawak'd  by  care  ! 

How  fierce  the  transport !   how  fublime  the  blif&!] 

Ho.w  deep,  how  black,  the  horror  and  deipair  I* 

Zan,  You-  faid  you'd  bear  it  like  a  man. 

Alon.  I  do. 
Am  I  not  a  1  molt  diffracted  ? 

Zan.  Pray  be  calm. 

Alan.  As  hurricanes:  be thou  aflur'd  of  that. 

Zan.  Is  this  the  wife  Alonzo  ? 

Alon.  Villain,  no! 

He  dy'd  in  the  arbour,  he  was  murder*  d  there  ; 
4  I  am  his  daemon  though My  wife  !  my  wife !— • 

Zan.  Alas  !   he  weeps. 

Alon.  Go,  dig  her  grave. 

Zan.  My  lord ! 

Alon.  But  that  her  blood's  too  hot,  I  would  caroufe  it 
Around  my  bridal  board. 

Zan.  And  I  would  pledge  thee.  [AJiJe* 

Alon.  But  I  may  talk  too  faft.     Pray  let  me  think, 

And  reafon  mildly.. Wedded  and  undone 

Before  one  night  defcends. Oh,  hatty  evil ! 

What  friend  to  comfort  me  in  my  extreme  ! 
Where's  Carlos  ?  Why  is  Carlos  abfent  from  rne  ? 
Does  he  know  what  has  happen'd? 

*  Zan.  My  good  Lord  ! 

«  Alon.  Oh,  depth  of  horror  !  He  ! — My  bofom 

'  Zan.  Alas,  compofc  yourfelf,  my  Lord.       [friend  ! 

«  Alon.  To  death! 

"  Gaze  on  her  with  both  eyes  fo  ardently  !" 
*  Give  them  the  vultures,  tear  him  all  in  pieces ! 
D  a 
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*  Zan.  Moft excellent!  [AfJe. 

*  Alon.  Hark  !  you  can  keep  a  fecret. 

*  In  yonder  arbour  bound  with  jafmine  — 

*  Who's  that  ?  What  villain's  that  ?  Unhand  her 

Murder! 

•*  Tear  them  afunder Murder How  they  grind 

*  My  heart  betwixt  them  ! Ohr  let  go  my  heart  \ 

*  Yet  let  it  go "  Embracing  and  embraced !" 

*  Oh,  peftilence  F Who  let  him  in  ?  A  traitor. 

[Goestoj}<tb  Zanga*  be  prevents  him. 
4  Alas  !  my  head  turns  round,  and  my  limbs  fail  me.* 
Zan.  My  Lord  ! 

Alan.  Oh,  villain,  villain,  moft  aceurfl  ! 
If  thou  didil  know  it,  why  didit  let  me  wed  ? 

Zan.  Hear  me,  my  Lord,  your  anger  will  abatCt 
I  knew  it  not,  I  faw  them  in  the  garden  ; 
But  faw  no  more  than  you  might  well  expect 
To  fee  in  lovers  deflin'd  for  each  other. 
By  heav'n  I  thought  their  meeting  innocent. 
Who  could  fufpeS  fair  Leonora's  virtue, 
'Till  after-proofs  confpir'-d  to  blacken  it  ? 
Sad  proofs,  which  came  too  late,  which  broke  not  out, 
(Eternal  curfes  on  Alvarez'  haile !) 
'Till  holy  rites  had  made  the  wanton  yours  j 
And  then,  I  own,  I  laboured  to  conceal  it, 
In  duty  and  companion  to  your  peace. 

Alon.  Live  now,  be  damnM  hereafter  ;  for  I  want  thec» 

Oh,  night  of  ecftafy  ! Ha  !  was't  not  fo  ? 

**  I  will  enjoy  this  murder" — Let  me  think— 
The  jafmine  bo w*r— 'tis  fecret  and  remote  ; 
Go  wait  me  there,  and  take  thy  dagger  with  thee. 

[E*/Y  Zanga* 

How  the  fweet  found  fHll  fings  within  my  ear  ! 
*'  When  lhall  we  meet  again  ?"—  To-ntght,  in  hell. 

As  he  is  going,  enter  Leonora. 
Ha  !  Pm  furprizM  !   I  flagger  at  her  charms  ! 
Oh,  angel-devil )  — Shall  I  ilab  her  now  f 
No,  it  flKall  be  as  I  at  firfl  determin'd  ? 
rl  o  kill  her  now  were  half  my  vengeance  loft. 
Then  m uft  I  now  diifemble — if  I  can. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  excufe  me  ;   *  fee,  afecond  time* 
I  come  in  embafiy  from  all  your  friends, 
Whofe  joys  are  languid,  uninfpir'd  by  you. 
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Alon.  This  moment,  Leonora,  I  was  coming 
To  thee,  and  all — but  fure,  or  I  miftake, 
Or  thou  can  ft  well  infpire  my  friends  with  joy.. 

*  Leon.  Why  lighs  my  Lord  ? 

.  *  Alon.  I  figh'd  not,  Leonora. 

*  Leon.  I  thought  you  did ;  your  fighs  are  mine,  my 
<  And  I  mall  feel  them  all.  [Lord, 

*  Alon.  Doft  flatter  me  ? 

*  Leon.  It  my  regards  for  you  are  flattery, 

*  Full  far  indeed  I  ftretchM  the  compliment 

*  In  this  dav's  folemn  rite. 
«•  Jlon.  What  rite  ? 

'  Leon*  You  fport  me. 

'  Alon.  Indeed  I  do;  my  heart  is  full  of  mirth. 

'  Leon.  And  fo  is  mine 1  look  on  cheerfulnefs, 

*  As  on  the  health  of  virtue. 

4  Alon.  Virtue! Damn-—' 

Leon.   What  fays  my  Lord  ? 

Alon.  Thou  art  exceeding  fair. 

Leon.  Beauty  alone  is  but  of  little  worth  ; 
But  when  the  foul  and  body  of  a  piece, 
Both  fhine  alike,  then  they  obtain  a  price, 
And  are  a  fit  reward  for  gallant  actions, 
HeaVn's  pay  on  earth  for  fuch  great  fouls  as  yours; 
If  fair  and  innocent,  I  am  your  due. 

Alon.  Innocent ! 

Leon.  How  !  my  Lord,  I  interrupt  you. 

Alan.  No,  my  befl  life,  I  mult  not  part  with  thea,    - 
This  hand  is  mine.     Oh,  what  a  hand  is  here  ? 
So  foft,  fouls  fink  into  it,  and  are  loft  ! 

Leon.  In  tears,   my  Lord  ? 

Alon.  What  lefs  can  fpeak  my  joy  ? 

*  I  gaae,.and  I  forget  my  own  exiftence  ; 

'*  *lis  alia  vilion,  my  head  fvvims  in  heuv'n. 

*  Wherefore  !  Oh,  wherefore  this  expence  of  beauty  ? 

*  And  wherefore  ?  Oh! ' 

Why,  I  could  gaze  upon  thy  looks  forever, 
And  drink  in  all  my  being  from  thine  eyes  ; 
And  I  could  fnatch  a  flaming  thunderbolt, 

And  hurl  deftru&ion. 

'  Lecn,  How,  my  Lord  !  what  mean. you  ? 

D  3  Ac- 
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*  „ Acquaint  me  with  the  fecret  of  your  heart, 
4  Or  cart  me  out  for  ever  from  your  love. 

*  Alan.  Art  thou  concern'd  for  me  ?* 
Leon.  My  Lord,  you  fright  me. 
Is  this  the  fondnefs  of  your  nuptial  hour? 

*  I  ain  ill-us'd,  my  Lord,  I  muft  not  bear  it/ 
Why,  when  I  woo  your  hand,  is  it-  deny'd  me  ? 
"Your  very  eyes,  why  are  they  taught  to  fliun  me? 
Nay,  my  good  Lord,  I  have  a  title  here, 

[  Taking  bis  band* 

And  I  will  have  it*    Am  not  I  your  wife  ? 
Have  not  1  juft  authority  to  know 
That  heart  which  I  hav.e  purehas'd  with  my  own  ? 

Lay  it  before  me  then  ;  it  is  my  due. 

Unkind  Alonzo  !  though  I  might  demand  it, 

Behold,  I  kneel  !  See,  Leonora  kneels, 

And  deigns  to  be  a  beggar  for  her  own  !* 
Tell  me  the  fecret,  I  conjure  you  tell  me. 

The  bride  foregoes  the  homage  of  her  day, 

Alvarez*  daughter  trembles  in  the  duft. ' 
Speak  then,  I  charge  you  fpeak,  or  I  expire, 
And  load  you  with  my  death.     My  Lord-— my  Lord  ! 

Alon.   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[He  breaks  from  ber^  an  djhe  Jinks  upon  the  floor* 
Leon.  Are  thefe  the  joys  which  fondly  I  conceiv'd  ? 
And  is  it  thus  a  wedded  life  begins  ? 
What  did  I  part  with,  when  I  gave  my  heart  > 
I  knew  rot  that  all  happinefs  went  with  it. 
Why  did  I  leave  my  tender  father's  wing, 
And  venture  into  love  ?     The  maid  that  loves 
Goes  our  tofeaupon  a  Qmter'd  plank, 
And  puts  her  truit  in  miracles  for  fafety. 
Where  frail  I  figh  ?  Where  pour  out  rny  complaints  ? 
He  that  fhould  hear,  fhould.fuccour,  fhould  redrefs, 
He  is  the  fource  of  all. 

Alon.  Go  to  thy  chamber, 
I  foon  will  follow ;  that  which  now  diilurbs  thee 
Shall  be  clear'd  up,  and  thou  (halt  not  condemn  me. 

[  Exit  Leon. 

Oh,  fcow  like  innocence  {lie  looks  !  What,  fhib  her, 
Arid  rum  into  her  blood  ?       -  ••  *  I  never  can. 

*  In 
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*  In  her  guilt  fliines,  and  nature  holds  my  hand.' 
How  then  ?  Why  thus       -No  more  j  it  is  determin'd* 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zan.  I  fear  his  heart  has  faiPd  him.     She  mufl  die. 
Can  I  not  rouze  the  fnake  that's  in  his  bofom, 
To  fting  our  human  nature,  and  efteft  it  ?  \_AfiJc* 

Alon.  This  vaft  and  folid  earth,  that  blazing  fun, 
Thofefkies  through  which  it  rolls,  muft  all  have  end. 
What  then  is  man  ?  the  fmalleft  part  of  nothing. 
Day  buries  day,  month  month,  and  year  the  year, 
Our  life  is  but  a  chain  of  many  deaths  ; 
Can  then  death's  felf  be  fear'd  ?  our  life  much  ratkeiv 
Life  is  the  defart,  life  the  folitude, 
Death  joins  us  to  the  great  majority  : 
'  Tis  to  be  borne  to  Plato's,  and  to  Csefars ; 
Tis  to  be  great  for  ever  ; 
'Tis  pleafure,  'tis  ambition  then  to  die. 

Zan.  I  think,  my  Lord,  you  talk'd  of  death* 

Alon.  I  did. 

Zan.  I  give  you  joy,  then  Leonora's  dead. 

Alon.  No,  Zanga,  '  the  greateft  guilt  is  mine, 
r  Tis  mine,  who  might  have  mark'd  his  midnight  vifit, 
4  Who  might  have  mark'd  his  tamenefs  to  refign  her  j 
'  Who  might  have  mark'd  herfudclen  turn  of  love  :. 

*  Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  tokens  more  ;  and  yet, 

4  .(For  which  the  faints  abfolve  my  foull)  did  wed* 

'  Zrftf.  Where  does  this  tend  1 

*  Alon?  To  died  a  woman's  blood 
Would  ftain  my  fword,  and  make  my  wars  inglorious  \ 

*  But  juil  rcfentment  to  myfelf,  bears  in  it 

'  A  (lamp  of  greatnefs  above  vulgar  minds. r 
He  who,  fuperior  to  the  checks  of  nature, 
Dares  make  his  life  the  victim  of  his  reafon,. 
Does  in  feme  fort  that  reafon  deify r 
And  take  a  flight  at  heav'n. 

Zan.  Alasr  my  Lord, 
Tis  not  your  reafon,  but  her  beauty  finds 
Thofe  arguments,  and  throws  you  on  your  fword» 
You  cannot  clofe  an  eye  that  is  fo  bright,. 
You  cannot  itrike  a  breail  that  is  fo  foft, 

That  has  ten  thoufand  ecilaiies  in  flore • 

For  Carlos  ? No,  my  Lord,  I  mean  for  yoiu 
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Alon.  Oh,  through  my  heart  and  marrow !    Pr'ythee 

fpare  me : 

Nor  more  upbraid  the  weaknefs  of  thy  lord. 
.   I  own,  I  try'd,  I  quarrell'd  with  my  heart, 
And  pufli'd  it  on,  and  bid  it  give  her  death  ; 
But,  Oh,  her  eyes  flruck  firit,  and  murder'd  me.. 

Zan.  I  Inow  not  what  to  anfvver  to  my  Lord. 
Men  are  but  men  ;  we  did  not  make  ourfelves. 
Farewel  then,  my  beft  Lord,  fince  you  muft  die, 
Oh,  that  I  were  to  fliare  your  monument, 
And  in  eternal  darknefs  clofe  thefe  eyes 
Againft  thofe  fcenes  which  I  am  doom'd  to  fuffer ! 

Alon.  What  doft  thou  mean  r 

Zan.  And  is  it  then  unknown  ?• 
Oh,  grief  of  heart  to  think  that  you  mould  afk  it ! 
Sure  you  diftruft  that  ardent  love  I  bear  you, 
»  Elfe  could  you  doubt  when  you  are  laid  in  dull 
But' it  will  cut  my  poor  heart  through  and  through, 
To  fee  thofe  revel  on  your  facred  tomb, 
Who  brought  you  thither  by  their  lawlefs  loves.  . 

For  there  they'll  revel,  and  exult  to  find 
Him  ileep  fo  faft,  who  elfe  might  marr  t-heir  joys.. 

Alon.  Diitraclion  ! — But  Don,  Carlos  well  thou  know'ft 
Is  fheath'din  ileel,  and  bent  on  other  thoughts. 

Zan.  I'll  work  him  to  the  murder  of  his  friend;: 
Yes,  till  the  fever  of  his  blood  returns, 
While  her  laft  kifs  ftiH  glows  upon  his  cheek.          [JJiJe. 
But  when  he  finds  Aloczo  is  no  more, 
How  will  he  rufli  like  lightning  to  her  arms  ! 
There  figh,  there  languiih,  there  pour  out  his  foul;, 

But  not  in  grief fad  obfequies  to  thee ! . 

But  thou  wilt  be  at  peace,  nor  fee,  nor  hear 
The  burning  kifs>,  the  figh  of  ecflafy, 
4  Their  throbbing  hearts  that  joftle  one  another  :*' 
Thank  heav'n,  thefe  torments  will  be  all  my  own. 

Alon.  Ill  eafe  thee  of  that  pain.     Let  Carlos  die, 
Overtake  him  on  the  road,  and  fee  it  done. 
'Tis  my  command..  [Gives  bisfignet.. 

Zan.   i  dare  notdifobey. 

Alon*  My  Zanga,  now  I  have  thy  leave  to  die. 

Zan.  Ah,  oir  !  think,  think  again.   Are  all  men  buried 
In  Carlos'  gntve  ?  You  know  not  worn  an -kind. 
.  When  once  the  throbbing  of  the  heart  has  broke 

The 
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The  modeft  zone,  with  which  It  firft  was  ty'd, 
Each  man  fhe  meets  will  be  a  Carlos  to  her. 

Alon.  That  thought  has  more  of  hell  than  had  the 
Another,  and  another,  and  another  !  [former* 

And  each  fhall  call  a  fmile  upon  my  tomb. 
I  am  convinc'd  j   I  muil  not,  will  not  die. 

Zan.  You  cannot  die  j  nor  can  you  murder  her. 
What  then  remains  ?  In  nature  no  third  way, 
But  to  forget,  and  fo  to  love  again. 

Alon.  Oh ! 

Zan.  If  you  forgive,  the  world  will  call  you  good  j 
If  you  forget,  the  world  will  call  you  wife; 
If  you  receive  her  to  your  grace  again, 
The  world  will  call  you,  very,  very  kind. 

Alon.  Zanga,  I  underftand  thee  well.     She  dies, 
Though  my  arm,  trembles  at  the  ftroke,  (he  dies. 

Zan.  That's  truly  great.  What  think  you  'twas  fet  up 
The  Greek  and  Roman  name  in  fuch  a  luftre, 
But  doing  right  in  ftern  defpite  to  nature, 
Shutting  their  ears  to  all  her  little  cries,  $£, 

When  great,  auguft,  and  god-like  juftice  call'd  ? 
At  Aulis  one  pour'd  out  a  daughter's  life, 
And  gain'd  more  glory  than  by  all  his  wars  ; 
Another  (lew  his  lifter  in  jufl  rage  ; 
A  third,  the  theme  of  all  fucceeding  times, 
Gave  to  the  cruel  ax  a  darling  fon. 
Nay  more,  for  juftice  fome  devote  themfelves, 
As  he  at  Carthage,  an  immortal  name  ! 
Yet  there  is  one  ftep  left  above  them  all, 
Above  their  hiilory,  above  their  fable, 

A  wife,  bride,  miftrefs  unenjoy'd do  thaf, 

And  tread  upon  the  Greek  and  Roman  glory, 

Alan.  'Tis  done  ! Again  new  transports  fire  my 

I  had  forgot  it,  'tis  my  bridal  night.  [brain  i 

Friend,  give  me  joy,  we  muft  be  gay  together; 
See  that  the  feftival  be  duly  honour'd. 

And  when  with  garlands  the  full  bowl  is  crown'd, 

And  mulic  gives  the  elevating  found, 

And  golden  carpets  fpread  the  facred  floor, 

And  a  new  day  the  blazing  tapers  pour, 

Tlfottv  Zanga,  thou  my  folemn  friends  invite, 

From  the  dark  realms  of  everlafting  night, 
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Call  vengeance,  call  the  Furies,  call  defpair, 
And  death,  our  chief-invited  true  ft,  be  there  ; 
He  with  pale  hand  ftrall  lead  the  bnde,  and  fpread 
Eternal  curtains  round  our  nuptial  bed.  [Exeunt, 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT        V. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

OH,  pitiful !  Oh,  terrible  to  fight ! 
Poor  mangled  (hade!  all  cover'd  o'er  with  wounds. 

And  fo  difguis'd  with  blood  !— -Who  murder'd  thee  ? 

Tell  thy  fad  tale,  and  thou  (halt  be  reveng'd. 

Ha!  Carlos?— Horror!   Carlos  ?— Oh,  away  ! 

Go  to  the  grave,  or  let  me  fink  to  mine. 

I  cannot  bear  the  light — What  fight  ? — Where  am  I  ? 

There's  nothing  here — If  this  was  fancy's  work, 

She  draws  a  picture  ftrongly.  •     * 

Enter  Zanga. 

«  Zan.  Ha! You're  pale.' 

dlon.  Is  Carlos  murdcr'd  ? 

Zau.  I  obey'd  your  order. 
Six  ruffians  overtook  him  on  the  road  ; 
He  fought  as  he  was  wont,  and  four  he  flew. 
Then  funk  beneath  an  hundred  wounds  to  death* 
Hislaft  breath  bleft  Alonzo,  and  defir'd 
His  bones  might  reft  near  yours. 

Alon.  Oh,  Zanga  !  Zanga  ! 
But  I'll  not  think ;  for  I  muit  a&,  and  thinking 
Would  ruin  me  for  action.     '  Oh,  the  medley 

*  Of  right  and  wrong!  the  chaos  of  ray, brain  ! 

*  He  (hould,  and  mould  not  die You  ihould  obey, 

4  And  not  obey It  is  a  day  of  darknefs, 

'  Of  contradictions,  and  of  many  deaths.' 
Where's  Leonora  then  ?  Quick,  anfwerme: 
I'm  deep  in  horrors,  I'll  be  deeper  iiill. 
I  find  thy  artifice  did  take  efFeci, 
And  flie  forgives  my  late  deportment  to  her. 

Zau,  1  told  her,  from  your  childhood  you  was  wont 

On 
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On  any  great  furprize,  but  chiefly  then 

When  caufe  of  forrow  bore  it  company, 

To  have  your  paffion  fhake  the  feat  of  reafon  ; 

A  momentary  ill,  which  toon  blew  o'er, 

Then  did  I  tell  her  of  Don  Carlos5  death, 

(Wifely  fuppreffing  by  what  means  he  fell) 

And  laid  the  blame  on  that.     At  firil  Ihe  doubted ; 

But  fuch  the  honeft  artifice  I  us'cl, 

And  fuch  her  ardent  wifh  it  fliould  be  true, 

That  ihe,  at  length,  was  fully  fatisfy'd. 

'  Alon.  'Twas  well  fhe  was.     In  our  late  interview 
'  My  paffion  fo  far  threw  me  from  my  guard 
'   (Methinks  'tis  ftrange  !)  that  confcious  of  her  guilt, 
*  She  faw  not  through  its  thin  difguife  my  heart. 
'  Zan?  But  what  defign  you,  Sir,  and  how'? 
Alon.  I'll  tell  thee. 

Thus  I've  ordain'd  it.     In  the  jafmine  bow'r, 
The  place  which  (he  difhonour'd  with  her  guilt, 
There  will  I  meet  her  ;  the  appointment's  made ; 
And  calmly  fpread  (for  I  can  do  it  BOW) 
Theblacknefs  of  her  crime  before  her  fight, 
And  then  with  all  the  cool  folemnity 
Of  public  juftice,  give  her  to  the  grave.  [Exiti 

1  Zan.  Why,  get  thee  gone  !  horror  and  night  go  \?ith 
Sillers  of  Acheron,  go  hand  in  hand,  [ihee  ! 

Go  dance  around  the  bow'r,  and  clofe  them  in  ; 
And  tell  them  that  I  fent  you  to  falute  them. 
Profane  the  ground,  and  for  th'  ambroiial  rofe, 
And  breath  of  jafmine,  let  hemlock  blacken, 
And  deadly  nightfhade  poifon  all  the  air, 
For  the  fweet  nightingale  may  ravens  croak, 
Toads  pant,  andTadders  ruftle  through  the  leaves; 
May  ferpents  winding  up  the  trees  let  fall 
Their  hilling  necks  upon  them  from  above, 
And  mingle  kiffes — iueh  as  I  fhould  give  them.'  [Exitm 

SCENE,  'tie  Bow. 

Leonora  peeping.     Enter  Alonzo. 
Alon*  Ye  amaranths!  ye  rofes,  like  the  morn  ! 
Sweet  myrtles,  and  ye  golden  orange  groves  ! 
Why  do  you  imiie  I  Why  do  you  look  fo  fair  ? 

Are 


48  THE    REVENGE. 

Are  ye  not  blafted  as  I  enter  in  ? 

'  Yes,  fee  how  every  flovv'r  lets  fall  its  head  ! 

*  How  fhudders  every  leaf  without  a  wind ! 

*  How  every  green  "is  as  the  ivy  pale  !* 
Did  ever  midnight  ghofts  affemble  here  ? 
Have  thefe  fweet  echoes  ever  learn  M  to  groan  ? 
Joy-giving,  love-infpiring,  holy  bow'r  ! 
Know,  in  thy  fragrant  bofom  thou  receiv'ft 

A- murderer  !  Oh,  I  fhall  fhu'n  thy  lilies, 

And  horror  will  ufurp  the  feat  of  blifs. 
'  So  Lucifer  broke  into  Paradife, 

*  And  foon  damnation  follow'd.'  [He  advanc ts, ]  Ha  !  flic 

fleeps 

The  day's  uncommon  heat  has  overcome  her. 

Then  take,  my  longing  eyes,  your  laft  full  gaze. 

Oh,  what  a  fight  is  herel  how  dreadful  fair! 

Who  would  not  think  that  being  innocent  ? 

Where  fhall  I  ilrike  ?  Who  ftrikes  her,  itrikes  himfclf. 

My  own  life-blood  will  iflue  at  her  wound. 

«  Oh,  my  diftratfed  heart !— Oh,  cruel  heav'n  ! 

*  To  give  fuch  charms  as  thefe,  and  then  call  man, 

*  Mere  man,  to  be  your  executioner. 

*  Was  it  becaufe  it  was  too  hard  for  you  ?' 
But  fee,  (lie  Imiles !  I  never  {hall  fmile  more, 
It  ftrongly  tempts  me  to  a  parting  kifs, 

[Go/V/^,  be  ft  arts  lack. 

Ha  !  fmile  again.    She  dreams  of  him  Ihe  loves. 
Curfe  on  her  charms  !  I'll  flab  her  through  them  all. 

[As  be  is  going  to  Jlrike  fie  wakes. 
Leon.  My  Lord,  your  (lay  was  long,  and  yonder  lull 
Of  falling  waters  tempted  me  to  reft,1 
Difpirited  with  noon's  excdfive  heat. 

Aim.  Ye  pow'rs  !  with  what  an  eye  Hie  mends  the  day  ! 
While  they  were  clos'd  I  (hould  have  giv^nthe  blow.  [Afid:.. 

*  OJh,  for  a  laft  embrace  !  and  then  for  juftice  : 
«  Thus  heav'a  nnd  I  {lull  both  be  fatisfy'd.' 

Leon.  What  fays  my  Lord  ? 

Alon*  Why  this  Alonxo  fays  ; 
Jf  love  were  endlefs,  men  v^'cregods  :  'tis  that 

Does  counterbalance  travel,  danger,  pain 

'Tis  heav'n's  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 
The  light,  and  cheai  them  of  the  peaceful  grave. 

Leon,  Alas,  my  Lord  !  why  talk  you  of  the  grave  ? 

Your 


THE    REVENGE.  49 

Your  friend  is  dead  ;  in  friendfhip  you  fuftain 

A  mighty  lofs  ,*   repair  it  with  my  love. 

Alon.  Thy  love,  thou  piece  of  witchcraft  1  I  would  fay, 

Thou  brighteft  angel !  I  could  gaze  forever. 
Where  hadil  thou  this,  enchantrefs,  tell  me  where, 
Which  with  a  touch  works  miracles,  boils  up 
My  blood  to  tumults,  and  turns  round  my  brain  ? 
Ev'n  now  thou  fwim'ft  before  me.     I  (ball  lofe  thee— 
No,  I  will  make  thee  fure,  and  clafp  thee  all. 
Who  turn'd  this  (lender  waift  with  fo  much  art, 
And  (hut  perfection  in  fo  fmall  a  ring  ? 
Who  fpread  that  pure  expanfe  of  white  above, 
On  which  the  dazzled  fight  can  find  no  reft ; 
But,  drunk  with  beauty,  wanders  up  and  down 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  finds  new  charms  ?' 

But  Oh,  thofe  eyes !  thofe  murderers  1  Oh,  whence, 

Whence  didft  thou  fteal  their  burning  orbs  ?  From  heav'n? 

Thou  didft  ;  and  'tis  religion  to  adore  them. 

Leon.  My  beft  Alonzo,  moderate  your  thoughts* 

Extremes  ftill  fright  me,  tho*  of  love  itfelf. 
Alon.  Extremes  indeed  !  it  hurried  me  away  ; 

But  I  come  home  again — and  now  for  juilice— 

And  now  for  death It  is  impoffible 

*  Sure  fuch  were  made  by  Heav'n  guiltlefs  to  fin, 

*  Or  in  their  guilt  tolaugh  atpu-niftiment.'  [A/iJe. 
I  leave  her  to  juft  Heaven.    [Drops  the  dagger  ^  and  goes,  of* 

Leon.  Ha,  a  d.igger  J 
What  doll  thou  fay,  thou  minifter  of  death? 

What  dreadful  tale  doft  tell  me  ? -Let  me  think 

Enter  Zauga. 

Zan.  Death  to  my  tow'ring  hopes  !  Oh,  fall  from  high ! 
My  clofe,  long-la-bour'd  fcheme  at  once  is  blalted. 
That  dagger,  tound,  will  caufe  her  to  enquire ; 
Enquiry  will  difcover  all ;  my  hopes 

Of  vengeance  perifh  ;   I  myfelf  am  toil 

Curfe  on  the  coward's  heart !  wither  his  hand, 

Which  held  the  Heel  in  vain  ! — What  can  be  done  ?— 

Where  can  I  fix  ?— That's  fomething  fl ill —'twill  breed 

Fell  rage  and  bitternets  betwixt  their  fouls, 

Which  may  perchance  grow  up  to  greater  evil : 

If  not,  'tis  all  I  can It  (hall  be  fo [JfJe. 

Leon.  Oh,  Zanga,  Iain  (inking in  my  fears ! 

E  Alonzo 
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Alonzo  dropp'd  this  dagger  as  he  left  me, 

And  left  me  in  a  ft  range  diforder  too. 

What  can  this  mean  ?  Angels  prefer ve  his  life  ! 

Zan.  Yours,  Madam,  yours. 

Leon.  What,  Zanga,  doit  thou  fay  ? 

Zan.  Carry  your  goodnefs,  then,  to  fuch  extremes, 
So  blinded  to  the  faults  of  him  you  love, 
That  you  perceive  not  he  is  jealous  ? 

Leon.  Heav'ns ! 

And  yet  a  thoufand  things  recur  tha/fwear  it. 
What  villain  could  infpire  him  with  that  thought  ? 
,lt  is  not  of  the  growth  of  his  own  nature. 

Zan.  Some  villain,  who,  hell  knows;  but  he  is  jealous ; 
And  'cis  mod  fit  a  heart  fo  pure  as  yours 
Do  itfelf  juftice,  and  atfert  its  honour, 
And  make  him  confcious  of  its  flab  to  virtue. 

Leon.  Jealous!  it  fickens  at  my  heart.     Unkind, 
Ungen'rous,  groundlefs,  weak,  and  infolent! 
Why,  wherefore,  and  what  fliadow  of  occafion  ? 

•  'Tis  rafcination,  'tis  the  wrath  of  Heav'n 

•  For  the  colleded  crimes  of  all  his  race.' 
Oh,  how  the  great  man  leflens  to  my  thought ! 
How  could  fo  mean  a  vice  as  jealoufy, 

'  Unnatural  child  of  ignorance  and  guilt, 

•  Which  tears  and  feeds  upon  its  parent's  heart,' 
Live  in  a  throng  of  fuch  exalted  virtues  ? 

I  fcorn  and  hate,  yet  love  him  and  adore. 

I  cannot  will  not,  dare  not  think  it  true, 

Till  from  himfelf  I  know  it.  [Exit. 

Zan.  This  fucceeds 

Juft  to  my  wifli.     Now  fhe,  with  violence,  ^ 
Upbraids  him  ;  he,  well  knowing  fhe  is  guilty, 
Rages  no  lefs :  and  if  on  either  fide 
The  waves  run  high,  there  ftill  lives  hopes  of  ruin. 

Enter  Alonzo. 
My  Lord . 

Alan.-  Oh,  Zanga,  hold  thy  peace  !  I  am  no  coward  ; 
But  Heav'n  itfelf  did  hold  my  hand  ;  I  felt  it, 
By  the  well-being  of  my  foul,  I  did. 
I'll  think  of  vengeance  at  another  feafon. 

Zan.  My  Lord,  her  guilt 

Alon.  Perdition  on  thee,  Moor, 
For  that  one  word  !  Ah,  do  not  roufe  that  thought ! 

I  have 
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1  have  o'erwhelm'd  it  as  much  as  poffible  : 
4  Away,  then,  let  us  talk  of  other  things.' 
I  tell  ihee,  Moor,  I  love  her  todiilraftion. 
If  'tis  my  frame,  why,  be  it  fo 1  love  her  ; 

*  Nor  can  1  help  it ;  'tis  impos'd  upon  me 

*  By  fome  fuperior  and  refill  lets  pow'r.' 
I  could  not  hurt  her  to  be  lord  of  earth  ; 

It  f hocks  my  nature  like  a  ftroke  from  heav'n* 

*  Angels  defend  her,  as  if  innocent.' 

But  fee,  my  Leonora  comes—Begone.         [Exit  Zanga. 

Enter  Leonora. 

Oh,  feen  for  ever,  yet  for  eVernew  ! 
The  conquer'd  thou  doft  conquer  o'er  again, 
Inflicting  wound  on  wound. 

Leon.  Alas,  my  Lord  ! 
What  need  of  this  to  me  ? 

Alon.  Ha  !    doll  thou  weep  ? 

Leon.  Have  I  no  caufe  ? 

Alon.  If  love  is  thy  concern, 
Thou  haft  no  caufe :  none  ever  lov'd  like  me. 

*  But  wherefore  this  ?  Is  it  to  break  my  heart, 

*  Which  lofes  fo  much  blood  for  every  tear  ? 

'  Leon.  Is  it  fo  tender  ?  , 

•  Alon.  Is  it  not  ?  Oh,  Heav'n  ! 

*  Doubt  of  my  love  !   Why,  I  am  nothing  elfe; 
'  It  quite  abforbs  my  every  other  paflion.' 

Oh,  that  this  one  embrace  would  laft  for  ever  ! 

Leon.  Could  this  man  ever  mean  to  wrong  my  virtue  ? 
Could  this  man  e'er  defign  upon  my  life  ? 
Impoffible  !  1  throw  away  the  thought. 
Thefe  tears  declare  how  much  I  tafte  the  joy 
Of  being  folded  in  your  arms  and  heart  j 
My  univerfe  does  lie  within  that  fpace. 
This  dagger  bore  falfe  witnefs . 

Alon.  Ha,  my  dagger  ! 
It  roufes  horrid  images.     Away, 
Away  with  it,  and  let  us  talk  of  love, 
4  Plunge  ourfelves  deep  into  the  fweet  illation, 

*  And  hide  us  there  from  ev'ry  other  thought. 
'  Leon.  It  touches  you. 

*  Alon.  Let's  ralk  of  love.' 
Leon.  Of  death  ! 

E  2  Alon. 
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Alon.   As  thou  lov'ft  happinefs— — 
Leon.  Of  murder  ! 
Alon.  Rafll, 
Rafh  \voman!  yet  forbear. 

*  Leon.  Approve  my  wrongs  ! 

*  Alon.  Then  mufl  I  fly,  fur  thy  fake  and  my  own. 

*  Leon.  Nay,  by  my  injuries,  you  rirft  muft  hear  me: 
4  Stab  me,  then  think  it  much  to  hearmv  groan  ! 

«  Alon.  Heav'n  ilrike  me  deaf!' 

Leon.  It  well  may  fling  you  home. 

Alon.  Alas,  thou  quite  mfftak'ft  my  caufe  of  pain  ! 
Yet,  yet  difmifs  me  j  I  am  all  in  flames. 

Leon.  Who  has  molt  caufe,  you  or  myfelf  ?  What  aft 
Of  my  whole  life  encourag'd  you  to  this  ? 
Or  or  your  own,  what  guilt  has  drawn  it  on  you  ? 
You  find  tne  kind,  and  think  me  kind  to  all ; 
The  weak,  ungenerous  error  of  your  fex. 
What  could  infpire  the  thought  ?  We  oft'neft  judge 
From  our  own  hearts ;  and  is  yours  then  fo  frail, 
It  prompts  you  to  conceive  thas  ill  of  me  ? 
-  He  that  can  (loop  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought, 
Deferves  to  find  it  true.  [Holding  him. 

Alon.  '  Oh,  fex,  fex,  fex!'  >  Burning  on  ber* 

*  The  language  of  you  all.'     Ill-fated  woman  ! 
Why  haft  thou  forc'd  me  back  into  the  gulf 
Of  agonies  I  had  blocked  up  from  thought  ? 

4  I  know  the  caufe  ;  thou  faw'it  me  impotent 

*  Ere  while  to  hurt  thee,  therefore  thou  tura'ft  on  me; 

*  But,  by  the  pangs  I  furter,  to  thy  woe  :' 

For,  fince  thou  hail  replung'd  me  in  my  torture> 
I  will  be  fatisfyM. 

Leon.  Be  fatisfy'd  ! 

Alon.  Yes,  thy  own  mouth  fliall  witnefs  it  aga'mfl  thees 
J  will  be  fatisfy'd. 

Leon.  Of  what  ? 

Alon.  Of  what ! 

How  dar'ir.  thou  alk  that  queftion  ?  Woman,  woman, 
Weak  and  afiur'd  at  once  !   thus  'tis  for  ever. 
Who  told  thee  that  thy  virtue  was  fufpefted  ? 
Who  told  thee  I  defign'd  upon  thy  life  ? 
You  found  the  dagger  j  but  that  could  not  fpeak : 

Nor 
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Nor  did  I  tell  thee  ;  who  did  tell  thee  then  ? 
Guilt,  confcious  guilt ! 

Leon.  This  to  my  face  !  Oh,  Heav'n  ! 

Alon.  This  to  thy  very  foul. 

Lton.  Thou'rtnotinearneft? 

Alon.  Serious  as  death. 

Leon.  Then  heav*n  have  mercy  on  thee. 
Till  now  I  ftruggled  not  to  think  it  true  ; 
I  fought  conviction,  and  would  not  believe  it. 
And  doft  thou  force  me  ?  This  {hall  not  be  borne  ; 
Thou  fhalt  repent  this  infult.  \Going* 

Alon.  Madam,  flay. 

Your  paffion's  wife  ;  'tis  a  difgnife  for  guilt : 
*  Tis  my  turn  i  w  to:  fix  you  here  a  while  ;' 
You  and  your  thousand  arts  fhall  not  efcape  me. 

Leon.  Arts  ? 


Arts.     Confefs ;  for  death  is  in  my  hajid. 

Leon.  'Tis  in  your  words. 

Alon.  Confefs,  confefs,  confefs ! 
Nor  tear  my  veins  with  paffion  to  compel  thee. 

Leon.  I  (corn  to  anfwer  thee,  prefumptuous  man  ! 

Alon.  Deny  then,  and  incur  a  fouler  fhame. 
Where  did  I  find  this  picture  ? 

Leon.  Ha,  Don  Carlos  ! 
By  my  beft  hopes,  more  welcome  than  thy  own. 

Alon.  I  know  it ;  but  is  vice  fo  very  rank, 
That  thou  fliouldft  dare  to  dafh  it  in  my  face  2 
Nature  is  fickof  thee,  abaridon'd-woman  ! 

Leon.  Repent. 

Alon.  Is  that  for  me  ? 

Leon.  Fall,  afk  iny  pardon, 

Alon.  Aftonifhment ! 

Leon.  Dar'ft  thou  perfift  to  think  I  am  difhonefl  ?  . 

Aim.  I  know  thee  fo.. 

Leon.  This  blow,  then,  to  thy  heart  , 

\She  Jlabs  herfelf,  be  endeavours  to  prevent  her* 

Alon.  Hoa,Zanga!  Ifabella  !  hoa  !  me  bleeds ! 
Defcend,  ye  blefied  angels,  to  affift  her ! 

Leon.  This  is  the  only  way  I  would  wound  thee, 
Tho'  moft  unjuft..    Now  think. me  guilty  itill. 

E  3  Enter 
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Enter  Ifabella. 

Alon.  Bear  her  to  inftant  help.     The  world  to  fave  her. 

Leon.  Unhappy  man !  wellmay'ilthougaze  and  tremble : 
But  fix  thy  terror  and  amazement  right ; 
Not  on  my  blood,  but  on  thy  own  diftracYion. 
What  hail  thou  done  ?  Whom  cenfur'd  ? — Leonora  ! 
When  thou  hadft  cenfur'd,  thou  wouldft  fave  her  life : 
Oh,  inconfiftent !   Should  I  live  in  fhame, 
Or  ftoop  to  any  other  means  but  this 
To  aflert  my  virtue  ?  No  ;  (he  who  difputes 
Admits  it  poflible  fhe  might  be  guilty. 
While  aught  but  truth  could  be  my  inducement  to  it, 
While  it  might  look  like  an  excufe  to  thee, 
I  fcorn'd  to  vindicate  my  innocence  : 
But  now,  I  let  thy  raflmefs  know,  the  wound 
Which  leail  I  feel,  is  that  my  dagger  made. 

[Ifabella  leads  out  Leonora* 

Ahn.  Ha !  was  this  woman  guilty  ? — And  if  not — 
How  my  thought  darkens  that  way  !  Grant,  kind  Heav'n, 
That  fhe  prove  guilty  ;  or  my  being  end. 
Is  that  my  hope,  then  ?  — Sure  the  facredduft 
Of  her  that  bore  me  trembles  in  its  urn* 
Is  it  in  man  the  fore  diftrefs  to  bear, 
When  hope  itfelf  is  blacken'd  to  defpair. 
When  all  the  blifs  I  pant  for,  is  to  gain 
In  hell,  a  refuge  from  feverer  pain?  [Exit* 

Enter  Zanga. 

Za%.  How  {lands  the  great  account 'twixt  me  and  ven- 
Tho*  much  is  paid,  yet  flill  it  owes  me  much,    [geance  .* 
And  I  will  not  abate  a  fmgle  groan— 
Ha  !  that  were  well — but  that  were  fatal  too 

Why,  be  it  fo Revenge  fo  truly  great, 

Would  come  too-  cheap,  if  bought  with  lefs  than  life. 
*  Come,,  death,  come,  hell,  then ;  'tis  refolv'd,  'tis  done.* 
Enter  Ifabella.. 

Ifdb.  Ah,  Zanga,  fee  me  tremble  !  Has  not  yet 
Thy  cruel  heart  its  fill  ? — Poor  Leonora 

Zan.  Welters  in  blood,  and  gafps  for  her  laft  breath. 
What  then  ?  We  aE  muft  die. 

Ifab.  Alonzo  raves, 

And,  in  the  tempeft  of  his  grief,  has  thrice 
Attempted  on  his  life.    At  length  difarm'd. 

He 
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He  calls  his  friends  that  fave  him  his  worfl  foes, 
And  importunes  the  fkies  for  fwift  perdition. 
Thus  in  his  florin  of  forrow.     After  paufe, 
He  flatted  up,  and  call'd  aloud  for  Zanga, 
For  Zanga  rav'd  ;  and  fee,  he  feeks  you  here, 
To  learn  the  truth  which  moil  he  dreads  to  know. 

Zan.  Begone.     Now,  now,  my  foul,  confummate  all. 

[Exit  Ifab. 
Enter  Alonzo. 

Alon.  Oh,  Zanga ! 

Zan.   Do  not  tremble  fo ;  but  fpeak. 

Alon.  I  dare  not.  [Falls  on  him* 

Zan.   You  will  drown  me  with  your  t«ars. 

Alon.  Have  I  not  caufe  ? 

Zan.   As  yet  you  have  no  cauie* 

Alon.  Doft  thou  too  rave  ? 

'Zan.   Your  anguifh  is  to  come : 
You  much  have  been  abus'd. 

Alon.  Abus'd  !  by  whom  ? 

Zan.   To  know  were  little  comfort. 

Alon.  Oh,  'twere  much  ! 

Zan.   Indeed! 

Alon.  By  Heav'n  !  Oh,  give  him  to  my  ft  ry  ! 

Zan.   Born  for  your  ufe,  I  live  but  to  oblige  you* 
Know,  then,  'twas 1. 

Alon.  Am  I  awake  ? 

Zan.   For  ever. 

Thy  wife  is  guiltlefs — that's  one  tranfport  to  me  \ 
And  I,  I  let  theeknow  it — that's  another. 
I  urg'd  Don  Carlos  to  refign  his  miflrefs, 
I  forg'd  the  letter,  I  difpos'd  the  picture  j 
I  hated,  I  defpis'd,  and  I  deilroy, 

Alon.  Oh !  [Swoons* 

Zan.    Why,  this  is  well — why,  this  is  blow  for  blow  I 
Where  are  you  ?  Crown  me,  fhadow  me  with  laurels^ 
Ye  fpirits  which  delight  in  juft  revenge  ! 
Let  Europe  and  her  pallid  fons  go  weep  ; 
Let  Afric  and  her  hundred  thrones  rejoice  t 
Oh,  my  dear  countrymen,  look  down,  and  fee 
How  I  beflride  your  proflrate  conqueror  ! 
I  tread  on  haughty  Spain,  and  all  her  kings. 
But  this  is  mercy,  this  is  my  indulgence  j 

Tis 
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Zan*  This  too  is  well.     The  fix'd  and  noble  mind 
Turns  all  occurrence  to  its  own  ad  vantage  j 
And  I'll  make  vengeance  of  calamity. 
Were  I  not  thus  reduc'd,  thou  wouldft  not  know, 
That,  thus  reduced,  I  dare  defy  thee  ftill. 
Torture  thou  may 'ft,  but  thou  (halt  ne'er  defpife  me* 
The  blood  will  follow  where  the  knife  is  driven, 
The  flefh  will  quiver  where  the  pincers  tear, 
Andlighsand  cries  by  nature  grow  on  pain. 
But  thefe  are  foreign  to  the  foul  t  not  mine 
The  groans  that  iiiue,  or  the  tears  that  fall ; 
They  difobey  me  ;  on  the  rack  I  fcorn  thee, 
As  when  my  faulchion  clove  thy  helm  in  battle. 
Alv»  Peace,  villain! 
Zdn.  While  I  live,  old  man,  I'll  fpeak  : 
And  well  I  know  thou  dar'il  not  kill  me  yet ; 
For  that  would  rob  thy  blood-hounds  of  their  prey. 
Alon.  Who  call'd  Alonzo  ? 
Afa>.  No  one  call'd,  my  fon. 

Alon.  Again  ! 'Tis  Carlos'  voice,  and  I  obey* 

Oh,  howl  laugh  at  all  that  this  can  do  ! 

\Sbewlng  the  dagger* 

The  wounds  that  pain'd,  the  wounds  that  murder'd  me, 
Were  giv'n  before ;  I  am  already  dead  • 
This  only  marks  my  body  for  the  grave.        [Stals  bimfelf* 

Afric,  thou  art  reveng'd Oh,  Leonora  ! [Dies. 

Zan.  Good  ruffians,  give  me  leave ;  my  blood  is  yours, 
The  wheel's  prepar'd,  and  you  fhall  have  it  all. 
Let  me  but  look  one  moment  on  the  dead, 
And  pay  yourfelves  with  gazing  on  my  pangs. 

[He  goes  to  Alonzo'-f  lody* 
Is  this  Alonzo  ?  Where's  the  haughty  mien  ? 
Is  that  the  hand  which  fmote  me  ?  Heav'ns,  how  pale  ! 
And  art  thou  dead  ?  So  is  my  enmity. 
I  war  not  with  the  duft.     The  great,  the  proud, 
The  conqueror  of  Afric  was  my  foe. 
A  lion  preys  not  upon  carcafes. 
This  was  thy  only  method  to  fubdue  me. 
Terror  and  doubt  fail  on  me :  all  thy  good 
Now  blazes,  all  thy  guilt  is  in  the  grave. 
Never  had  man  fuch  funeral  applaufe  : 
If  I  laaieut  thee,  fuie  thy  worth  was  great. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  Vengeance,  I  have  follow'd  theetoo  far, 
And  to' receive  me  Hell  blows  all  her  fires. 

[He  is  lorne  off. 

Alv.  Dreadful  effects  of  jealoufy  !  a  rage 
In  which  the  wife  with  caution  will  engage  j 
Reluctant  long,  and  tardy  to  believe, 
Where,  fway'd  by  nature,  we  ourfelves  deceive, 
Where  our  own  folly  joins  the  villain's  art, 
And  each  man  finds  a  Zanga  in  his  heart. 

[Exeunt. 


END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 


By  a  Friend. 

R  author  fcnt  me,  in  an  bumble  Jlrain 
To  beg  you'd  blcfs  the  offspring  of  his  brain  ; 
And  I,  your  proyy,  promised,  in  your  name, 
The  child  foould  live,  at  leajl  fix  days  of  fame. 
I  like  the  brat,  but  ft  ill  his  faults  can  find; 
And,  f-y  the  parent's  leave,  willjpeakmy  mind. 
^Gallants,  pray,  tell  me,  do  you  think  'twas  welly 
To  let  a  willing  maid  lead  apes  in  hell? 
You  nicer  ladies,  Jhould you  think  it  right, 

70  cat  no  fuppcr on  your  wedding  night  ? 

Should  Englijh  hujbands  dare  to  ftarve  their  wives^ 

£e  fure  they'd  lead  mojl  comfortable  lives  ! 

But  he  loves  mifchief,  and,  with  groundlefs  fears^ 

Would  fain  fet  loving  couples  by  the  ears  ; 

Would  Jpoil  the  tender  hufbands  of  our  nation^ 

By  teaching  them  his  vile,  outlandijh  fajfiion. 

But  we've  been  taught  in  our  good-natur'd  clime  ^ 

That  jealoujy,  tho*  ji(ft,  is  Jlill  a  crime, 

And  will  be  Jiill ',  for  (not  to  blame  the  plot) 

That  fame  Alonzo  was  a  Jlupid  fot, 

To  kill  a  bride,  a  mljlrefs  unenjoy'd  •  •"•"' 

^Twere  fame  cxcvfe,  had  tJje  poor  man  been  cloy'd: 

To  kill  her  on  fufpicion,  ere  he  knew 

Whether  the  heinous  crime  were  falfe  or  true 

The  prieft  faid  grace,  Jhe  met  him  in  the  bower, 

Jn  hopes  jhe  might  anticipate  an  hour 

Love  was  her  errand ;  but  the  hot-brain' d  Spaniard^ 
In/lead  of  love — produc'd — a  flthy  poignard 
Had  he  been  wife,  at  this  their  private  meeting, 
The  proof  o*  th'  pudding  had  been  in  the  eating  ; 
Madam  had  then  been  pleas' W,  and  Don  contented. 
And  ail  this  blood  and  murder  been  prevented. 
Britons,  be  wife,  and  from  this  fad  example, 
Ne'er  break  a  bargain,  but  firft  take  a  fample. 


FR  Harvard,  William 

3506  King  Charles  I 

H84K5 
1777 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


